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PREFACE 


TO THE FIRST EDITION. 


Tub following tnfleg are not the production of the poet 
who, with all the adrantages of learned art, and perhape 
amid the elegances and idleness of npper life, looks down for 
a rural theme, with an eye to Theoentns or Virgil To the 
author of this, these and other celebrated names, their coon- 
tmnen, are, at least in their onginal language, a fountain shut 
up and a book sealed Unacquainted with the necessary 
requisites for commencmg poetiy by rule, he sings the senb- 
meuts and maimers he felt and saw in himself, and his rustic 
compeers around him, m his and their nahre language. 
Though a rhymer from his earhest years, at least from the 
earliest impulses of the softer passions, it was not till veiy 
lately that the applause, perhaps the parbality of huendship, 
wakened his vanity so tar as to make bun think anything of 
his worth showing ; and none of the following works were 
oomposed with a view to the press To amuse himself with 
the httle creations of his own fancy, amid the toil and fabgues 
of a labonous life , to transenbe the vanons feelings, the 
loves, the griefs, the hopes, the fears, m lus own breast, to 
find some kind of counterpoise to the struggles of a world, 
llirays an alien scene, a task unconth to the poebcal mind, — 
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Oi«ie w«te Ua motlTeg for coortine the Mosea, end in theie 
he found Poetry to be its own reward. 

Now tbac be appears in the public character of an author, 
be does it " with fear and trembling." So dear is fame to the 
ifayming tnoe, that even he, an obscure, nameless bsid, 
ahnnks aghast at the thought of being branded as an imperb- 
nent blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world, and, 
because he can make a shift to jingle a few doggerel Scotch 
rtiymes together, looking upon himself as a poet of no small 
consequence, forsooth 

It is an observation of that celebrated poet, Shenstone, 
whose divine elegies do honor to our language, our nation, 
and onr species, that "Humility has depressed many a gemns 
to a hermit, but never raised one to fame I ” If any critic 
catches at the word genttu, the anthor tells him, once for all, 
that he certainly looks upon himself as possessed of some 
poetic abilities, otherwise his publishing in the manner he has 
done would be a manoeuvre below the worst character which, 
he hopes, his worst enemy will ever give him But to the 
geuios of a Bamssy, or the glonous dawniogs of the poor, 
unfortunate Fergussou, he, with equal unaffected sincerity, 
declares that, even in his highest pulse of vanity, he has not 
the most distant pretensions These two justly admired Scotch 
poets he has often had in his eye in the following pieces, but 
rather with a view to kindle at Uicir flame, than for servile 
imitation. 

To his subscribers the author returns his most sincere 
thanks, — not the mercenaiy bow over a counter, but the 
heait-throbbmg gratitude of the bard, conscious how much 
he owes to benevolence and Ihcndship, for gratifying him, if 
be deserves it, in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom-' 
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to b« distiiigaitlied. Be begs bit readen; porticolerlj the 
learned and the polite, who may honor him with a penual, 
that they will make eveiy allowance for education and 
mrcumstancea of life, bat if^ alter a fhir, candid, and unpa^ 
tial criticism, hQ shall stand conncted of doUness and non- 
sense, let him be done 17 as he wonld, in that case, do bj 
others, — let him be condemned, without mercy, to contempt 
and obbehm. 




D1EDICATION 

TO THE SECOND EDITION. 


ro THE VOBUEHEH JlSD OSSTLEItES OF THE GALEDOXIAE 
HUHT. 


Jfy Lordi and Oenilemm 

A SCOTTIBH bard, proud of the nune, and whose highest 
ambition is to sing in his country's service — where shall he 
so properly look for patroruige as to the dlustnous names of 
his native land , those who bear the honors and inherit the 
virtues of their ancestors ? The poetic gemus of my country 
found me, as the prophetic bard Elijah did Elisha — at the 
plough, and threw her mspinng mantle over me She bade 
me sing the loves, the joys, the rural scenes, and rural pleas- 
ures, of my native soil, in my native tongue, I tuned my 
wild, artless notes as she inspired She whispered me to come 
to this ancient metropolis of Caledoma, and lay my songs 
under your honored protection 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do not approach 
you, my Lords and Gentlemen, in the usual style of dedica- 
tion, to thank you for past favors. That path is so hackneyed 
by prostituted learning, that honest rusticity is ashamed of it. 
Kor do I present this address with the venal soul of a servile 
anthor, looking for a contmuation of those favors I was bred 
to the plough, and am mdependenU I come to claim the 
common Scottish name with yon, my lUnstnous countrymen; 
and to tell the world that I gloiy in the title. I come to con- 
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gratnlate my constty that th« blood of her ancient heroei 
(till runs nncontominated; and that from your courage, 
knowledge, and public spirit, she may expect protection, 
wealth, and liberty. In the last place, 1 come to proffer my 
warmest wishes to the great Fountain of honor, the Monarch 
of the UmTerse, for your welfare and happiness. When yon 
go forth to waken the echoes, in the ancient and favorite 
amusement of your forefathers, may Pleasure ever be of your 
party, and may social Joy await your return ? When harassed 
in courts or camps with the jostlings of bad men and bad 
measures, may the honest consciousness of injured worth 
attend your return to your native seats , and may domestic 
Happiness, with a smiling welcome, meet you at your gales I 
May corruption shrink at your kindling, indignant glance; 
and may tyranny in the ruler, and licentiousness in the peo- 
ple, equally find you an inexorable foe I 
I have the honor to be, 

With the smeerest gratitude, and highest respect. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Tour most devoted, humble servant, 

BOBEBT BUBNS 

BonntnaoH, itpdl 4, UV. 
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Tbibs m so poet of the preseot age more deeeiredly pop 
clar than Buma. Though bom in an humble station in hfe, 
he raised himself, by the mere exertions of hie mind, to the 
highest pitch of intellectual greatness. The originality of 
hu genius, the energy of bis language, and the richness of 
his imagination, mented the gratitude as well as the admi- 
ration of his countjymen But his highest efforts, m which 
the tide of human feeling seemed to ffow in deep and ex- 
bsustless channels, failed to soften the avarice of a mean and 
selfish aristocracy Like his native and lonely hills, he was 
fubject to every blast, and exposed naked and bare to every 
tempest He was an elevated point, round which the storm 
clung and gathered, a prominent rock, condemned by na- 
ture, as it were, to endure the buffctings of the surge Tet 
bia rude splendor remained uninjured. Amidst the bitter 
waters ot indigence and sonow, of drudgery and neglect, he 
produced those beautiful idylliums which will ever exist for 
the delight of the world, and which will never be read without 
an expansion of the understanding and of the heart. 

Robert Bums was bom on the 2r)th of Januaiy, 1759, in a 
cottage near the banks of the Doon, about two miles from 
Aj r. The chief incidents of his life are related by himself 
(• a letter to Dr. Moore. In this document, and in several 
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paasagei of hia correspondence, he nnfolda the vicisarindei 
of hia fortune, and the pecuhanties of lus character, with 
great strength and clearness Whoever would do justice to 
his memojy must copy his sentunents and his language. 

“ For some months past,” says he, “ I have been rambling 
over the country , but I am now confined with some hngenng 
complaints, originating, as I take it, in the stomach To di- 
vert my spiiits a little in this miserable fog of ennm, I have 
taken a whim to give you a histoiy of myself My name has 
made some little noise in this country , you have done me the 
honor to interest yourself very warmly m my behalf, and 1 
think a faithful account of what character of a man I am, and 
how I came by that character, may perhaps amuse you in an 
idle moment I will give you an honest narrative, though I 
know it will be often at my own expense , for I assure you, 
sir, I have, like Solomon, whose character — except m the 
tnflmg affair of wisdom — 1 sometimes think I resemble; I 
have, I say, like him, ‘ turned my eyes to behold madness and 
folly,’ and, like him, too, frequently ‘ shaken bands with their 
intoxicating friendship ’ . . . After you have perused these 
pages, should you thmk them trifling and unpertiuent, I only 
beg leave to tell you that the poor author wrote them under 
some twitching qualms of conscience, arising from suspicion 
that be was doing what be ought not to do , a predicament 
he has more than once been in before, 

“J have not the most distant pretensions to assume that 
character which the pye-coated guardians of escutcheons call 
a gentleman. When at Edinburgh, last winter, I got ac- 
quainted in the Herald's Office, and, looking through that 
granary of honors, I there found almost every name in the 
kingdom, but for me, 

* Mj ftDct«iit but }|7ioble blood 
Hat crept through tcoundreli ever iiuce the flood.’ 

Gules, Purpure, Argent, Ac., quite disowned me. 

“ My father was of the north of Scotland, the son of a 
Ihrmer who rented lands of the noble Keiths of Manschal, 
and bad the honor of sharing then: fate. 1 do not use ths 
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weed Ammt mth car MfarenM to pohbctl pmciples . hym 
•nd Suloyal 1 take to be merelj reUbre terms, in that ancient 
and formidable court known m this coonby by the name of 
Club law, where the right is always with the strongest. But 
those who dare welcome nun, and shake hands with infamy, 
for what they sincerely believe to be the cause of their God, 
or their king, are, as Mark Antony says, in Shakspeare, of 
Bmtns and Cassius, ‘ honorable men.’ I menbon this circnm* 
stance because it threw my father on the world at large. 

“ After many years’ wanderings and sojonrmngs, he picked 
up a pretty largo quanbty of observation and expenence, to 
which I am indebted for most of my little pretensivos to 
wisdom. I have met with few who understood men, their 
manners and their ways, equal to him But stubborn, un- 
gainly integrity, and headlong, ungovernable irascibility, are 
disqualifying circumstances, consequently, I was bom a very 
poor man’s son For the first six or seven years of my life, 
my father was gardener to a worthy gentleman of small es- 
tate, in the neighborhood of Ayr. Had he continued in that 
station, I must have marched off to be one of the little under- 
hngs about a farm-house ; but it was his dearest wish and 
prayer to have it in his power to keep his children under his 
own eye bll they could discern between good and evil, so, 
with the assistance of his generous master, my father ven- 
tured on a small farm on his estate. At those years, I was 
by no means a favorite with anybody I was a good deal 
noted for a retentive memory, a stubborn, sturdy something 
in my disposition, and an enthnsiasbc, idiot pic^ I say uhol 
piety, because I was then but a child Though it cost the 
schoolmaster some thrashings, I made an excellent English 
scholar, and by the time I was ten or eleven years of age, 1 
wsa a cntic in substantives, verbs, and particles In mv 
infant and boyish days, too, 1 owed much to an old woman 
who resided in the family, remarkable for her ignorance, cre- 
dulity, and superstition. She had, I suppose, the largest col- 
lection in the conntty of tales and songs concerning devils, 
ghosts, fames, brownies, witches, warlocks, spunkics, kelpies, 
•tfisiandles, dead-hghts, wraiths, appantions. caotnps, gianta 
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enclitiited towerg, drat^ona, and otlier tnunpeiyi This coltl 
vated the latent seeds of poetry , but had so strong an effed 
on my unagination, that to this hoar, in my nocturnal ram- 
bles, I sometimes keep a sharp lookout in suspicious places ; 
and though nobody can be more sceptical than I am in such 
matters, yet it often takes an effort of philosophy to shake off 
these idle terrors. The earliest composition that I recollect 
taking pleasure in, was the Vision of Mirza, and a hymn of 
Addison’s, beginning, ‘ How are thy servants blest, O Lord 1 ' 
I paiticulaily lemember one half stanza, which was music to 
my boyish ear 


’ For though on dreadful whirls we hung 
Klgu on the broken wave * 

I met with these pieces in Mason’s Enghsh Collection, one of 
my school-books The two first books I ever read m private, 
and which gave mo more pleasure than any two books I ever 
read since, were the Life of Banmbal, and the History of Sir 
Wdliam Wallace Hannibal gave my young ideas such a 
turn, that 1 used to sti-ut in raptures up and down after the 
recruiting drum and bagpipe, and wish myself tall enough to 
be a soldier, while the story of Wallace poured a Scottish 
prejudice into my veins, which will boil along there till the 
floodgates of life shut in eternal rest 
" Polemical divinity about this time was putting the country 
half mad , and I, ambitious of shining in conversation parties 
on Sundays, between sermons, at funerals, £c , used, a few 
years afterwards, to puzzle Calvinism with so much heat and 
indiscretion, that I raued a hue and cry of heresy against me, 
which has not ceased to this hour 
“ My vicinity to Ayi was of some advantage to me My 
social disposition, when not checked by some modifications of 
spiri'ed pride, was, like our catechism definition of infinitude, 
‘without bounds or hmits.’ I formed several connections 
with other younkers who possessed supenor advantages, the 
youngling actors, who were busy in the rehearsal of parts in 
which they were shortly to appear on the stage of life, where, 
alas ! 1 was destined to drudge behind the scenes. It is no) 



LIFE OF BUENB 


29 


eenunonlr at this green age that onr gentiy have a Jus^ sense 
of the immense distance between them and their rai,'gcd play- 
fellows It takes a few dashes into the world to give the young 
great roan that proper, decent, nnnoticing diaicgard for the 
poor, insignificant, stupid devils, the mechanics and peasantry 
around him, who were, perhaps, bom in the same village 
My young superiors never insulted the clouteily appeal ance 
of my ploughboy carcass, the two extremes of which were 
often exposed to the inclemencies of all the seasons Ihey 
would give me sti ay volumes of books , among them, even 
then, I could pick up some observations, and one, whose 
heart 1 am suie not even the Munny Begum scenes have 
tainted, helped me to a little Freneh Parting with these, my 
young friends and benefactors, as they occasionally went off 
for the East or West Indies, was often to me a sore affiiction, 
but I was soon called to more serious evils My fither’s gen- 
erous master died , the farm proved a ruinous baigain, and, 
to clench the misfortune, we fell into the hands of a factor, 
who sat for the picture I have drawn of one in my tale of Twa 
Dogs My father was advanced in life when be married, I 
was the eldest of seven children, and he, woiii out by cany 
hardships, nos unfit foi labor My father’s spiiitwas soon 
irritated, but not easily broken There vv as a fi ecdom in his 
lease in tvvo y cars more , and, to weather these two years, we 
retrenched our expenses We lived vciy pooily I was 
a dextcioiis ploughman, for my age, and the next eldest 
to me was a brother (Gilhcit) who could diive the plough 
very well, and help me to thresh the corn A novel- wi iter 
might, pci haps, have viewed these scenes with some satistac- 
tion , but so did not I My indignation y ct bods at the rerol- 

lection of the s 1 factoi’s insolent, threatening letters, 

which used to set ns all in tears 
“ This kind of life — the cheerless gloom of a hermit with 
the unceasing moil of a galley slave, brought me to my sc\- 
teenth year, a little before which period I first committed the 
sm of rhyme You know our countiy custom of coupling i 
man and woman together as partners m the labors of harvest 
In my fifteenth autumn my paitner was a bewitching creatine 
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k year younger than myself My scarcity of English denies 
me the power of doing her jnstice ..n that language , but you 
know the Scottish idiom — she was a bonnie, sweet, sonsie 
/ass. In short, she, altogether unwittingly to herself, initiated 
me in that delicious passion, which, in spile of acid diaap- 
pointment, gin-hoisc prudence, and book-worm philosophy, I 
hold to be the first of human joys, our dearest blessing here 
below' How she caught the contagion I cannot tell yon 
medical people talk much of infection from breathing the 
same air, the touch, Ac , but I never e\prcssly said 1 loved 
her Indeed, I ihd not know myself why I hked so much to 
loiter behind witli her, when rctiiining in the evening from 
our labors, why the tones of hei voice made my- heartstimgs 
thrill like an jEohan liaip, and patticulaily why my pulse 
beat such a furious rataa when 1 looked and fingered over her 
little hand to pick out the cruel nctlle-stmgs and thistles 
Among lit r other lovc-inspiring qualities, she sang sweetly, 
and it was her favorite reel towhiili I attempted giving an 
embodied y chicle m rhyme I was not so piesumptuous as 
to imagine that I could make verses like printed ones, com- 
posed by men yvho had fJieck and Latin, but my giil sang 
a song which was said to be composed by a small countiy 
laird^s son, on one of his father's maids with whom he was in 
'ove, and I saw no leason why I might not ihyine as well as 
he , for, excepting that he could smear sheep and cast peats, 
his father li\ lug m the moorlands, he had no more scholar- 
crait than myself 

“Thus with me began love and poetiy, which at times 
have been my only, and, till within the last tyvelve months, have 
been iny highest enjoyment My father stiuggled on till he 
reached the Ircedom m his lease, when he entered on a laiger 
farm about tin miles fiiither m the countiy The nature of 
the bargain he made was such as to throw a little ready money 
into his hands at the commencement of his lease, otherwise 
the affair would have been impracticable For four years we 
bved comfortably here , but a difference commencing between 
bim and his landlord as to terms, after three years’ tossing 
and whuhiig m the vortex of litigation, my father was jiuf 
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Mved from the horrors of a ja3 by a consnmptioii, which, 
after two years’ promises, kindly stepped in, and earned him 
away to ‘where the wicked cense from trou bling, and the 
w eaiy are at re st ’ 

“ It is dunng the time that we hved on this farm that my 
btUe stoiy is moat eventful I was, at the bcnjmuinp of this 
period, perhaps the most ungainly, awkward boy in the pariah 
— no toliiavrf was less acquainted with the ways of the wo. Id 
What I knew of aniicut atoiy was I'atheied from Salmon’s 
and Guthrie’s peoj^apliical grammars , and the ideas I had 
formed of modern manneis, of litcratiiie, and eiiticism, I got 
&om the Spectator These, with Pope’s works, some plays 
of Shakspeare, Tell and Dickson on Agneultui e, The Pan- 
theon, Locke’s Essay on the Human Understanding, Staek- 
house’s History of the Bible, Justice’s British Gardener’s Di- 
rectory, Bayle’s Lectures, Allan Kamsay’s works, Tailor’s 
Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin, A select Collection of 
English Songs, and Hervey’s Meditations, had formed the 
whole of my reading The collection of songs was my xade- 
mecum 1 pored over them, diiving my rart, or walking to 
labor, song by song, verse by vci se , cai cfully noting the true, 
tender, or sublime, from affectation and fustian I am con- 
vinced I owe to this practice much of my cntic-craft, inch as 

it 13 

“ In my seventeenth year, to give my manners a brush, I 
went to a country dancing-school My father had an unac- 
countable antipathy against these meetings, and my going 
was, what to this moment I repent, in opposition to his wishes 
My father, as I said before, was subject to strong passions , 
&om that instance of disobedience in me he took a sort ol 
dislike to me, which I believe was one cause of the dissipa- 
tion which marked my succeeding years I say dissipation, 
comparatively with the strictness, sobriety, and regularity 
of Presbyterian country life, for though the Will o’ Wisp 
meteors of thoughtless whim were almost the sole lights of 
my path, yet early ingrained piety and virtue kept me for sev- 
eral years afterwards within the hne of innocence. The 
great misfortune of my life was to want an um I had fcl< 
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early some stimngB of ambition, but they were the bhnd 
giopiD^ of Homer’s Cyclops round the walls of his cave 1 
saw my father’s situation entailed upon me perpetual labor 
The onij two openings by which I could enter the temple of 
Fortune were the jjatc of nipfpardly economy, oi the path of 
little chicaning bai^ain-making^ The fiist is so contiacted 
an apcrtuic, I never could squeeze myself into it, the last 1 
alwajs hated — tliCrc was contamination iLthe veiy entrance ’ 
Thus abandoned of aim oi view in life, with a stronj? appe- 
tite for sociability, as well from native hiUi ity as from a pride 
of observation and remark, a constitutional melancholy, or 
hypochondnasm, that made me lly to solitude, add to these 
incentives to social life my reputation foi bookisli knowledjje, 
A certain wild logical talent, and a strenjy^th of thought some- 
thing like the ludimeuts of good sense, and it will not seem 
surprising that I was generally a welcome guest whcic I vis- 
ited, or anj great wonder that, always where two or three 
met togothoi, there wa*) 1 among thorn 
“But far bc}ond all other impulses of iny heart was un 
penchant A tadorable moitU du genre humain My heart 
was completely tinder, and was cteinall) lighted up by some 
goddess or other, and, as m cvciy other wailarc m this 
woild, my foituuc was vaiious sometimes I woa received 
with favor, and ssoinetimcs I was moitified with a upul'^c At 
Uie plough, scythe, oi reap-hook, 1 feaicd no competitor, and 
thus I set absolute want at dehance, and as I never cared 
fiulher for my labors than while 1 was in actual eveieise, I 
spent the evenings in tbewayafter my own heait A country 
lau sddom canies on a love advcntuie without an assisting 
conhdaiit I possessed a cui losity, zeal, and intrepid dcxtei ity 
that recommended me a piopcr second on these occasions, 
anJ I dare say 1 felt as much pleasure in being in the secrc^ 
of half the loves of the paiish of Tarbolton, as evci did states- 
men in knowing the intrigues of half the courts of Europe 
The \ cry goose-fcathcr in my baud seems to know instmctvv Uj 
the well-worn path of my imagination, the fav oi ite theme of 
my song, and is with difficultj icstramcd fiom giving you i 
couple of paragraphs on the love adventures of my compeer^ 
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tbe of the farm-house and cottage, but the 

^rave sons of sciencej ambitiou^ or avaiicc, baptize these 
thiu^’‘S by the name of Follies To the sons and daujj^hters of 
I labor and poverty they are matters of the most senous nature , 

I to them, the aident hope, the stolen intci-view, the tender 
\farewcU, arc the fjreatest and most dchcjous parts of their en- 
joyments 

“ Anolhci ciif'umstance in my life, which made some alter 
ation in mj mind and manners, was, that I ai>cDt my nme- 
teenth sumiiici on a suiui^jrhiirr coast, a ^ood distance liom 
home, at a noted si hool, to kai n meusur ition, suiTCying, dial- 
lm«^, Ac , m I made a putl\ ^uod pro^^rtss But I 

made a gicatei piof^icss m the knowledge of mankind The 
contraband li idi w is at that tmicvcn siKcessful, and itsomc- 
tmn s h ippcnc tl to me to 1 ill in with those who carried it on 
Sduca of sw i;:^cnng nut and roaiing dissipation were till 
tins time new' to me , but I was no cncinv to social lile Ucie, 
though I Uaint to Ijil ui^ and to mn without fear m a 

drunken sqiiabbli, )ct I went on with a high hand witli my 
gcomctrv, till tlie sun cntiud Vii^co, a inontli whir h is always 
a carnival in iii> l)o>om, when a (hiuuing who lived 

next doer to the school, ovci^it iin liigonomctiy, and^sjgjja#- 
off at a tangi at fiom the sphtic of my bludics 1, however, 
stiugglcd on Willi ui> siiid anti cosiiit s foi a lew days more, 
but, stcjjping into the gunicn one ( harming noon to take the 
sun’s altitude, liieie I met in\ angel — 

‘ Iak(* PniMrpmo, gvihpnng flowerg, 

Herself a fairei flower ’ 

it was in vam to think of tloiug my more good at school 
The remaining week I stanl I did nothing but cra/e the lae- 
oltics of my soul about In i, oi stt tj out to meet hei , and, the 
two last nights of my slay m the (ountix, had sleep been a 
mortal sin, the iinige of this luodist and irnoccnt girl bad 
t pt me guiltless 

“Jretmncd home vcjy rons^nlejaldy jmpjoved- Jdy reaa 
ing tvas enlarged with the veiy impoitant addition of Thom- 
son B and Shenstone’s works , I had seen human nature m • 
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new ptiagis ; and I engaged several of my school-fellows t« 
keep up a literary correspondence with me This improved 
me in composition I had met with a collection of letters by 
the wita of Queen Anne’s reign, and I pored over them mott 
devoutly I kept copies of any of my own letters that pleased 
me , and a comparison between them and the compositions of 
most of my correspondents flattered my vanity. I earned 
this whim so far, that, though I had not three farthings’ worth 
of business in the world, yet almost every post brought me as 
many letteis as if I had been a bioad plodding son of a day 
book and ledger 

“ My life flowed on much in tbc same course till my twenty- 
third year Vioe Vamour, et vive la bagatelle ' were my sole 
principles of action Tlie addition of two moi e authors to my 
library gave me great pleasure bterneand M’Kenzie — Tris- 
tram Shandy and the Man of Feeling — wei c my bosom fa- 
vorites ^Poesy was still a dailing walk for my mind^ but it 
was only indulged in according to tbc humoi of the hour I 
had usually half a dozen or more pu ecs on hand , I took up 
one or other as it suited the momentary tone of the mind, 
and dismissed the work as it bordered on fatigue My pas- 
sions, when once hghted up, raged like so many devils till 
they got vent in rhyme, and then the conning ovei my verses, 
hke a spell, soothed all into quiet None of the ihymcs of 
those days are in print except W inter, a dii go, the eldest of 
my printed pieics , the Death of Poor Mailic, John Barley- 
corn , the songs, first, second, and third Song second was 
the ebullition of that passion which ended the forcmentioned 
school business 

“My twenty-third year was to me an important era. Partly 
through whim, and partly that I wished to set about doing 
sometlung in life, I joined *a flax-dresser in a neighboring 
towL (Irwin) to learn his trade This was an unlucky 
affair , and, to finish the whole, as we were giving a wel- 
come carousal to the new year, the shop took fire, and lumt 
to ashes , and I was left, like a true poet, not worth a six 
pence 

“ I was obliged to give up this scheme , the clouds of mia 
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foittme were jjathenng thick round my father’s head, and, 
what was worst of all, he was visibly far gone m a coosi’inp< 
tion , and, to crown my disti esses, a belle fiUe, whom I adored, 
and who had pledged her soul to meet me m matiimony. 
Jilted me with peculiai circumstances of nioriification The 
doishiDg ei il that hiought up the rear of this infernal file, 
was my constitutional melancholy being inci cased to such a 
degi ce that for ihi ee mouths I was m a state of mind scarcely 
to be envied by the hopeless wictches who have got their 
mittimua — ‘ Depai-t from me, ye accuiscd ' ’ 

’’Fromthis advcutiiic I learned somcihing of a town life, 
but the principal thing which gave my mind a turn, was a 
fncndship I had foi med with a j oung fellow, a vei v noble 
character, but a hapless son of misfoitime He was the son 
of a simple mechann , but a gicat ui in in the uoigliboihood 
taking him under his pationngc, gave bun a genteel educa- 
tion, with a view of bettci mg liis situation in life The patton 
dying just as ho was reaily to launch out into (he vvoild, the 
poor fellow, in despair, went to sea, vvlieie, aflei a vaiioty of 
good and ill iortunc, a little before I was ai qnainted with him, 
he had been set on shoic by anAmciican piivatcei, on the 
wild coast of Connaught, stripped of cveiy tiling I cannot quit 
this poor fellow’s story without adding that he is at this time 
master of a largo Wcst-Indiaman belonging to tbo Thames 
“His tainU was fiaughtwith independence, magnanimity, 
and cv cry manly virtue I >ovc J and adiun cd him to a degree 
of enthusiasm, and of course suovc to imitate him In some 
measure I succeeded , I had pride before, but he taught it to 
flow m proper channels Uis knowledge of the noildwaa 
vastly supeiioi to mine, and I was all attention to leain lie 
was the only man I ev or saw who was a greater fool than my- 
self where woman was the picsiding stai , but he spoke of 
illicit love with the levity of a suiloi, which hitherto I bad 
regarded with horror Ileie his friendship did me mischief, 
and the consequence was, that soon after 1 resumed the 
plough I wrote The Poet’s Welcome.* My reading only at 

* Thb piece, we belieTe, wee efterwarde entitled Address to an Illegll 
bnate ChJld* 
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creased, while ii> this town, by two stray yolumes of Pamela, 
and one of Ferdinand Count Fathom, which gave me some 
idea of novels Rhyme, except some religions pieces that are 
in print, I had gi\ en up , but meeting with Fergusson’s Scot- 
tish Poems, I strung anew my wildly-soundmg lyre with em- 
ulating vigor Wlien my father died, his all went among the 
hell-hounds that pro\vl in the kennel of justice, but we made 
a shilt to collect a little money m the family amongst us, witli 
which, to keep us together, my brother and I took a neighbor- 
ing farm My biotliei wanted my ban-braiucd imagination, 
as well as my social and amoious madness , but in good sense, 
and cvciy sober qualification, he was far my supeiior 

“ I entered on the farm with a full resolution, ‘ Come, go to, 
I will be wise ' ’ I read farming books , I calculated ciops , 1 
attended maikcts, and, in shoit, m spite of ‘the devil, and 
the woild, and tlie llesb,* I believe I should have been a wise 
man, but the fiist >ear, from unfortunately buying bad seed, 
the second, fi om a late hanrest, wc lost half our crops This 
oveisct all my wisdom, and I retained, Mike the dog to hia 
vomit, and the sow that was washed to her wallowing m the 
mire * 

** I now began to be known in the neighborhood as a maker 
of rhjmes The first of my poetic off-spimg that saw the 
light was a burlesque lamentation on a quarrel between two 
reverend Calvinists, both of them dramatis persotxas in my 
Holy Fair I had a notion myself that the piece had some 
merit , but to pi c\ ent the woist, I gave a cop) to a friend who 
was very fond of such things, and told bun that 1 could not 
guess who was the author of it, but that I thought it pretty 
clever With a ccitain description of the clergy, as well as 
Iwty, It met with a roai of applause Holy Willie’s Piayer 
next made its appeal ance, and alarmed the kirk-session so 
much, that tlicy held seveml meetings to look over their spir- 
itual artillery , if haply' any of it might be pointed against pro- 
fane ihymcis Unluckily for me, my wandenngs led me, on 
another side, witliin point-blank shot of their heaviest metal 
This IS the untortunate story that gave rise to my punted 
poem, The Lament. This was a most melancholy affair 
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which 1 cannot 5*61 bear to reflect on^ and had nearly ^ven 
me one or two of the principal qualifications for a place 
among those who have lost the charts and mistaken the reck> 
oning of rationality • I gave np my pait of the farm to my 
brother — in U uth it was only nominally mine — and made what 
little prcpaiation was in my power lor Jamaica But before 
leaving my native ooiintry foievei, I resolved to publish my 
poems I weighed my productions as impaitially as was in 
mv power I thought they had merit, and it was a delicious 
idea that I should he called a clever fellow, even though it 
should never icach my ears — a poor negio-dnver, or perhaps 
a victim to that inhospitable clime, and gone to the woild of 
spiiits^ I can truly say, that pamre tnconnu as I tlicn was, 
I had pretty neatly as high an idea of ni\ self and of ray works 
as I have at tins moracut, when the public has dci ided m their 
favor It was my opinion that the mistakes and blunders, 
both ID a rational and religious point of view, of which we see 
thousands daily guilt j , are owing to then ignoiancc of them- 
selves To know myself, has been all along mv constant 
study I weighed myself alone, 1 balanced myself with oth- 
ers, I watched every means of mtormalion to sec how much 
giound I occupied as a man and as a poet I studied assidu- 
ously Nature’s design in ray formation — where the lights and 
shades in my ohai actor were intended I wa« pi etty confident 
my poems would meet with some applause , but at the worst, 
the roar of the Atlantic would deafen the voice of censure, 


*Thli distraction of mind arose fVom the miser> and sorrow In whlck 
be /a\oiV€d lean jtrmuur, afternards Mrs Dunis Mie n as a great fa- 
vorite of inr father 'Jhe intimation of a marriage v>>xs the first sug- 
fe&tion he receded of her real situation Ho was In tlie greatost dis- 
tress, and fainted away The marriage did not upj^ear t<> him to make 
the matter bcttir lit expressed a wish that tho agreement between 
tliem sliould be cancelled lliis mis com nunicaled to liurns lie fdt 
the deepest aiijjuish of iniml He olTcrLd to Mav at home, and pro>lde 
for hlswtie and lanith by tverj exertion iii his power Even this was 
not approved of, and humble us Jean ..Vrmours station was, and great 
though her impruUcMice had been, she was still thought, by her partial 
parents, to look forward to a more advantageous connection than that 
which now pieaeated itself 
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■od the novelty of West Indian scenes make me forget neg 
lect I threw off six hundred copies, of which I had got 
subsci iptions for about thiee hundred and nfty. My vanity 
was highly gratified by the reception I met with fiom the 
public , and besides, I pocketed, all expenses deducted, nearly 
twenty pounds This sum came very seasonably, as I was 
thinking of indenting myself, for want of money, ‘o procure 
my passage As soon as I was master of nine guineas, the 
price of wafting me to the tomd zone, I took a steerage pas- 
sage lu the first ship that was to sail fi om the Clyde, for 

^ Hungry nun had me in the Vt ind ' 

“I had been for some days skulking fiom covert to covert, 
under all the teuois of a jail, us some dl-advised people had 
uncoupled the mcitilcss pack of the law at my heels * 1 had 
taken the last farewell of my few ft lends , my clicst was on 
the load to Giecnock, I had composed the last song I should 
ever measure in Caledonia— ‘ The gloomy night is gathering 
fast,’ — when a letter fiom l>r BlacUock to a friend of mine 
ovcrthiew all my schemes, by opening new piospecls to my 
poetic ambition The doctor belonged to a set of ciitics for 
whoso applause I had not daied to hope Ills opinion that I 
would meet with cncouiagtmeut in Edinburgh for a second 
edition fired me so much that away I posted for that city, 
without a single acquaintance oi a single letter of lutioduo- 
tion The baneful stji that had so long shed its blasting luflu- 
ence in my zenith for once made a .evolution to the nadir, 
and a kind Fi evidence placed me iindoi the patronage of one 
of the noblest of men, the Earl of Glcucairn Oublte moi, 
Orand Dwu, si jamais je ToubUe ' 

“ I need relate no fuither At Edinburgh I was in a new 
woild , I minglcif among many classes of men, but all of them 
new to me, and 1 was all attention to ‘ catch ’ the characters, 
and ‘ the manners livmg as they nse.’ Whether I have prof 
itcd, time will show ” 

* This was to oUt^ him to And security for the maintenance of hli 
two ehUdreo, whom he wan not pennitted to legitimize by* marriage 
with their mother 
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His reception from men of letters, in general, was flatter 
mg Dr Robertson, Dr Blair, Dr Gregory, Mr Stewart, 
Mr iiskenzie, and Hr. Frazer XyUer, perceived and acknowl 
edged his talents, lie was an acceptable guest in the gayest 
and most elevated circles, and received from female beauty 
and elegance those attentions above all others most grateful 
to him Among men of rank and fashion he rv as particularly 
distinguished by James, Earl of Glencairn, who introduced 
him to the notice and the convivial society of the Caledonian 
Hunt But while he was invited into the company of men of 
virtue and t.wte, ho was aKo seduced, by pressing solicitations, 
into the iellowsUip of those whose habits, without being ex- 
tremely gross, weit yet too licentious and dissolute The fes- 
tive indulgences which he enjoyed among them, giadually 
depnved him of his iclish for the temperate and austeie vir- 
tues But white vor luflucnce this change pioduced on hiS 
conduct and morals, his understanding suffered no corre- 
spoudent elebasement He estimated his new friends and 
associates at their pioper value, and mamlested great dis- 
crimiimtion in appicciatmg the character of those who im- 
agined theiusolvos men of the first order in the walks of htcr- 
aturc and fashion 

“ Tlicie are few of the note eids under the sun,” be ob- 
serves, “give me moie uneasiness and chagrin, than ths 
comparison how a man of genius, nay, of avowed worth, is 
received evtrywhire, with the reception which a mere ordi- 
naiy chaiactei, decorated wnh the ti.ippings and ftitile dis- 
tin< lions of fortune, meets 1 imagine a man of abilities, 
his hi east glowing with boiicet piidc, consi mas that men are 
born equal, still giving ‘honor to whom honor is due,’ he 
meets, at a great man’s table, a Sejuiic Soinclhing or a Sir 
Somebody , he knows the noble lanellord at heart, gives the 
bard, or whatever he is, a share of his good wishes, beyond, 
peihaps, any one at the lalilc, yet how will it monify him to 
see a follow, whose abilities would scarcely have made an 
right-penny tailor, and whose heart is not worth throe far- 
things, meet with attention and notice, that are vnthheld from 
the son of genius and poverty 1 
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** The noble Gloncairn has wounded me to the soul herCi 
because I dearly esteem, respect, and love him He showed 
80 much attention — engrossmj^ attention — one da}, to the 
only blockhead at table (the whole compai*y consisted of his 
lordship, dundcrpatc, and m}self), that I was within half a 
point of throwing down inygage of tontcmptuoua Uehance, 
blit he shook my hand, and looked so benevolently good at 
palling, — (jrod bless him’ — though I should never see bim 
more, I shall love him until mv dying day’ I am pleased to 
think I am so ( apablc of the throes of gratitude, as I am mis- 
erably dcfiricnt in some othci \iitues 

“With Dr Blair I am more at my case I never respect 
him with humlde vcnciation, but when be kindly interests 
himself in my welfaie, or still more, when he descends fiom 
his pinnacle and meets me on equal giound m oomcisation, 
my heait overflows with what is called likiiKj When ht neg- 
lects me for the nurc caitass of gitatucss, or when his eye 
measures the ditlcicme of our points of elevation, 1 say to 
myself, with scarcely anycmotiou, What do I < ire for him or 
his pomp either ? 

“It 18 not ouvy foimuigan e\a<t judgment of an> one, hut, 
m my opinion, I)i Blau is nicich an asionj-«hing pi oof of 
what mdu^tiy and appliraiion i an do N itui.il paits like his 
are frequently to be met with, liis vanity is jnovcrbially 
known among his a< qnaintancc , but he is vustly it the head 
of what may be called line writing, and a critic of the first, 
the very fiist, rank in piosr, cv<a in poetrv,a haul of Na- 
ture’s making can only Uke llie pas of him He has a heart, 
notof the very’^ finest watu,but far liom being an oidinaiy 
one In short, he is tiuly a woithy and most icspeclable 
character ” 

The lespect and sympathy of Burns dwelt with keener 
amotion and more intense interest on the fate of Fergusson 
than on the intcicourse which he held with peisons of distinc- 
tion On thc6th of Februaiy, 1787, he addio^bcd a letter to 
the bailies of C’anongate, Edmbuigh, requesting permissiou 
to erect a monument to his memory “ Gentlemen,” said he, 

' ‘ I am Sony to be told that the remains of Robeii: Fergusson 
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th« so jnstl^ celebrated poet, a man wlio»e talents, foT agea 
to come, will do honor to our Caledonian name, le in youi 
churchyard, among the ignoble dead, unnoticed and unknown 
Some memorial, to direct the steps of the lovers of Scottish 
song, when they wish to shed a tear over the nanow Louse 
of the hard who la no more, is suicly a tribute due to Fergus- 
son’s memory— a tiibute I wish to have the honor of paying 
I petition you, then, gentlemen, to permit me to lay a simple 
stone over hia reveied ashes, to remain unalienable pioperty 
to his deathless fame ” 

Burns, in consequence of this application, obtained leave to 
gratify his desire • The inscription of the stone is as fol- 
lows 

‘MtBRa LIHa ROBEBT PBUGU 880 R, I OBT 

Bom September fith, 1751 — Pied 16th October, 1774 

No sculptured marble here, nor potupous Ky, 

No stoned urn, nor aniui iti d Imim , 

Thi^ simple stoiu directs pile firruia h way 
1 0 pour her i»orruu a o cr her IVkjI s d u»t ’ 

On the other '<ide of the stone is as follows 
“ B> spocifll ffraiit of the matiaeera to Uobert Bums, who erected this 
flone, this burial place w to remAin forever sacred to the memory of 
Robert i>eri(;ii88oa ' 

* A correspondent of Bums, In alluding to this transaclion, expresses 
tusnself In this manner ' So vnu have obtained libfrt} from the magis- 
trates to erect a stfine over i’crj.usstm a pruve? 1 do not doubt it such 
Uunga have been, as Shakspearo says, * in the olUcn t;me 
* The poet s fate is hero in emblem shown, 

Ue asked for bread, and he received a store ' 

It is, I believe, upon poor Butler a tomb that tins is written But how 
many poor brolhers ol I’urnassus, as well as poor Butler and poor Fer- 
gUSBon, have asked ior bread, and been served with the suntc sauce 1 
“The TOfl^,istratcs ^avo you Id»crtv, did thev? O geiicroiia raaRis 
trates ! *•***♦, celebrated over the three kingdoms for ins public spirit, 
gives a poor poet liberty to raise a tomb to a poor poet s memory 1 Most 
generous 1 ***♦”, once upon a time, gave that samp poet the mighty 
sum of eighteen pence tor a copy of his works But then it must ba 
uonaidcred that the poet was at tins tune absolutely starving, and be- 
sought his aid with all the earnestness of hunger, and over and above 
be received a ********, worth at least one third ot the v alue, In exchange 
tat which, 1 behove, the poet afterwards very ungratefully expunged ' 
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Bbortlj after paying this mark of respect to the ashes of a 
bndred genius, he acquired, by the new edition of his poems, 
a sum of money more than sufficient for his present exi- 
gencies He therefore determined to gratify a desire he had 
long entertained, of visiting some of the most interesting 
districts of his native country Foi this purpose he left Ed- 
inburgh on the 6th of May , and in the course of his journey 
was hospitably received at the houses of several gentlemen 
of worth and learning After proceeding up the Tweed, 
through the counties of Roxburgh and Selkirk, penetrating 
mto England as far as Newcastle, and crossing the island to 
Carlisle, he returned through Anan and Dumfries to Ayrshire, 
after an absence of six months 

It will easily be conceived with what pleasure and pnde he 
was received by his mother, his brothers and sisters He had 
left them poor, and comparatively friendless , he returned to 
them high in public estimation and easy in his circumstances 
He returned to them unchanged in his ardent affections, and 
ready to share with them to the uttermost farthing the pit- 
tance that fortune had bestowed 

Having lemamcd with them a few days, he proceeded 
again to Edinburgh, and immediately set out on a tour to the 
Highlands From this journey he returned to his relations in 
his native couuhy, renewing his fiiendships and extending 
his acquaintance 

In August he made another visit to Edinburgh, whence he 
travelled, in company with Mr Adair, through Linlithgow, 
Canon, Stilling, the vale of Devon, and Harvieston In a 
visit to Mrs Bruce, of Clackmanan, a lady above ninety, the 
lineal descendant of that race which gave the Scottisb throne 
its brightest oiuamcnt, his feelings were powerfully interested 
Though almost deprived of speech by a paralytic affection, 
she preserved her hospitality and urbanity She was m pos- 
session of tlie helmet and two-handed sword of her greai an 
cestor, with which sheconfened on her two visitors the honoi 
of kmghthood, romai king that she had a better right to confei 
that title than some people 

At Dunfermhne they visited the ruined abbey, and the ab 



Lira OF BUBNS. 


4 


beF'Clituch now consecmted to Freebyteiian worship. Hers 
Mr. Adair mounted the cutty-stool, or stool of i epentance, 
BSBuming the character of a penitent for fornication, while 
Bums, from the pulpit, addressed to him a ludicrous reproof 
and exhortation, parodied from that which had been debrered 
to himself in Ayrshire, where he had once been one of seven 
who mounted the seat of shame together. 

In the churchyard, two broad flagstones marked the grave 
of Hobert Bruce, for whose mcmoiy Bums bad a more than 
common veneration lie knelt and kissed the stone with sa- 
cred fervor, and heartily (sum ut mos erat) eseciated the 
worse than Gothic neglect of the first of Scottish heroes He 
afterwards returned with Mr Adair to Ediubuigh by Kinross 
(on the shore of Lochleven) and Queen’s terry 

These journeys, how ever, did not satisfy the curiosity ol 
Burns About the beginning of September he again set out 
from the metropolis on a more extended tour to the High- 
lands, m company with Hi Nicol, assistant teacher m tbs 
high school Aftei passing through the heart of that moun- 
tainous divisiou of their native countiy, they sti etched north- 
wards about ten miles heyond Inverness There they bent 
thoir course eaatwaid, across the island, and itturned by the 
shore of the Geinian Sea to Edinburgh In the touise of this 
journey they visited a number of rcmaikable scenes, and the 
imagination of Burns was constantly excited by the wild and 
sublime scenery through which he passed 

Having settled with his puhUshei, in February, 1788, ho 
found himself master of ncaily five bundled pounds, after 
discharging all hia expenses To his biothei Gilbeit, who 
bad taken upon him the support of then aged mother, and 
was struggling with man) difiBi ulties in the fai m of Mossgiel, 
he immediately advanced two hundred pounds With the re- 
mainder he lesolved on settling himsed foi life m tne occu- 
pation of agriculture, and took the farm of Ellialand, on the 
banks of the NiUi, six miles above Dumfries, on which ha 
entered at Whitsunday 

When he had m this manner arranged his plana for futurity, 
his generous heart turned to the object of his attachment, 

as 
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*Bid, listebin^ to no considemttons but those of honot and «f> 
feotion, he led her to the ftltftr, and joined with her in a public 
declaration of marriage Ills notice of this event, to Mrs. 
Dunlop, 13 truly honoiable to his feelings “When Jean 
found herself,” says he, " as women wish to be who love their 
lords, as I loved her neaily to distraction, we took steps for a 
private marnagn Ilcr parents got the hint, and not only foi- 
bade me her company and the house, but, on my rumored 
West Indian voyage, got a warrant to put me in jail till I 
should find security m my about-to-bc pntci nal relation You 
know my lucky le verse of fortune On my cclatant return to 
Maiicbline, I was made very welcome to visit my girl The 
usual consequences began to bctiay her, and as I was at that 
time laid up a ciipple in Edinbuigh, she was tnmed — liter 
ally turned out of doors, and I wiote to a fiicnd to shelter 
Her till my return, when oui marriage was declared IIeb 
EATPINESS OR MISEUT WAS IN MT HANDS, AND WHO 
COgLD TRIFLE WITH SDCH A DEPOSIT ? ” 

Ho now engaged in rebuilding the dwelling-house on his 
farm, which, in the state he found it, was inadequate to the 
accommodat-on of his family On this occasion he resumed 
at times the occupation of a laborer, and found neither tiis 
strength nor his skill impaired Pleased with surveying the 
grounds he w,is about to < ultivatc, and with rearing a habita- 
tion that might give shelter to his wife and childien, and, as he 
fondly hoped, to his own griy bans, sentiments of indepen- 
dence buoyed up his rarud, pictures of domestic content and 
peace rose on his imagination, and a lew days passed away, 
the most tranquil, and perhaps the happiest, he had ever ex- 
perienced 

His industry, however, was ficqucntly intcnupted by visit- 
ing his family in Ayrshire , and as the distance was too great 
for a single day’s journey, he generally spent a night at an ma 
on the road On such occasions he sometimes fell into com- 
pany, and was drawn into irregular and intern pei ate habits 
Bis appointment in the excise, which was completed in au- 
tumn, 1789, likewise obstructed his agricultural pursuits H« 
was unable to reconcile the business nf the two occupations 
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His farm was la a great measure abandoned to his servants, 
while be was engaged in performing his oihcial duties He 
might be seen, now and then, m the spnng, directing his 
plougli, a labor in which he excelled , or with a white sheets 
containing his seed-corn, slung across his shouldcis, striding 
with measured steps along his tumed-up furrows, an^ scatter- 
ing the gram in tlie caith But his farm no longer occupied 
the pnncipal part of his thoughts It was not at Elhsland 
that he was now in general to lie found Mounted on horse^ 
back, this high-uiindcd poet was pursuing the defaulters of 
the rercDue among the hills and vales of Nithsdale, his rov* 
jng eve wandeimg over the charms of natme, and muttering 
hi3 waywaid fancies as he moved along 

Besides ius duties in the excise, other circumstances inter- 
fciod with hw attention to his farm He engaged in the for- 
mation and management of a society for purchasing and 
ciitulating books among the farmeis of his neighborhood, 
and oceasionallv occupied himself m composing songs for the 
musical woik of Mr iTohason, then m tlic couisc of pubhea* 
tion Tlicse engagemeutb, though useful and honorable, 
ncccssaiilj contributed to the absti action of his thoughts and 
the noglort of his lural affairs 

The ton<i(qnenccs may easdv be imagined Notwithstand 
\ng the prudence and good management of Mrs Burns, he 
found it necessary, after the cvpii^tiou of three years and a 
half, to relinquish his lease IXis eraplovment in the excise 
onginally produced fifty pounds per aiicum lie was now ap- 
pointed to a new district, the emoluracnts of which rose to 
about seventy. Hoping to suppoit himself and his family on 
this bumble income till promotion should reach him, he re- 
moved to a small house in l^umfnes, about the end of the 
year 1791 

IIjs great celebrity made biia an object of interest and ( un- 
oaity to strangers, and few peisons pas^-cd thiough Dumfuea 
without an attempt to sec him, and to enjoy the pleasure of 
his conversation As he could not receive them conveniently 
at home, these interviews passed at the inns of the town, and 
often terminated in convivial excesses Among the inhabi 
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tants, also, there were jicTer wa&bng persons to lead ur at- 
comoanj' him to the tavern , to applaud the sallies of his wit, 
and to witness at once the strength and the degradation of bu 
genius 

In the four years that he lived in Dumfries he produced 
many of his beautiful lyncs, and cheerfully consented to give 
his aid to a collection of oiiginal Scottish aiis and verses, 
projected by Geoige Thomson, of Edinburgh During this 
time ho made several evcuisions into theneighboring country 
In one of these he passed through Glendenwynes, a beautiful 
situation on the banks of the Dee, in company with Mr. 
Syme, and reached Kenmorc, where they remained thioe 
days at the seat of Jlr Gordon On leaving Kenmore for 
Gatehouse, they took the moor-road, where everything pre 
sented a wild and desolate aspect The sky appeared to sym- 
pathise with the dreariness of the soil It became lowenng 
and dark Gleams of sheeted lightning were followed hy the 
awful rolling of thunder Bums spoke not a woid, but 
seemed wrapped in meditation In a little while the ram be- 
gan to fall , and for three hours it poui ed in toi rents on the 
waste In the midst of this storm, though dunched, as it 
were, by the embattled elements, he remained absoibed m 
thought, whoUy inattentive to the descending floods He was 
equally regardless of evciy thing aiound him during his iide 
home f om St Mary’s Isle , and his companion did not ven- 
ture to disturb him Next day he produced the celebrated 
martial hymn entitled, Robert Bruce’s Address to his Aimy, 
a hymn unparalleled in the annals of modern poetry, and equal 
to the happiest efforts of the gi catest geniuses of antiquity. 

Bums had entcitainod hopes of promotion in the excise; 
but circnmslanccs occurred which prevented their fulfilment. 
The events of ilie Fioiich revolution, uhich interested the 
feelings of every thinking mind, were commented on by 
Burns in a manner very diffeient fiom what might have beea 
expected fiom an ofEcer under government Information of 
his sentiments was given to the board of excise ; an inquiry 
was instituted into his conduct; and, after being repiimBadeil 
he was suffeied to retain his situatioD 
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This rircnmgtarce made a deep impression on his mind. 
Fame exaggerated his misfurtnnc, and represented him u 
ictnally dismissed from his office , and this report indiiccd gen 
tlemen of much respectability to propose a subscription in his 
favor But he refused the offer with great tlcv ation of senti- 
ment, and nobly defended himself against the imputation oi 
having made submission, “br the sake of his office, unworthy 
of his character 

“The paitiality of my coantiymen,” he observes, “has 
brought me fonvard as a man of genius, and has given me s 
character to support In the poet I have avowed manly and 
independent sentiments, which I hope have been found in the 
man Reasons of no less weight than the support of a wife 
and children have pointed my present occupation as the only 
eligible line of life within my irach Still, my honest fame 
IS my dearest concern, and a thousand times have I trembled 
at the idea of the degrading epithets that malice or misrepre- 
sentation may affix to my name Often, m blasting anticipa- 
tion, have I listened to some futuic hacViioy sciibblcr, with 
the heavy malice of savage stiipnhty, e\uliingly assorting that 
Burns, notwithstanding the fanfarimaie of mdcpcndcnce to 
be found m his woihs, and after being held up to public view 
and to public estimation as a man of some genius, yet, quite 
destitute of resouixes within liimstlf to support his boiTowed 
dignity, dwindled into a paltiy exciseman, and slunk out the 
rest of his insignificant existence in the meanest of pursuits, 
and among the lowest of mankind 

“ In your illusti lous hanils, sii , jicrmit me to lodge ray strong 
disavowal and defiance of such slandcious falsehoods BtJRNS 
was i, POOB MAN FROM BIS BIRTH, ANT) AN EXCISEMAN 
Br NECESSITY, BUT — I WILI. SAT IT' — THE STEBLIWa 
OP HIS HONEST WOBTH, POVERTY COULD NOT DEBASE, AND 
HIS INDEPENDENT BRITISH 8PIIUT, OPPRESSION MIGHT 
BEND, BUT COULD NOT SUBDUE ’’ 

It was OQc of the last acts of his life to copy this heart-rend- 
ing letter into a book which he kept for the purpose of record- 
ing S'lch circumstauoes as be thought worthy of preseivation. 
Upwards of a ye&r befoie his death there was an evident 
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declme m bis personal appearance , and though his appetite 
continued unimpaiied, he was himself sensible that his con- 
stitution was sinking From October, 1795, to the January 
following, an accidental complaint confined him to the bouse 
A few days after ho began to go abroad, ho dined at a tavern, 
and returned home about thiee o’clock in a very cold morn- 
ing, benumbed and intoMcalcd Tins was followed by an 
attack of ibcumatism, w hi( h confinod him about a week His 
appetite began to fail, his hand shook, and his voice faltered 
on any eveition or emotion, his pulse became weaker and 
moio rapid, and pam in the larger joints, and m the hands 
and feet, depiivcd him of sleep In the month of June, 1796 
he removed to Blow, m Annandalc, about ten miles from 
Dumfues, to try tlit tfCctts of sea-bathing Here ho was in- 
vited to dinner by a ladj in the neighborhood , and, as ho was 
unvble to walk, -ho sent her ( image lor him to the ccttige 
where ho lodged As he cntcicd her apaitment, the stamp 
of death seemed niipiiutcd on his fcatuies He appeireil al- 
ready touching the bunk, of cteiuily His first salutation was, 
“ W ell, maiUm , hav o j ou an) commands for th c othoi world ? ” 
He ate little, and compi oned of having entirely lost the tone 
of his stomach lie spoke of his death without any of the 
ostentation of philusoiihy, but with liimness and feeling, aa 
an event likely to happen vciy soon His anviety for bis fam- 
dy hung heavy upon him , and when he alluded to their ap 
proaeliing desolation, his heart was touched with pure and 
unmmgled sonow 

At first he imagined that batliiog in the sea had been of 
benefit to him, the pams iii bis limbs were relieved, but this 
was immediately followed by a new attack of fever When 
brought back to lus own house in Dumfiics, on the 18th of 
Jul) , he w as no longei able to stand iipriglit A tiemor per- 
vaded his fiaiuc, his tongue was paichcil, and bis mind fell 
into a delnium, wlun not roused bj conveisatioii On the 
second and third d ly the fever increased, and his strength 
diminished On the fourth, the sufTeiiugs of this great but 
ill-fated genius were terminated, and a life was closed which 
had been embittered by suSermg, and insulted by unmerited 
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ealumny. When hi9 death was known, it excited a deep and 
moornfal eensation It was felt as a loss which no earthly 
power could replace , as tho extinction of a prodify whose 
appearance was raie and uncertain He was lamented, not 
merely like a common individual, by fi icnds and neighbors, 
but by a whole country, whose pleasures he had an exclusive 
capacity to augment 

He left a widow and four sons The ceremonial of his m 
teimcut was accomranled with mihtaiy honors, not only by 
the coips of Dumf.ies Volunteei-s, of which he was a member, 
but by the Fenciblc Infantry, and a regiment of Cinque Port 
cavalry then quartered m Dumlrics On the same day, by a 
coincidence smculaily touching, Mrs Burns was delivered of 
a son, who did not long sunivc his father 

Bums was noaily file foot ten inches in height, and of a 
form that indicated agility us well as strength IBs well- 
raised forcliead, shaded with blatk, curling hair, expressed 
uncommon capacity IBs eyes weic laige, daik, full of ardor 
and animation IBs face was well formed, and his coun- 
tenance stnkingly mtcrestiug 

Of his gcneial behavioi every one spoke in the highest 
terms It usu illy boapoke a mind conscious of superioi tal- 
ents, not, however, unmixed with the affect'ons which beget 
famihaiity and affibility His convcisation was extremely 
fascinating, iich in wit, humoi, whim, and occasionally in se- 
nous and apposite reflection No man had a quicker appre- 
hension of right and wrong, or a stronger sense of what was 
ndiculons and mean Neither r hicanery noi sordidness ever 
appealed in Ins conduct Even in the midst of distress, while 
his feeling heart sank undci the secret consciousness of indi 
gcnce and the apprehensions of absolute want, he bore him- 
self loftily to the woilil lie died in the utmost penury, but 
not in debt , and left behind him a name whit h will be remem 
bered as long as depai ted worth and goodness aie esteemed 
among men 

After contemplating the melancholy story of his life, it u 
impossible not to heave a sigh at the asperity of his fortune, 
while we leprobate the conduct of those who diew him {run 
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the shnplicitf of hnmble life, end left him a prej to aimett 
end want, to sorrow and despair 
Of hiB poems, which have been so often pnnted and so 
eagerly read, it is unnecessary to enter into a critical exami- 
nation All readers of taste and sensibility assign bim the 
tist place among the poets of his country, and acknowledge 
the presence of that “ light from heaven ” which consecratM 
tad etemues every monnment of genina. 
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THE TWA DOGS. 

\ 

A TALE. 

Twab in that place o’ Scotland’s isle, 
That bears the name o’ Auld King Cod, 
Upon a bonny day in June, 

When wearing thro’ the afternoon, 

Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame, 
Forgather’d ance upon a time. 

The first I’ll name, they ca’d him Cesai 
Was keepit for his Honor’s pleasure , 

His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs, 
Bhow’d he was nane o’ Scotland’s dogs ; 
But whalpit some place far abroai^ 

Where sailors gang to fish for cod. 

His locked, letter’d braw brass collar, 
Show’d him the gentleman and scholar | 
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But tho* he was o’ high degree, 

The fient a pride nae pnde had he , 

But wad hae siient an hour caressm’, 

Ev’n wi’ a tinker-gipsey’s meesio • 

At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 

Nae tauted tjke, tho’ e’er sae duddie. 

But he wad stan’t, as glad to see him. 

And stroan’t on stanes an’ hillocks wi’ him. 

The tither was a ploughman’s colhej 
A rhyming, ranting, raring billie, 

Wha for his friend an’ comrade had him, 

And in his freaks had Luath ca’d him. 

After some dog in Highland sang," 

Was made lang syne — Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an’ ftiithful tyke. 

As ever lap a eheugh or dyke, 

His honest, sonsie, baws’nt face, 

Ay gat him fiiends m ilka place 
His breast was white, his touzie back 
Weel clad wi’ coat o’ glossy black j 
His gawcie tail, wi’ upward curl. 

Hung o’er his hurdles wi’ a swirl 

Nae doubt but they were fain o’ ither. 

An’ unco pack an’ thick thegither , 

Wi’ social nose wbyles snuff’d and snowkit, 
Wbyles mice and moudieworts they howkit t 
Whyles scour’d awa in lang excursion. 

An’ worry’d ither in diversion ; 

Until wi’ daffin weary grown, 

Upon a knowe they sat them down. 


CathnlUn'i dot lu OtaUa's FlaiaL 
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And there began a lang digiessicn 
About the Lords o’ the Creation. 

C^SAB. 

Fve aften wondered, honest Luath, 

What sort o’ hfe poor dogs hie you haTS j 
An’ when the gentry’s life I saw, 

What way poor bodies liv’d ava’. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents, 

His coals, his kain, and a’ his stents : 

He rises when he likes himsel’ , 

His flunkies answer at the bell ; 

He ca’s his coach, he ca’s his horse ; 

He draws a home silken purse 

ks lang’s my tail, where, thro’ the steeks, 

(he yeilow-letter'd Geordie keeks 

Frae morn to e’en it’s nought but toiling. 

At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 

An’ tho’ the gentry first are stechin,' 

Yet e’en the ha’ folk fill then pechin 
W i’ sauce, ragouts, and sic like trashtne. 
That’s little short o’ downright wastrie. 

Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wanner. 

Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner. 

Belter than ony tenant man 
His Honor has in a’ the Ian’ ; 

An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 

I own it’s past my comprehension, 

LUATH. 

Trowth, Cffisar, wfajles they're fasht enough, 
A oocter howkin in a sheugh, 

Wi’ ‘lirty stanes begin a dyke, 

»• 
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Bonng a quarry, and sic like, 

Eimsel’, a wife, he thus sustains, 

A smytrie o’ wee duddie weans, 

An’ nought but his hand darg, to keep 
Them nght and tight m thack an’ rape. 

As when they meet with sair disasters. 
Like loss o’ health, or want o’ masters, 
Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer. 
An’ they maun starve o’ cauld an’ hunger 
But, how it comes, I never kenn’d yet, 
They’re maistlj wonderin’ contented ; 

An’ buirdly chiela, and clever hiszies. 

Are bred in sic a way as this is 


CKSAB. 

But then to see how ye’re negleckit, 
How huff'd, and cuff’d, and disrespeckit t 
L — d, man, our gentry care as little 
For del vers, ditchers, an’ sic cattle , 

They gang as saucy by poor folk, 

As I wad by a stinking brock 

I’ve noticed, on our Laird’s court-dav 
An’ mony a time my heart ’s been wae. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o’ cash. 

How they maun thole a factor’s snash : 
He’ll stamp and threaten, curse and bwchT. 
He’ll apprehend them, pomd their gear ; 
While they maun stan’, wi’ aspect humbis 
An’ hear it a', an’ fear, an’ tremble 1 

I see how folks live that hae riches ; 

But surely poor folk maun be wretches I 
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LUATH. 

Tbefn nae im wretched ’i ane wad tl jik, 
Tho' conatantljr on poortith’s brink : 

Thejr’re aae accustom’d wi’ the sight, 

Tlie new o’t pes them little finght 

Then chance and fortune are sae guided 
They’re ay m less or mair proTided ; 

An’, tho’ fatigu’d with close employment, 

A blink o’ rest ’s a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o’ their hres, 

'Their grushie weans an’ faithfu* wiTes j 
The prattling things are just their pride 
That sweetens a’ their fire-side 

An’ whyles twalpennie worth o’ napp* 

Con make the bodies unco happy ; 

They lay aside their private cares. 

To mind the kirk and state affmrs , 

They’ll talk o’ patronage and priests, 

Wi’ kindling fury in their breasts. 

Or tell what new taxation ’s comm’, 

An’ ferhe at the folk in Lon’on 

As bleak-faced Hallowmas retuma, 

They get the jovial, ranting kims, 

When rural life, o’ every station, 

Unite in common recreation • 

Love bhnks, Wit slaps, and social Mirth 
Forgets there ’s Care upo’ the eartL 

That merry day the year begins. 

They bar the door on frosty winds ; 
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The nappy reeka wi’ mantling ream. 

An’ sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 

The luntm pipe, an’ sneeshin mill, 

Are handed round wi’ right gude will ; • 
The cantie auld folks crackin crouse. 

The young anes ranting thro’ the house, — 
My heart has been sae fain to see them, 
Tltet I for joy hae barkit wi’ them. 

Still It’s owre true that ye hae said. 

Sic game is now owre aften played 
There ’s monie a creditable stock 
O’ decent, honest, fawsont folk, 

Are riven out, baith root and branch, 

Some rascal’s pridfu’ greed to quench, 

Wha thinks to knit himsel’ the faster 
In favor wi’ some gentle Master, 

Wha, aiblins, thraiig a-parliamentin’. 

For Britain’s guid nis saul indentin’. 

TASAK 

Haith, lad, j e little ken about it i 
For Britain’s guid' guid faith' 1 doubt n 
Say, rather, gaun as Premiers lead him. 

An’ saying aye or no ’s they bid him . 

At operas an’ play s jiarading, 

Mortgaging, gambhng, masquerading ; 

Or, may be, in a frolic daft. 

To Hague or Calais takes a waft. 

To make a tour, an’ taV a whirl, 

To learn bon ion an’ see the worl’ 

There, at Vienna or Versailles, 

He rives his father’s auld entrails ; 

Or by Madrid he takes the rout, 
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To thrum guitars, and fecht wi' nowt ; 

Or down Italian nsta startles, 

Wh-re-hunting among groves o’ myitlea ; 
Then bouses drumly German water 
To mak’ himsel’ look fair an’ fatter. 

An’ clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival si^inoras. 

For Britam’s guid 1 for her destruction 
Wi’ dissipation, feud, an’ fiiction. 

L17ATH 

Hech, man I dear sirs ' is that the gate 
They waste sae mony a braw estate ? 

Are we sae foughten an’ harass’d 
For gear to gang that gate at last’’ 

O, would they stay aback frae courts. 

An’ please themselves wi’ countra sports. 

It wad for every ane be better, 

The Laird, the Tenant, an’ the Cotter ' 

For thae frank, i antin’, ramblin’ biUies, 

Fient haet o’ them’s ill-hearted fellows I 
Except foi bi eakin’ o’ their tiinmer, 

Or speakin’ lightly o’ their limmer, 

Ur shootin’ o’ a hare or moor-cock. 

The ne’er a bit they’re ill to poor folk. 

But) will you tell me. Master Ceesar, 

Sure great folk’s life ’s a life o’ pleasure P 
Nae cauld or hunger e’er can steer them, 

The vera thought o’t needna fear them. 

CiESAK 

L — d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am, 
The gentles ye wad ne’er envy ’em. 
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It’s true, they need nae starve or sweat. 
Thro’ winter’s oauld or simmer’s heat ; 
They’ve nae sair wark to craze their banes. 
An’ fill auld age wi’ grips an’ granes ; 

But human bodies are sic fools, 

For a’ their colleges an’ schools. 

That when nae real ills perplez them. 

They make enow themsels to vex them ; 
Alt’ ay the less they hae to sturt them. 

In bke proportion less wiD hurt them. 

A country-fellow at the pleugh, 

His acres till’n, he’s nght eneugh ; 

A country-girl at her wheel. 

Her dizzens done, she’s unco weel : 

But Gentlemen, and Ladies warst, 

Wi’ eVn down want o’ wark are curst. 

They loiter, lounging, lank, and Iwy , 

Tho’ deil haet ails them, yet uneasy ; 

Their days insipid, dull, an’ tasteless , 

Their nights unquiet, lang, and restless 5 
An’ e’en their sports, their balls, an’ races, 
Their galloping thro’ public places. 

There’s sic parade, sic pomp, an’ art. 

The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 

The men cast out in party matches. 

Then sowther a’ in deep debauches ; 

Ae night they’re mad wi’ drmk an’ wh-ring, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 

The ladies, arm-in-arm in clusters, 

As great and gracious a’ as sisters , 

But hear their absent thoughts o’ ither. 
They’re a’ run deils an’ jades thegither I 
Whyles o’er the wee bit cup an’ platie. 

They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 

Or lee-lang nights, wi’ orabbit leidu 
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Pore owre the devil’s pictur’d beuks ; 

Stake on a chence a fanuer’s stackyard. 
An’ cheat like ony unhang’d blackguard. 

There 's some exception, man an’ woman 
But this is gentry’s life in common. 

Bv this, the sun was out o’ sight, 

An' darker gloaming brought the night. 
The bum-clock humm’d wi’ lazy drone ; 

The kye stood routm i’ the loan ; 

When up they gat, and shook their lugs. 
Rejoiced they were nae men, hut dogi} 

An’ each took aff his several way, 

Resolved to meet some ither day. 


THE BRIGS OF AYR. 

A. POEM. 

Inscnbed to J J}*»*******^ Esq , Ayr. 

iSE simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough. 
Learning his tuneful trade from every bough ; 

The chanting hnnet, or the mellow thrush, 

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the gi een thorn bush 
The soaring lark, the perching red-bieast shrill. 

Or deep-ton'd plovers, gray, wild-whistling o’er the hill 
Shall he, nurst in the peasant's lowly shed, 

To hardy independence bravely bred, 

By early poverty to hardship steel’d, 

And traiii’d to aims m stem Misfortune’s field, — 
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Shall he he guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The semle, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or laoor hard the panegyric close, 

With all the venal soul of dedicating prose F 
No I though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
And throws his hand uncouthly o’er the strings. 
He glows with all the spirit of the Bard, 

Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward! 
Still, if some patron’s gen'rous care he trace. 
Skill’d in the secret to bestow with grace j 
When befriends his humble name. 

And hands the rustic stranger up to fame, 

With heart-felt throes his grateful bosom swells ; 
The god-hke bliss, to give, alone excels. 


’Twas when the stacks get on their winter-hap 
And thack and rape secure the toil-worn crap ; 
Potato-hings are snugged up frae skaith 
Of coming Winter’s biting, frosty breath , 

The bees, rejoicing o’er their summer toils. 
Unnumber’d buds an’ flowers’ delicious spoils. 
Seal’d up, with fiiigal care, in massive waxen piles, 
Are doom’d by man, that tjrant o’er the weak, 

The death o’ devils smoor'd wi’ brimstone reek j 
The thundering guns are heard on ev’ry side, 

The wounded coviys, reeling, scatter wide , 

The feather’d field-mates, bound by nature’s tie. 
Sires, mothers, children in one carnage he : 

(What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 

And execrates man’s savage, ruthless deeds ') 

Nae mair the flow’r in field or meadow spnngs 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 

Except, perhaps, the robin’s whistling glee. 

Proud o’ the height o’ some bit half-land tresu 
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The hoary morns precede the sunny days, 

Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noon-tide blaze. 
While thick the goesamour waves wanton in the rays. 
Twas m that season, when a simple bard, 

Unknown and poor — simplicity’s reward; 

Ae night, within the ancient burgh of Ayr, 

By whim inspir’d, or haply press’d wi’ care , 

He left his bed, and took his wayward route. 

And down by Simpson’s * wheel’d the left about : 
(Whether impell’d by all-directing Fate, 

To witness what I after shall narrate , 
whether, rapt in meditation high, 

He wandered out, he knew not where nor why ;) 

The drowsy Dungeon-clock t had number’d two. 

And Wallace Tow’rt had sworn the fact was true 
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen-sounding roar. 
Through the still night dash’d hoarse along the skorsh 
All else was hush’d as nature’s closed e’c , 

The silent moon shone high o’er tow’r and tree . 

The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam. 

Crept, gently-crusting, o’er the glittering stream — 

When lo ! on either hand the Ixst’ning bard, 

The clanging sugh of whistling winds he heard ; 

Two dusky forms dait thro’ the midnight air. 

Swift as the Gos J drives on the wheeling hare ; 

Ane on th’ Auld Brig his airy shape uprears, 

The ither flutteis o’er the using piers. 

Our warlock rhymer instantly descry’d 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside 
(That bards are second-sighted is nae joke. 

And ken the hngo o’ the sp’ritual folk ; 

* A noted tevern at tbe Auld Brig end t two } Tb< 

loahawk, or &I000 
6 
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Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a*, they can explain them. 
And St’s the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 

Auld Bng appear’d of ancient Fictish race. 

The vera wrinkles Gothic m his face : 

He seem’d as he wi’ Time had warstl’d lang. 

Yet teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 

New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat. 

That he, at Lon’on, frae ane Adams, got ,* 

In ’a hand five taper staves as smooth ’s a bead, 

Wi’ vurls an’ whirlygigums at the head 

The Goth was stalking round with anxious search. 

Spying the time-worn flaws m ev’ry arch ; 

It chanc’d his new-come neebour took his e’e. 

And e’en a vex’d and angry heart had he ! 

Wi’ thieveless sneer to see his modish mien, 

He, down the water, gives him this guid e’en : 

AULD BKIG 

1 doubt na, frien’, ye’ll think ye’re nae sheep-shank, 
Ance ye were streekit o’er from bank to bank 1 
But gin ye be a bng as auld as me, 

Tho’ feith, that day I doubt ye’ll never see j 
There’ll be, if that date come. I’ll wad a boddle. 

Some fewer wbigmeleenes in your noddle. 

NEW BBIG. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense. 

Just much about it wi’ your scanty sense , 

Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street. 

Where twa w heelbarrows tremble when they meet, 
Your ruin’d, formless bulk o’ stane an’ lime. 

Compare wi’ borne Brigs o’ modern time P 
There’s men o’ taste would take the Duckat stream,* 


* A. noted ford Jast sbore tbe Aold Brig 
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Tho’ they Bhould cast the very sark and smin, 

Ere they would grate their feelings wi’ the Tiew 
Of sic an ugly, Gothic hulk as you. 

AtTLI) BRIG 

Conceited gowk I puff d up wi’ windy pride : 
rhiB mony a year I’ve stood the flood an’ tide { 

An’ tho’ wi’ crazy eild I’m sair forfairn, 

I’ll be a Brig, when ye’re a shapeless cairn ' 

As yet ye httle ken about the matter, 

But twa-three winters wdl inform you better 
When heavy, dark, contmu’d a’-day rains, 

Wi’ deep’ning deluges o’erflow the plains ; 

When from the hills where springs the brawlmg Coil, 
Or stately Lugar’s mossy fountains boil, 

Or where the Greenock wmds his moorland course, 

Or haunted Garpal • draws his feeble source, 

Arous’d by blust’ring winds an’ spotting thowes. 

In many a torrent down his sna’broo rowes , 

While crashing ice, borne on the roanng speat, 

Sweeps dams, an’ mills, an' brigs, a’ to the gate ; 

And from Glenbuck,t down to the Ratton-key,! 

Auld Ayr is just one lengthen’d, tumbhng sea; 

Then down ye’ll hurl — deil nor ye never rise ! 

And dash the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies, 

A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 

That Architecture’s noble art is lost ' 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture ’ trowth, I needs must say't o’tl 
The L — d be thankit that we’ve tint the gate o’t ! 

* The banks of Qarpal 'Water— one of the fbw places in the 'Wcat 
•f Scotland, where those fancy-scaring beings, known by the name o 
Ohalits, stlD contlDie pertinaciously to Inhabit 
t The lonroe of the river Ayr 
t A sniaZI laadlug-plaoe above the large key 
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Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-allurmg edifices, 

Han^ng with threat’mng jut, like precip’ces 
O’er-archiiig, mouldy, gloom-xnspinng coves. 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves j 
Windows and doors, in nameless sculpture drest, 
With order, symmetry, or taste, unblest ; 

Forms like some bedlam-statuary’s dream, 

The craz’d creations of misguided whim ; 

Forms might he worshipp’d on the bended knee, 

And still the second dread command he free, — 

Their likeness is not found on earth, m air, or sea. 
Mansions that w ould disgrace the bmlding taste 
Of any mason reptile, bird, or beast ; 

Fit only for a doited Monkish race , 

Or frosty maids, forsworn the dear embrace, 

Or Cuifs of latter times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling, true devotion , 
Fancies that our guid Curgh denies protection. 

And soon may they expire, unbless’d with resurrectioa 

AULD BEIG 

O ye, my dear-remember’d, ancient yealmgs, 

Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings! 

Ye worthy Proveses, an’ mony a Bailie, 

Wha 111 the paths of righteousness did toil ay j 
Ye dainty Deacons, and ye douce Cnnveeners, 

To whom our moderns are but causey-cleaners; 

Ye godly Councils wha hae bless’d this town ; 

Ye godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 

Wha meekly gae your hurdles to the smiters ; 

And (what would now be strange) ye godly writers , 
A’ ye douce folk I’ve home aboon the broo, 

Were ye but here, what would ye say or dof 
How would ymur spirits groan m deep vexation, 

'”0 see each melancholy alteration ; 
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And agi^mzing, curae the time and place 
When ye begat the baae, degen’rate race ' 

Nae langer Rev’iend Men, their country’s glory, 

In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story I 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an’ douce. 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house, 

But staumrel, coi ky-headed, graceless gentry. 

The herrjraent and rum of the country , 

Men, three parts made by tailors and by barbers, 

Wha waste your wheel-hain’d gear on d — d new Brigr 
and Harbois ' 


NEW BRIO 

N ow baud you there ' for faith ye’ve said enough. 
And muckle mair than ye can mak’ to through. 

As for your Priesthood, I shall say but little. 

Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle , 

But, under fat or o’ your langer beard, 

Abuse o’ magistrates might weel be spar’d 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 

I must needs say , comparisons are odd 
In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth “ a citizen,” a term o’ scandal • 

Nae mair the Council waddles down the street, 

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit 
Men wha grew wise pnggin owre hops an’ raisins, 
f)r gather'd lib’ral news in Bonds and Seisms 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 

Had shor’d them with a glimmer of his lamp. 

And would to Common-sense, for once betray’d them, 
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them. 


What farther chshmaclaver might been said, 
What bloody wars, if sprites bad blood to shed, 
fl* 
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No men can tell ) but ali before their Bight 
A fairy train appear'd in order bright ■ 

Adown the glittering stream they featly danced | 
Bnght to the moon their -various dresses glanced ; 
They footed o’er the wat’ry glass so neat, 

The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet • 

While arts of minstrelsy among them rung, 

And soul-ennobling bards heroic ditties sung. 

0, had M’Laughlan,* thairm-inspiring sage, 

Been there to hear this heavenly band engage, 

When through his dear Strathspeys they bore with 
Highland rage , 

Or when they struck old Scotia’s meltmg airs, 

The lover’s raptur’d joys or bleeding cares , 

How would his Highland lug been nobler fir’d, 

And ev’n his matchless hand with finer touch inspir’d I 
No guess could tell what instrument appear’d, 

But all the soul of Music’s self was heard j 
Harmonious concert rung in every part, 

While simple melody pour’d moving on the heart 

The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 

A venerable chief advanc’d in years ; 

His hoary head with water-lilies crown’d. 

His manly leg with garter-tangle bound 
Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring. 

Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring j 
Then, crown'd with fiow’ry hay, came Rural Joy 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye j 
All-cheenng Plenty, with her flowing horn. 

Led jellow Autumn, wreath’d with nodding corn; 

Then Winter’s time-hleach’d locks did hoary show, 

By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 


A weU>knowT\ perfbrm«r of Boottiftb mtiilo on vloUn. 
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Next fcJlow’d Courage, with his martial stnde, 

From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide , 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 

A female form,* came from the tow’rs of Stair j 
Learning and Worth in eqnal measures trode 
From simple Catnne, their long-lov’d abode , 

Last, white-rob’d Peace, crown’d with a hazel wreath. 

To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 

The broken iron instruments of Death j 

At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kmdliDg wrath 


THE VISION. 

DCAN FIKSTt 

The sun had clos’d the winter day. 
The curlers quat their roaring play, 
An’ hunger’d maukin ta’en her way 
To kail-yards green, 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 
Where she has been. 

The thrasher’s weary flingm-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 

And when the day had clos’d his e’e, 
Far i’ the west. 


* The poet here alludes to a Mrs Stewart, wbo was then tn possee- 
alon of Stair She afterwards removed to AAou-lodKO, on the banas of 
the Afton, a stream which he subsequently celebrated in a song entitled 
“A/lon Water 

t Doan, a term of Osslan's for the different divisions of adlgresslvs 
poem. Sm his Oeth-Loda, toL it of Meq>hersoD's transUtlcm* 
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Ben i’ the spence, right pensivelie 
I gaed to rest 

There, lanely, by the mgle-cheek, 

I sat and ey’d the spewing reek, 

That fill’d, wi’ hoast-proToking smeek, 

The auld clay biggin ; 

An’ heard the restless rattons squeak 
About the nggm. 

All in this mottle, misty clime, 

I backward mus’d on wasted time, 

How I had spent my youthfu’ prime, 

An’ done nae -thing. 

But stnngin blethers up in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 

Had I to guid advice but harkit, 

I might, by this, hae led a market, 

Or strutted m a bank an’ clarkit 
My cash account 

While here, half mad, half fed, half sarkit. 
Is a’ th’ amount. 

1 started, mutt’nng, blockhead ! coof I 
And heav’d on high my waukit loof. 

To swear by a’ yon starry roof. 

Or some rash aitb. 

That I henceforth would be a rhyme-proof 
Till my last breath; — 

When, click ! the string the sneck did draw 
And, jee I the door gaed to the wa’ ; 

An’ by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
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A tight) outlandish Hizzie, braW) 

Come fall m sight. 

Ye need nae doubt, I held my whisht ; 

The infant aith, half-form’d, was crusht ; 

I glow’rd as eene’s I’d been dusht, 

In some wild glen , 

When sweet, like modest Worth, she blusht, 
And stepped ben. 

Gh’een, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefu’, round her brows j 
I took her for some Scottish muse. 

By that same token ; 

An’ come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou’d soon been broken. 

A “ hair-bram’d, sentimental trace," 

Was strongly marked in her face ; 

A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her , 

Her eye, ev’n turn’d on empty space. 

Beam'd keen with honor. 

Down flow'd her robe, a Tartan sheen. 

Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 

And such a leg ' my borne Jean 
Could only peer it , 

8ae straught, sae taper, tight and clean, 
Nane else come near iL 

Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew , 

Deep hghts and shades, bold-minghng, threw 
A lustre grand ; 
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And teem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A well-known land I 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 

There, mountains to the skies were tost ; 

Here, tumbling billows mark’d the coast 
With surging foam ; 

There, distant shone Art’s lofty boast, 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Boon pour’d down his far-fetch’d floods | 
There, well-fed Irvine stately thuds ; 

Auld hermit Ayr staw thro’ his woods. 

On to the shore ; 

And many a lesser torrent scuds, 

With seeming roar 

Low, in a sandy valley spread. 

An ancient Borough rear’d her head ) 

Still, as in Scottish story read, 

She boasts a race 
To ev’ry nobler virtue bred. 

And polish’d grace. 

By stately tow’r or palace fair. 

Or rums pendent in the air, 

Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern j 

Some seem’d to muse, some seem’d to dare, 
With features stern 

My heart did glowing transport feel, 

To see a race * heroic wheel, 


* TS< WsOsaw. 
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And brandish round the deep-dy’d steel 
In sturdy blows ; 

While back-recoiling seem’d to reel 
Their Southron foes. 

His Country’s Savior,* mark him well I 
Bold Eichardton’s f heroic swell j 
The chief on Sark J who glorious fell. 

In high command , 

And HE whom ruthless Fates expel 
His native land. 

There, where a sceptr’d Pictish shade { 
Stalk’d round its ashes lowly laid, 

I mark’d a martial race, portray’d 
In colors strong , 

Bold, soldier-featur’d, undismay’d 
They strode along 

Thro’ many a wild, romantic grove,Ii 
Near many a hermit-fancied cove, 

(Fit haunts for Friendship or for Love,) 
In musing mood, 

An aged Judge, I saw him rove. 
Dispensing good 


* w nitam Wallace. t Adam Wallace, of Elchardton, eonaln to^ha 
tanmortal preserver of BcotUsh tcdependence 
{ Wallace, laird of Cragie, wbo was second In command, nnder Dong 
las, earl of Ormond, at the famous battle on the banks of Sark, fought 
A. D 1448 That gJorions victory was principally owing to the jodidont 
eofiduct and Intrepid valor of the gallant laird of Cragie, who died of hit 
wounds after the action 

I CoHoa, king of the FiiTta, ftom whom the district of Kyle U said to 
take its name, lies hurled, as tradition says, near the family-seat of tbe 
Montgomeries of OoU’s-fleld, where his borial-plaoe is stlU shown. 

I the seat of JieUtehicrd Jnstlce Oerk. 
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With deep-struck, reverential awe,* 

The learned Sire and Son 1 saw ; 

To Nature’s God and Nature’s law 
Thej gave their lore , 

This, all Its source and end to draw, 
That to adore. 

Brydone’s brave wardf I well could spy. 
Beneath old Scotia’s smiling eye ; 

Who call’d on Fame, low standing by, 
To hand him on, 

Where many a patriot name on high, 
And hero shone. 


DCAN SECOND 

With musing-deep, astonish’d stare, 

1 view’d the heav’nly-seeming Fair ; 

A whisp’ring throb did witness bear 
Of kindred sweet. 

When, with an elder sister’s bit, 

She did me greet 

“ All hail ! my own inspir’d Bard 1 
In me thy native Muse regard ! 

Nor longer mourn thy fate is bard, 
Thus poorly low ’ 

I come to give thee such reward 
As we bestow 

“ Know, the great Genius of this land 
Has many a hght, serial band. 


* Catilne, the leet of the Ute doctor and present pmfeeeor StevuC 
t Cokmel Fnllarton 
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Who, all beneath his high command, 
Harmoniously, 

As arts or aims they understand, 

Their labors ply. 

“ They Scotia’s race among them share { 
Some fire the Soldier on to dare ; 

Some rouse the Patriot up to bare 
Corruption’s heart , 

Some teach the Bard, a darling care, 

The tuneful art. 

“ ’Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
They ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 

Or, ’mid the venal senate roar. 

They, sightless, stand. 

To mend the honest patnot-lore, 

And grace the land 

“ And when the Bard, or hoary Sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age, 

They bind the wild poetic rage 
In energy , 

Or point the inconclusive page 
Full on the eye. 

" Hence Fullarton, the brave and young ; 
Hence Dempster’s zeal-inspir’d tongue ; 
Hence sweet, harmonious Beattie sung 
His ‘ Minstrel Lays , ’ 

Or tore, with noble ardor slung. 

The skeptic’s bays. 

“ To lower orders are assign’d 
The humbler ranks of humankind, 

7 
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The rustic Bard, the lab'nng hind, 

The Artisan , 

All choose, as rations they’re inclin’d, 

The various man. 

“ When yellow wares the heavy gram, 

The threat’ning storm some strongly reini 
Some teach to meliorate the plain. 

With tillage skill , 

And some instruct the shepherd tram. 
Blithe o’er the hill 

“ Some hint the lover’s harmless wile j 
Some grace the maiden’s artless smile , 
Some soothe the lab’rer’s weary tod. 

For humble gains, 

And make his cottage-scenes begude 
His cares and pains. 

« Some, bounded to a district space 
Explore at large man’s infant race, 

To mark the embryotic trace 
Of rustic bard ; 

And careful note each op’mng grace, 

A guide and guard. 

“ Of these am I — Coila my name j 
And this distnct as mine I claim, 

Where once the Campbells, chiefs of &ms, 
Held ruhng pow’r ; 

I mark’d thy embryo tuneful flame. 

Thy natal hour. 

“ With future hope I oft would gaxe. 

Fond, on thy httle early ways. 
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rhy rudely caroll’d chiming phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes, 

Fir’d at the simple, artless lays 
Of other times 

“ I satr thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 

Or, when the North his fleecy store 
Drove thro’ the sky, 

I saw grim Nature’s visage hoar 
Struck thy young eye 

“ Or, when the deep-green mantled earth 
Warm cherish’d ev’ry flow’ret’s birth. 

And joy and music pouring forth 
In ev’ry grove, 

I saw thee eye the gen’ral mirth 
With boundless love. 

“ When npen’d fields, and azure skies. 

Call’d forth the reapers’ rustling noise, 

I saw thee leave their evening joys, 

And lonely stalk, 

To vent thy bosom’s swelling nse 
In pensive walk. 

“ When youthful love, warm-blushing strong, 
Keen-shiv’nng shot thy nerves along, 

Those accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

Th’ adored name, 

I taught thee how to pour in song. 

To soothe thy flame. 

I saw thy pulses madd’nmg play. 

Wild send thee pleasure’s devious way 
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Misled by Fancy’s meteor ray, 

By Passion driven ) 

But yet the light that led astray 

Was light from Heaven ! 

“ I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
The loves, the ways of simple swains, 
Till now, o’er all my wide domains 
Thy fame extends . 

And some, the pride of Coda’s plains. 
Become thy fi lends. 

“ Thou canst not learn, nor can I show. 
To paint with Thomson’s landscape glow. 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe 
With Shcnstone’s art*. 

Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 
Warm on the heart 

“ Yet all beneath the unrivall’d rose, 

The loaly daisy sweetly blows ; 

Tho’ large the forest’s monarch throws 
His army shade. 

Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows 
Adown the glade 

" Then never murmur nor repine • 

Strive in thy humble sphere to shine > 
And, trust me, not Potosi’s mine, 

Nor king’s regard. 

Can give a bliss o’ermatching thine, 

A rustic bard ' 

“ To give my counsels all in one, — 

Thy tuneful flame stdl careful fan i 
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Preserve the Dignity of Man, 

With soul erect; 

And trust, the Universal Plan 
Wdl all protect ' 

“ And wear thou this,” she solemn said, 
And bound the Holly round my bead j — 
The polish’d leaves, and berries red. 

Did rustling play , 

And, like a passing thought, she fled 
In hght away 


THE COTTEE’S SATUEDAY NIGHT. 
Iwcnbed to S A****, Esq 

Let oot ambition mock their useful toll, 

AvyapAy js-j 9 Avyj? ohivri.'*.?. 

Nor ^andeur hear, with a dlbdalnfhl smile, 

The short but simple annals of the poor — Oaar 

L 

M ' lov’d, my honor’d, much respected friend ! 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 

With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end. 

My dearest meed, a friend’s esteem and praise ; 

To you I Bing, in simple Scottish lays. 

The lowly train in life’s sequester’d scene ; 
vThe native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 

What A^*-* in a cottage would have been ; 

Ah I tbo’ his worth unknown, far happier there, I ween 
7 * 
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Ncvember chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh; 

The short’ning winter-day is near a close j 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

The black’ning trains o’ craws to their repose , 

The toil-worn Cotter fiae his labor goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 

Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend. 

And weary o’er the moor his course does homeward bend 

III. 

At length his lonely cot appears m view. 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree , 

Th’ expectant wee-things, toddlin’, stacher thro’ 

To meet their dad, wi’ flichter in noise an’ glee 
His wee bit ingle blinkin’ bonnily, 

His clean hearth-stane, his thrifty wifie’s smile, 

The lisping infant prattling on his knee. 

Does a’ his weary, carking cares beguile, 

An’ makes him quite forget his labor and bis toil. 


IV. 

Belyve the elder bairns come drappin’ in. 

At service out, amang the farmers roun’ j 
Some ca’ the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 
A canme errand to a neebor town , 

Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown. 

In youthfu’ bloom, love sparkling in her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to show a hraw new gowr, 
Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee, 

To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be 
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Wi’ joy unfeign’d, brothers and sisters meet, 

An’ each for other’s welfare kindly spiers ; 

The social hours, swift-wing’d, unnotic’d fleet ; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears , 

Ite parents, partial, eye their hopeful years , 
Anticipation forward points the view. 

The mother, wi’ her needle an’ her shears. 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel ’s the new ; 
The f^her mixes a’ wi’ admonition due. 


VI. 

'Hieir master’s an’ their mistress’s command. 

The younkers a’ are warned to obey ; 

An’ mind their labors wi’ an ejdent hand, 

An’ ne’er, tho’ out o’ sight, to jauk or play, 

“ An’ O ! be sure to fear the Lord alway I 
An’ mind your duty duly, morn an’ night ! 

Lest in temptation’s path ye gang astray, 

Implore Ills counsel and assisting might ; 

They never sought in vain that sough t the Lord anght I " 

vn 

But hark I a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o’ the same, 

Tells how a neebor lad came o’er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame ! 

The wOy mother sees the conscious flame 
Sparkle in Jenny’s e’e, and flush her cheek , 

With heart-struck, anxious care, inquires his name, 

’rt hile Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; [rake. 

Weel pleas’d the mother hears, it’s nae wild, worthiest 
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Wi’ kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben, 

A atrappan youth , he takes the mother’s eye ; 

Blithe Jenny sees the visit’s no ill ta’en , 

The father cracks of horses, pleugha, and kye . 

The youngsters artless heart o’erflows wi’ joy. 

But blate an’ laithfu’, scarce can weel behave , 

The mother, vi’ a woman’s wiles, can spy 
What makes the youth sae bashfu’ an’ sae grave , 
Weel pleas’d to think her bairn’s respected like the lave, 

IX 

O, happy love ' where love like this is found , 

0, heart-felt raptures ' bliss beyond compare* 

I’ve paced much this weary, mortal round. 

And Boge experience bids me this declare — 

If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare. 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 

Tib when a youthful, loving, modest pair, 

In other’s arms breathe out the tender tale, 

Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the evening 


U there, in human form, that bears a heart, 

A wretch * a villain * lost to love and truth I 
'That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, 

Betray sweet Jenny’s unsuspecting youth? 

Curse on his perjur’d arts' dissembling smooth I 
Are honor, virtue, conscience, all exil’d** 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the parents fondling o’er their child ? 

Then paints the ruin’d maid, and their distraction wild ? 
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XI 

But now the supper crowns their simple board, 

The haleiome parritch, chief o’ Scotia’s food j 
The soup their only hawkie does afford, 

That ’jont the hallan snugly chows her cud: 

The (lame brings forth, in complimental mood. 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain’d kehbuck fell, 

An’ aft he’s jiress’d, an’ aft he ca’s it guid , 

The frugid wife, garrulous, wiU tell, 

How 'twas a towmond auld, sin’ lint was i’ the bell. 

XII 

The cheerfu’ supjier done, wi‘ serious face. 

They round the ingle foim a circle wide, 

The sire turns o’cil wi’ p.itrjarchal grace, 

'ihe big Hi’-Bihle, ante his father’s pride j 
His bonnet rcs'rentl) is laid aside, 

His Ijart haffets wearin’ thin an’ bare, 

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care , 

And, “ Let UB w oi ship God ' " he says with solemn air. 


xm. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise, 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee’s wdd warbling measures rise. 
Or plamtne Martyrs, worthy of the name ; 

Or noble Elgin beats the heav’nward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia’s holy lay s 
Cumjiar’d with these, Italian trills are tame, 

The tickled ears no faeart-feU raptures raise, 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator’s praise 
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The pneetrlike father reads the sacred page, 

How Abram was the finend of Qod on high | 

Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalek’s ungracious progeny ; 

Or, how the Royal Bard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven’s avenging ire | 

Or, Job’s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or, rapt Isaiah’s wild seraphic fire , 

Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

XV 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How He, who bore m Heav’n the second name. 
Had not on earth whereon to lay his head I 
How His first followers and servants sped , 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land ; 
How he, who lone in Patmos bamshed. 

Saw m the sun a mighty angel stand ; 

And heard great Bab’lon’s doom pronounc’d by Hear 
command. 

XVI. 

Then, kneelmg down, to Heav’n’s eternal King, 

The saint, the father, and the husband prays ! 
Hope “ springs exultmg on triumphant wing,” • 
That thus they all shall meet m future days ; 
There, ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh or shed the bitter tear. 

Together hymning their Creator’s praise, 


• Pops'! “ Wlcdior Porsst 



busnb’b poemb 


83 


In inch society, yet still more dear •, 

While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere. 


xvn 

Compar’d with this, how poor Religion s pnde. 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 

When men display to congregations wide 
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the heart ' 

The Pow’r, incens’d, the pageant will desert, 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole , 

But haply, m some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well jileas’d, the language of the soul. 
And m his Book of Life the inmates poor enroll 

xvin. 

Then homeward all take off their sev’ral wayj 
The youngling cottagers retire to rest , 

The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Ileav’n the warm request, 

That He who stills the raven’s clam’rous nest, 

And decks the lily fair m flow’ry pnde, 

Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best. 

For them and for their little ones provide. 

But chiefly in their hearts with grace divine preside, 

III. 

From scenes hke these old Scotia’s grandeur springs. 
That makes her lov’d at home, rever’d abroad ; 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

“ An honest man 's the noblest work of God , ” 
And certes, m fair virtue’s heav’nly road, 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind. 
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What is a lordling’i pomp P — a cumbrouB load, 
Disguising ofit the wretch of humankind, 
Studied in arts of hell, m wickedness refin’d I 


XX. 

0 Scotia, my dear, my native soil ' 

For whom my warmest wish to Heav’n is sent. 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 
Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content 1 
And, O ' may Ileav’n their simple Uses prepent 
From luxury’s contagion, weak and vile 1 
Then, howe’er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while. 

And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov’d Isle. 

XXI 

O Thou ' who pour’d the patriotic tide 
That stream’d thro’ Wallace’s undaunted heart. 
Who dar’d to nobly stem Urannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 

(The patriot’s God, peculiarly thou art, 

Ills friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 

O never, never Scotia’s realm desert , 

But still the patnot, and the patnot-bard, 

In bnght succession rise, her ornament and guard I 
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VERSES 

gTEITTEN IN FRIAE’s-CARSE HFEMITAGE, ON NITH-8I1)E 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 

Be thou clad in russet weed, 

Be thou deck’d m silken stole. 

Grave these counsels on thy soul — 

Life is but a day at most, 

Sprung from night, in daikness lost, 

Hope not sunshine ev’ry hour, 

Fear not clouds will always low’r. 

As youth and love, with spiightly dance. 
Beneath thy morning star adtance, 

Picasuie with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair , 

Let piudence bless enjoyment’s cup. 

Then raptur’d sip, and sip it up 

As thy day grows waim and high. 

Life’s meiidian flaming nigh. 

Host thou spuin the humble lale? 

Life’s proud summits wouldst thou scale? 

Check thy climbing step, elate. 

Evils lurk in felon w.nt, 

Dangers, eagle-pinion’d, bold. 

Soar around each cliffy hold. 

While cheerful peace, with linnet song. 

Chants the lowly dells among 
N 
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As the shades of erening close, 

Beck’ning thee to long repose ; 

As life itself becomes disease, 

Seek the chimney -neuk of ease ; 

There ruminate with sober thought, 

On all thou’st seen, and heard, and wronghb 
And teach the sportive younkers round, 

Saws of experience, sage and sound. 

Say, Man’s true, genuine estimate, 

The grand criterion of his fate. 

Is not, Art thou high or low ? 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 

Did many talents gild thy span P 
Or frugal nature grudge thee one ? 

Tell them, and press it on their mmd 
As thou thyself must shortly find, 

The smile or frown of awful Heav’n 
To virtue or to vice is giv’n. 

Say, to be just, and kind, and wise, 

There solid self-enjoyment lies , 

That foolish, selfish, faithless ways. 

Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign’d and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep , 

Sleep, whence thou shall ne’er awake. 

Night where dawn shall never break. 

Till future hfe, future no more. 

To light and joy the good restore. 

To light and joy unknown before t 

Stranger, go ! Heaven be thy guide 1 
Quod the Beadsman of Nitb-side. 
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A PRAYER, 

na>n thb psebsubb op tiolemt JiNainsa. 

0 THOU great Being ' what thou art 
Surpasges me to know , 

Yet guie I am, that known to The* 

Are all thy worka below. 

Thy creature here before Thee atanda. 

All wretched and distregt ; 

Yet Bure those ilk that wring my soul 
Obey thy high behegt 

Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act 
From cruelty or wrath ! 

O, free my weary eyes from teari. 

Or close them fast m death I 

But if 1 must afflicted be, 

To emt some wise design ; 

Then man my soul with firm resolref^ 

To bear and not repine I 
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A PIUYEB, 

W THE PKOBPECT OF DEATH. 

0 THOD, unknown, Almighty Cause 
0/ all my hope and fear ! 

In whose dread presence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps I must appear ' 

If I ha-ve wander’d in those paths 
Of life I ought to shun , — 

As something loudly in my breast 
Bemonstrates I hate done, — 

Thou know’st that Thou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong , 

And list’ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong 

Where human weakness has come short, 
Or fradty slept aside. 

Do Thou, All Good' — for such Thou art, 
In shades of darkness hide 

Where with intention 1 have err’d. 

No other plea 1 have, 

But, Thou art good ’ and goodness stdl 
Dehghteth to forgive 1 
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STANZAS, 

OM THB SAKE OCCASION. 


1 . 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ? 

Have I so found It full of pleasing charms ** 

Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between; 

Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ^ 

Or death’s unlovelj, drear j, dark abode? 

For guilt, for guilt'* my terrors are m arms* 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 

And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod- 

u 

Fain would 1 sa), “Forgne mj foul offence 
Fain promise never more to disobey 
But, should mj Author health again dispense. 

Again I might desert fair Virtue’s way 
Again in folly’s path might go astray ; 

Again exalt the brute, and sink the man , 

Then how should 1 for heav’nly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heav’nly Mercy’s plan ? 

Who sin so oft have mourn’d, y et to temptation ran t 

111 

O Thou, great Gov ernor of all below. 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 

Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea ; 

8* 
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With that controlling pow^ assist ev’n me. 
Those headlong, fiinoug passions to confine t 
For all unfit I feel my pow’rs to be, 

To rule their torrent in th’ allowed Ime ; 

O, aid me with thy help, Omnipotence diTme I 


VERSES, 

LEFT BY THE AIJTHOB AT A BETEEKND FKDSND’S HOHBI 
IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. 

L 

0 THOU, dread Pow’r, who reign’st aboye ; 

I know thou wilt me hear. 

When, for this scene of peace and love 
1 make my pray’r sincere 

IL 

The hoary sire — the mortal stroke, 

Long, long be pleas’d to spare I 
To bless his little filial flock. 

And show what good men are. 

in 

She, who her lovely offsprmg eyes 
With tender hopes and fears, 

0 bless her with a mother’s joys, 

But spare a mother’s tears I 


r». 

Their hope, their stay, them darling youth. 
In manhood’s dawning blush ; 
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Bleag mm, thou Ood of love and troth, 

Up to a parent’s wish I 

V 

The beauteous, seraph alster-band, 

'With earnest tears 1 pray, 

Thou know’st the snares on ev’ry hand, — 
Gmde Thou their steps alwayl 

VI 

When soon or late they reach that coast, 
O'er life’s rough ocean driv'n. 

May they rejoice, no wand’rer lost, 

A family m heav’n I 


A GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 

O Tnoc, who kindlj dost provide 
For ev’ry creature’s want! 

We bless thee, God of Nature wide, 
For all thy goodness lent 1 

And if It please thee, heav’nly Gmde, 
May never worse be sent , 

But whether granted or denied. 

Lord, bless us with content 1 

Anun. 
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THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wherever plac’d, 
Hath happiness m store, 

Who walks not in the wicked’s way. 
Nor learns their guilty lore I 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casts forth his eves abioad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God 

That man shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow , 

The fruitful top is spread on high, 
And firm the root below 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt, 
Shall to the ground be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast 

For why ? — that God me good adore, 
Hath giv’n them peace and rest, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne’er be truly blest. 
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TBE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE HINETIETH 
PSALM 

O THOU, the first, the greatest Friend 
Of all the human race ' 

Whose strong right hand has ever been 
Their stay and dwelling-place I 

Before the mountains heav’d their heads 
Beneath thv forming hand. 

Before this jiond'rous globe itself 
Arose at thj command , 

That Pow’r which rais’d, and still upholds 
This universal frame, 

From countless, unbeginning time, 

W as ever still the same 

Those might) periods of jears 
Which seem to us so vast, 

Appear no more before thy sight 
Than ) esterday that’s past. 

Thou gjv’t the word, — thy creature, man, 

Is to emstence brought ; 

Again thou say’st, “ Ye sons of men, 

Return ye into nought ' ” 

Thou layest them, with all their cares, 

In eveilasting sleep , 

As with a flood Thou tak’st them off 
With overwhelming sweep. 
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They flourish like the mormng flotr’r, 
In beauty’s pride array’d | 

But long ere night, cut down, it lies 
All wither'd and decay'd 


EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIENU. 

1 

I LANO hae thought, my youthfu’ friend, 
A something to have sent you, 

Tho’ It should serve no other end 
Than just a kind memento i 
But how the subject-theme may gang. 
Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn out a sang. 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

n 

Ye’ll try the world soon, my lad. 

And, Andrew dear, believe me. 

Ye’ll find mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may grieve ye I 
For care and trouble set your thought, 
Ev’n when your end ’s attained ; 

And a' your views may come to nought, 
When ev’ry nerve is strained. 

in 

I’ll no say men are villains a’ ; 

The real, harden’d, wicked, 

Wha hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few reatrioked — 
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But och I mankind are unco weak, 
An’ little to be trusted ; 

If tdf the wav’rmg balance shaae, 
It ’i rarely right adjusted I 


IT. 

Yet they wha fa’ in fortune’s stnte, 
Their fate we should na censure. 
For still th’ important end of life 
They equally may answer , 

A man may hae an honest heart, 
Tho’ poortith hourly stare him ; 
A man may tak’ a neebor’s part, 
Yet hae na cash to spare him 


V. 

Ay free, afif ban’, your story tell, 
When wi' a bosom-crony , 

But still keep something to yoursel’ 
ye'II scarcely tell to ony. 

Conceal joursel’ as weel’s ye can 
Frae critical dissection , 

But keek thro’ ev’ry other man, 

Wi’ sharpen’d, sly mspection 


VI. 

The sacred lowe o’ weel-plac’d love 
Luxuriantly indulge it , 

But never tempt th’ illicit rove, 
Tho’ naething should divulge it 
I waive the quantum o’ the sin. 

The hazard o’ oonceahng j 
But och ' it hardens a’ within. 

And petnfies the feelmg I 
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To catch dame Fortune’s golden smils^ 
Assiduous «ait upon her; 

And gather gear by ev’rj wile 
That’s justified by honor — 

Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a tram-attendant, 

But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent i 

VIII 

The fear o’ hell ’s a hangman’s whip. 
To hand the wretch in order, — 

But where ye feel your honor grip, 
Let that ay be your border , 

Its slightest touches, instant pause, — 
Debar a’ side pretences , 

And resolutely keep its laws, 

Uncaring consequences 

IX. 

The great Creator to revere, 

Must sure become the creature ; 

But still the preaching cant forbear, 
And ev’n the rigid feature , 

Yet ne’er with wits profane to range, 
Be complaisance extended , 

An atheist’s laugh ’s a poor exchange 
For Deity offended! 


X. 

When ranting round in pleasuie s ring 
Kehgion may be blinded , 

Or if she gie a random stmg, 

It may be bttle minded^ 
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But when on life we 're tempest-dnVn, 

A conscience but a canker — 

A correspondence fix’d Wi’ Heav’n, 

Is sure a nobler anchor I 

Xt. 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth 1 
Your heart can ne’er be wanting ; 

May prudence, fortitude, and truth, 

Erect j our brow undaunting ' 

In ploughman phrase, “ Gad send you speed," 
Still daily to grow wiser | 

And may you better reck the rede. 

Than ever did th’ adviser I 

May, 17M. 



BOOK n 


PATHETTC, EIjEGIAC, ASD DESCBIPrrVK 


MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN 

A Dl&OS 
h 

When chiU November’s butIt bl*«t 
Made fields and forests bare, 

One eT'ning, as I wander’d forth 
Along the banks of Ayr, 

1 spy’d a man, whose aged step 
Seem’d weary, worn with care , 

His face was furrow’d o’er with years, 
And hoary was his hair 

n 

Young stronger, whither wand’rest thou? 

(Began the rev’rend sage j) 

Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain. 
Or youthful pleasure’s rage ? 

Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me to mourn 
The miseries of man ! 


96 
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Ibe sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Oui -spreading far and wide, 

Where hundreds labor to support 
A haughty lordhng’s piide; 

I’ve seen jon weary winter sun 
Twice forty times return ; 

And ev’ry time has added proofs. 

That man was made to mourn. 

IV 

0 man ' while in thy early years. 

How prodigal of time ' 

Misspending all th^ precious hours, 

Thj glorious jouthful pnmel 
Alternate follies take the sway j 
Licentious passions burn ; 

Which tenfold force gives Nature’s law. 
That man was made to mourn 

V 

Look not alone on youthful prime. 

Or manhood’s active might , 

Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supjiorted in his right 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn, 

Then age and want, — oh ' ill-match’d pair i 
Show man was made to mourn. 

VI 

A few seem favorites of Fate, 

In Pleasure’s lap carest ; 

Yet, think not all the ncfa and great 
Are hkewise truly blest. 
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But, oh f what crowds, in ev'ry land. 
Are wretched and forlorn i 
Thro’ weary life this lesson learn, 
That man was made to mourn. 


VII. 

Many and sharp the num’rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 

More pointed still we make ourselves 
Regret, lemorse, and shame ! 

And man, whose heav’n-erected face 
The smiles of love adorn, 

Man’s inhumanity to man 

Miies cduntreiiT thousands mourn. 

vni. 

See yonder poor, o’erlabor’d wight, 

So abject, mean, and vile, 

Wlio begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil* 

And see his lordly fellow-worm. 

The poor petition spurn. 
Unmindful, tho’ a weeping wife 
And helpless offspring mourn. 


IX. 

If I’m design’d yon lordling’s slave. 
By Nature’s law design’d ; 

Why was an independent wish 
E’er planted in my mind? 

If not, why am I subject to 
Ills cruelty, or scorn P 
Or why has man the will and pow*! 
To make his fellow mourn ? 
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X. 

Yet let not this too much, my son, 
Disturb thy youthful breast; 

This partial view of humankind 
Is surely not the last ' 

The poor, oppiessed, honest man. 

Had never, sure, been born, 

Had there not been some recompense 
To comfoit those that mourn. 

XI 

O Death ' the poor man’s dearest friend. 
The kindest and the best' 

Welcome the liour ni) aged limbs 
Are laid with thee at rest' 

The great, the wc.dthj, fear thy blow, 
Fiom jiomp and phasure torn; 

But, oh ' a blest relief to those 
That weary-laden mourn I 


A WINTER NIGHT. 

Poor naked wrclchefl, wbercsoe cr yoa aro, 

That hUk the ptUing of this pitiless storm I 
How shail jtHirhoHspkss hpifls, and unfed eidn 
Your loop (1 and w liidow d raggedness cefend yon^ 
From seasons such as these? — MiOkESHaaaB 

When biting Boreas, fell and doure. 
Sharp shivers thro’ the leafless bow’r; 
When Phoebus gies a short-bv’d glow’r 
Far Bouth the lift, 

e* 
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Diui-dark’ning thro’ the flaky show^, 

Or whirlin’ drift 1 

Ae night the storm the steeples rock’d, 

Poor Labor sweet in sleep was lock’d, 

While hums, wi’ snawy wreaths up-chock’d. 

Wild-eddying swirl, 

Or thro’ the mining outlet hock’d, 

Down headlong hurl. 

List’ning, the doors an’ vimnocks rattle, 

I thought me on the ourie cattle, 

Or silly sheep, \i ha bide this brattle 
O’ winter war, 

And thro’ the drift, deeji-lairing sprattle. 
Beneath a scar. 

Ilk happing bird, wee helpless thing. 

That in the merry months o’ spring, 

Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What conies o’ thee ** 

Where wilt thou cow’r thy chitt’nng wing, 

An’ close thy e’e ? 

Ev’n you on murd’nng eriands toil’d. 

Lone, from your sat age homes exil’d. 

The blood-stam’d roost, and sheep-cote spod’d, 
My heart forgets. 

While pitiless the tempest wild 

Sole on you beats 

Now Phrebe, in her midnight reign. 

Dark muffled, view’d the dreary plain) 

Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Bose in my soul, 
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When on mj ear this plaintive strain, 

Slow, solemn, stole • — 

“ Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gfust I 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 

Descend, ye chilly, smotli’ring snows I 
Not all y our rage, as now united, shows 
More hard unkmdness, unrelenting. 

Vengeful malice, unrepenting. 

Than heav’n-illumm’d man on brother man bestows I 

“ See stern Oppression’s iron grip, 

Or mad Ambition’s gory hand, 

Sending, like blood-hounds from the shp. 

Woe, want, and murder o’er a land' 

“ Ev’n in the peaceful rural vale, 

Truth, weejiing, tells the mournful tale, 

How pamper’d luxury, flatt’ry by her side, 

The parasite empoisonmg her ear, 

With all the servile wretches in the rear. 

Looks o’er proud property extended wide, 

And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil upholds the glitt’ring show, 

A cieature of another kind, 

Some coarser substance, unrefin'd, 

Plac’d for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below 

“ Where, where is love’s fond, tender throe. 

With lordly Honor’s lofty brow. 

The pow’rs you proudly own ? 

Is there, beneath love’s noble name. 

Can harbor, dark, the selfish aim. 

To bless himself alone t 
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“ Mark maiden innocence, a prey 
To love-pretending snares , 

This boasted honor turns away, 

Shunning soft pity’s rising sway. 

Regardless of the tears, and unavailing prayers ! 
Perhaps, this hour, in mis’rj’s squalid nest. 

She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 

And with a mother’s fears shrieks at the rocking bl ast 

“ O ye 1 who, sunk in beds of down, 

Feel not a want but what yourselves create. 

Think for a moment on his wretched fate. 

Whom friends and fortune quite disown • 
ni satisfied keen nature’s clam’rous call. 

Stretch’d on his straw, he lays himself to sleep. 
While thro’ the ragged roof and rhinky wall. 

Chill o’er his slumbeis piles the dnftv heap ' 
Think on the dungeon’s gum confine. 

Where guilt and poor misfortune pine! 

Guilt, erring man, relenting viewl 
But shall thy legal rage pursue 
The wretch alieady ciushed low 
By cruel fortune’s undeserv ed blow ? 

Affliction’s sons are brothers in distress, 

A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bhss ' ” 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the pouthery snaw 
And hail’d the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw 

But deejf this truth impress’d my mind— 

Thro’ all his works abroad. 

The heart, benevolent and kmd, 

The must resembles God, 
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WINTER. 

A DISQX. 

I. 

The wintry west extends his blast, 

And hail and ram does blaw , 

Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 
The blinding sleet and snaw 
While tumbling brown, the burn comes down, 
And roars fiae bank to brae ; 

And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day 

II 

“ The sweeping blast, the sky o’ercast,” • 

The joyless winter dhy. 

Let others fear, to me more dear 
Than all the pride of Maj I 
The temjiest’s howl, it soothes my soul. 

My griefs it seems to join. 

The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mme 1 

ni 

Thou Pow’i Supreme, whose mighty scheme 
These woes of mine fulfil. 

Here, firm, I rest — they must be best. 
Because they are thy will ' 


Dr Yonag 
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Then all I want, (O, do thou grant 
This one request of mine I) 

Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 
Assist me to resign. 


DESPONDENCY. 

AN ODE 


I. 

Oppress’d with gnef, oppress’d with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh ; 

O life, thou art a galling load, 

A long, a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as 1 ! 

Dim, backward as I cast my view, 

What sick’ning scenes appear * 

What sorrows yet may pierce me thro’, 
Too justly I may fear ' 

Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter doom ; 

My woes here shall close ne’er. 

But with the closing tomb I 

u 

Happy, ye sons of busy life. 

Who, equal to the busthng strife, 

No other view regard ! 

Ev’n when the wished end ’s denied. 

Yet while the busy means axe ply’d. 

They bring their own reward ; 



OEIll^ONl>ENCT 

{^presRiK] with grtef, oppreiwert with cure* 
A banleii more utan 1 uui b«ni , 
i £it me down vid 
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Whilst 1, a hope-abandon’d wight. 
Unfitted with an aim, 

Meet ev’ry sad returning night. 

And joyless morn, the same. 

You, bustling and justlmg, 

Forget each grief and pam ; 

I, listless, jet restless. 

Find ev’ry prospect vam 

m 

Hon blest the Solitary’s lot, 

Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Will in his humble cell, 

The cavern nilj nuh tangling riots. 

Sits o’er Ins newly-gather’d fruits, 
Beside his crjstal well' 

Or, hajily, to his evening thought, 

By unfrequented stream. 

The ways of men are distant brought, 

A faint collected dream , 

AVhile piaising, and raising 

Ills thoughts to lleav’n on high, 
As nand’ring, meand’iing, 

He views the solemn sky 

IV 

Then I, no lonely hermit plac’d 
Where never human footstep trac’d, 

Less fit to plaj the part , 

The lucky moment to improve. 

And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art 
But an ' those pleasures, loves, and joys. 
Which I too keenly taste, 

'The Solitary can despise. 
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Han want, and yet be blest ! 

He needs not, he heeds not, 

Or human love or hate, 

Whilst I here must cry here, 

At perfidy ingrate ! 

V 

Oh* enviable, early days, 

AVhen dancing, thoughtless pleasure’s mue, 
To rare, to guilt unknown ! 

How ill exchang’d for riper times, 

To feel the follies, or the crimes, 

Of otheis, or my own * 

Ye tiny eh es that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush, 

Ye little know the ills je court. 

When manhood is j our wish 1 
The losses, the crosses. 

That active man engage 1 
The fears all, the tears all, 

Of dun, declining age I 


TO RUIN. 

I. 

All hail * inexorable lord I 
At whose destruction-breathing word 
The mightiest empires fall I 
Thy cruel, wo-dehghted tram, 

The ministeis of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all t 
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With stern, resolv’d, despairing eye, 
I see each aimed dart ; 

For one has cut my dearest tie. 

And quivers m my heart. 

Then low’nng and pouring. 

The storm no more I dread ; 
Tho’ thick’mng and black’nmg 
Round my devoted head. 


II. 

And thou, gum power, by life abhorr’d. 
While life a pleasure can afford, 

Oh ' hear a wretch’s praj er ' 

No more I shrink appall’d, afraid, 

I court, I beg thy fiiendly aid, 

To close this scene of care ' 

When shall my soul, in silent peace. 
Resign life’s joyless day | 

My weary heart its throbbings cease. 
Cold mould’nng in the clay ? 

No fear more, no tear more, 

To stram my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace I 


LAMENT OF MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS, 

ON THE ATVROACB 07 SPBINO. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 
On ev’ry blooming tree. 

And spreads her sheets o’ daisies white 
Out o’er the grassy lea j 
10 
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Now Phoebus cheers the crystal stresnUi 
And glads the azure skies } 

But nought can glad the weary wight 
That fast in durance hes 

Now lav’rocks wake the merry mom. 
Aloft on dewy wing , 

The merle, in his noontide bow’r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring j 
The mavis wild, wi’ many a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest ; 

In lo\e and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi’ care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae; 

The hawthorn ’s budding in the glen. 
And milk-white is the slae • 

The meanest hind m fair Scotland 
May rove the sweets amang; 

But I, the Queen of a’ Scotland, 

Maun he in prison strang 

I was the Queen o’ home France, 

Where happy 1 hae been ; 

Fu’ lightly raise I in the morn, 

As blithe lay dow n at e’en , 

And I’m the sov’reign of Scotland, 

And monie a traitor there; 

Yet here I he m foreign bands. 

And never-ending care 

But as for thee, thou false woman, 

My sister and my fae, 

Onm Vengeance yet shall whet a sword 
That thro’ thy soul shall gae > 
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The weeping blood in woman’s breast 
Was never known to thee , 

Nor th’ balm that draps on wounds of woe 
Frae woman’s pitying e’e. 

My son ' my son ! may kinder stars 
Upon thy fortune shine ; 

And may those pleasures gild thy reign 
That ne’er wad blink on mine ! 

God keep thee frae thy mother's fees, 

Or turn their hearts to thee , 

And where thou meet’st thy mother’s friend, 
Remember him for me I 

O ' soon, to me, may summer-suns 
Nae mair light up the morn ' 

Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 
Wave o’er the yellow com ' 

And, in the narrow house o’ death, 

Let winter round me rave 1 
And the next flowers that deck the spring 
Bloom on my peaceful grave f 
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THE LAMENT, 

OOCABIONBD BT THE DHPOETITNATK ISSTJS OF B 

friend’s amour. 

Alfts 1 how ofl does Qoo&ness wound Itself, 

And sweet Affection prove the spring of woe I 


0 THOU pale orb, that silent shines, 

While care-untroubled mortals sleep ' 

Thou seest a wretch that inly pines. 

And wanders here to wail and weep. 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam , 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life and love are all a dream. 

n 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly-marked distant hill ; 

I joyless \iew thy trembling horn 
Beflected m the gurgling nil 
My fondly -fluttering htsirt, be still 1 

Thou busy power, Kemembranoe, cease I 
Ah' must the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returmng peace ! 

m 

No idly-fpign’d poetic pains 

My sad love-lorn lamentmgs claim ; 

No shepherd’s pipe — Arcadian strains i 
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No fabled tortures, quaint aqd tame, 
The plighted faith, the mutual flame. 

The oft-attested Pow’rs above , 

The promis’d F ather’s tender name , 
These were the pledges of my love 

rv 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptur’d moments flown 1 
How have I wished for fortune’s charms. 
For her dear sake, and hers alone > 

And must I think it ' is she gone, 

Mj secret heait’s exult.iig boast? 

And does she heedless hear my groan P 
And IS she eier, e\ei lost P 


V. 

Uh ' can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honor, lost to truth. 

As from the fondest loser part. 

The plighted husband of her youth P 
Alas ' life's path niaj be unsmooth ' 

Her way may he thro’ rough distress , 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe, 
Her sorrows share, and make them less? 

VI 

Ye winged hours that o’er us passed. 
Enraptur’d more, the more enjoy’d. 

Your dear remembrance in my breast 
My fondly -treasur’d thoughts employ’d. 
That breast, how dreary now, and void. 

For her too scanty once of room I 
Ev’n ev’ry ray of hope destroy’d, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom. 

10 * 
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vn. 

The morn that warns th’ approaching day 
Awakes me up to tod and woe ; 

I see the hours, in long array, 

That I must suffer, ling’rmg slow: 

Full many a pang, and many a throe, 

Keen recollection’s direful tram, 

Must wring mj soul, ere Phoebus, low 
Shall kiss the distant western mam 

Pin 

And when my nightly couch I try. 

Sore harass’d out with care and grief, 

My tod-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye. 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief 5 
Or if I slumber, Fancy, chief, 

Reigns haggard-wild, m sore affright ; 

Ev’n day, all-bitter, bnngs relief 

From such a horror-breathing night. 

EX. 

Oh ' thou bright queen, who o’er th’ expanse 
Now highest reign’st, with boundless sway, 
Oft has thy sdeiit-marking glance 
Observ’d us, fondly-wand’nng, stray I 
The time, unheeded, sped away. 

While Love’s luxurious pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 

I'o mark the mutual kindling eye. 

X 

Oh I scenes in strong remembrance set t 
Scenes never, never to return I 
Scenes, if m stupor I forget, 

Agam 1 feel, agam I bum 1 
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From ev’ry joy and pleasure torn, 
Life’s weary vale I’ll wander thro’ , 
And hopeless, comfortless, I’ll mourn 
A faithless woman’s broken vow. 


LAMENT 

•F A MOTHEB FOR THE DEATH OF HER BOM. 

’Tune — “ Ftnlayston Mouse.” 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped. 

And pierc’d my darling’s heart , 

And with him all the joys ore fled 
Life can to me impart. 

By cruel hands the sapling drops. 

In dust dishonor’d laid , 

So fell the pnde of all my hopes. 

My age’s future shade 

The mother linnet in the brake 
Bewails her ravish’d young j 
So I, for my lost darling’s sake, 

Lament the live-day long, 

Death, oft I’ve fear’d thy fatal blow, 

Now, fond, I bare my breast ; 

O, do thou kindly’ lay me low, 

With him 1 love, at rest I 
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LAMENT 

FOB JAAfES, EABL OF GLENCAIBW. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills, 

By fits the sun’s departinij beam 
Look’d on the fading yellow woods 
That wav’d o’er Lugar’s winding stream 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard, 

Laden with years and nieikle pain, 

In loud lament bewail’d his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely ta’en 

He lean’d him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk was mould’iing down with years, 
His locks were bleached white wi’ time, 

His hoary cheek was wet wi’ tears ' 

And as he touch’d his trembling harp, 

And as he tun’d his doleful sang, 

The winds, lamenting tin o’ their caves. 

To Echo bore the notes alang 

“ Ye scatter’d birds that faintly sing, 

The reliques of the vernal quire' 

Ye woods that shed on a’ the winds 
The honors of the aged year I 
A few short months, and glad and gay, 

Again ye’ll chaim the ear and e’e 
But nocht, in all revolving time, 

Can gladness bring again to me. 
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a bending, aged tree, 
ihat long has stood the wind and rainj 
dut now has come a cruel blast, 

And my last hald of earth is gane , 

Nae leaf o’ mine shall gieet the spring, 

Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom , 

But I maun lie befoie the storm, 

And itheis plant them in my room 

‘ I ’ve seen sae moiiie changefu’ j ears. 

On earth I am .i stranger grown , 

I wander in the ways of men. 

Alike unknoHing and unknown . 

Unheard, unpitiod, uniclieved, 

I bear alano my lade o’ care. 

For silent, low, on beds of dust, 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share 

" And last, (the sum o’ all my griefs I) 

My noble master lies in day , 

The flow’r amang our barons bold. 

His countiy’s pnde, his country’s stay: 

In weart being now I pine, 

For a’ the life of life is dead. 

And hojie has left my aged ken. 

On forwaid wing for ever fled 

“ Awake thy last sad soice, my harp, 

The \oice of woe and wild despair ' 

Awake ' resound thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evertnair ' 

And thou, my last, best, only fiiend, 

That filkst an untimely tomb. 

Accept this tiibute from the bard 
Thou brought from fortune’s mirkest gloom. 
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“ In poverty’s low, barren vale, 

Thick mists, obscure, involv’d me round 
Tho’ oft I turn’d the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found 
Thou found’st me, like the morning sun. 
That melts tne fogs in limpid air , 

The friendless bard, and rustic song. 
Became alike thy fost’nng care 

" Oh ' why has worth so short a date P 
While villains ripen gray with time, 
Must thou, the noble, gen’rous, great. 

Fall in bold manhood’s hardy prime P 
Why did I lit e to see that day i* 

A daj to me so full of woe ' 

O, had I met the mortal shaft 
Which laid my benefactor low I 

“ The bridegroom may forget the bride 
Was made lus wedded wife yestreen | 
The monarch may forget the crown 
That on his head an hour has been ; 

The mother may forget the child 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee | 
But I’ll remember thee, Glencairn, 

And b’ that thou hast done for me I ” 
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LINES, 

BENT TO BIB JOHN WHITEFORD, OF WHITEFOBD, 
BART., -WITH THE FOREGOmO POEIL 

Thou who thy honor as thy God rerer’st, 

TVho, save thy mind’s reproach, nought eartUy fear’s^ 
To thee this votive off’rmg I impart. 

The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 

The friend thou valued’st, I the patron lov’d ; 

His worth, his honor, all the world approv’d. 

WoH mourn till we too go as he has gone, 

And tread the dreary path to that dark world unknown. 


STRATHALLAN’S LAMENT. 

Thickest night o’erhangs my dwelling I 
Howling tempests o’er me rave ! 
Turbid torrents wintry swelling, 

Still surround my lonely cave. 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing, 

Busy haunts of base mankind. 
Western breezes softly blowing. 

Suit not my distracted mmd. 

In the cause of right engaged, 

Wrongs mjunoiu to redress. 
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Honor’s war we strongly waged, 
But the Heavens denied success. 

Ruin’s wheel has driven o’er us, 
Not a hope that dare attend ; 
The wide world is all before us. 
But a world without a fnend ! 


THE CHEVALIER’S LAMENT 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves returning, 
The murmuring streamlet winds clear thro’ the vale 
The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the morning. 
And wild-scatter’d cowslips bedeck the green dale 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair. 
While the lingering moments are number’d by care ? 
No flow’rs gajly springing, nor birds sweetly singing. 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair 

The deed that I dar’d, could it merit their malice, 

A king and a father to place on his throne ? 

His right are these hills, and his right are these valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, but 1 can find non# 

But ’tis not my sufferings, thus wretched, forlorn, — 
My brave, gallant friends, ’tis your ruin I mourn , 

Your deeds prov'd so loyal in hot, bloody trial, — 

Alas I can I make you no sweeter return I 
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THE AUTHOR’S FAREWELL TO HIS NATIVE 
COUNTRY. 

Tune — “Hoslin Castle.” 

1 

The gloomy mght i9 gath’nng fast, 

Loud roars the wild, inconstant blast , 

Yon murky cloud is foul with ram, 

I see It driving o’er the plain , 

The hunter now has left the moor, 

The scatter’d coveys meet secure. 

While here I wander, prest with care. 

Along the lonely banks of Ayr 

II 

The Autumn mourns her rip’nmg com, 

By early Wiiitei’s ravage tom. 

Across her placid azuie sky 

She sees the scowling tempest fly 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 

I think upon the stormy wave. 

Where many a danger I must dare. 

Far from the borne banks of Ayr 

III 

'Tis not the suiging billows’ roar, 

’Tis not that fatal, deadly shore 
Though death in ey’ry shape appear, 

The wretched have no more to fear , 

But round my heart the ties are bound, 

That heart transpieic’d with many a wound! 

11 
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These bleed afresh, those ties I tear, 

To leave the home banks of Ayr. 

IV 

Farewell 1 old Coda’s hills and dales. 

Her heathy moors and winding vales. 

The scenes where wretched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 

Farewell, my friends! farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those • 
The bursting tears my heart declare. 
Farewell the home banks of Ayr. 


FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former thoughts renew, 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Jiow s sad aad last adieu ' 

Bonie Doon, sae sweet and gloamin’, 
Fare thee weel before I gang 1 

Borne Doon, whare, early roaming, 
First I weav’d the rustic sang I 

Bow’rs, adieu, whare Love, decoying, 
First inthrall’d this heart o’ mine, 

There the safest sweets enjoying. 
Sweets that Mem’ry ne’er shall tyne t 

Friends, so near my bosom ever, 

Ye hae render’d moments dear i 
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Bat, oIm I when farc’d to sever, 

Then the stroke, O how severe I 

Friends ' that parting tear, reserve it, 
Tho’ *tiB doubly dear to me , 

Could I think I did deserve it. 

How much happier would I be 1 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew. 
Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Now a sad and last adieu * 


THE FAHEWELL TO THE BRETHREN OF ST. 
JAMES S LODGE, TARBOLTON. 

Ttoe — “ Good night, and joy be tot’ you a’,” 

I 

Adieu ' a heart-warm, fond adieu I 
Dear brothers of the mystic tye I 
Ye favor’d, ye enhghten’d few. 

Companions of my social joy ! 

Tho’ J to foreign lands must hie. 

Pursuing fortune’s shddery ba’. 

With melting heart, and brimful eye. 

I’ll mind you still, tho’ far awa’ 

n. 

Oft have I met your social band, 

And spent the cheerful, festive night ; 
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Oft, honor’d with supreme command, 
Presided o’er the sons of light : 

And by that hieroglyphic bright. 
Which none but craftsmen ever saw. 
Strong mem’ry on my heart shall write 
Those happy scenes, when far awa’. 

Ill 

May freedom, harmony, and love, 
Unite you in the grand design. 
Beneath the Omniscient Eye above. 
The glorious Architect divine ' 

That yon may keep th’ unerring Ime, 
Still rising by the plummet’s law. 
Till order bright completely shine. 
Shall be my jiray’r when far awa’. 


IV. 

And you, farewell ' whose merits claim. 
Justly, that highest badge to wear ' 
Heav’n bless your honor’d, noble name, 
To Masonry and Scotia dear ’ 

A last request permit me here — 
When yearly ye assemble a’. 

One round — I ask it with a tear — 

To him, the Bard that’s far awa’ I 
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FABEWELL TO ELIZA. 
Tone — “ OMeroy ” 


I. 

From thee, Ehza, I must go, 

And from m) natite shore. 

The cruel fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean’s roar 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 
Between mj lose and me. 

They never, never can divide 
My heart and soul from thee 

II 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that 1 adore ' 

A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We jiart to meet no more. 

But the last tlirob that leaves my heart, 
While death stands victor by, 

That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh ' 

11 * 
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HIGHLAND MARY 

Ttob — “ Kathanne Ogie.” 

Yb banks, and biaes, and streams around 
The castle o’ Montgomery, 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 
Your waters never drumlie ! 

There simmer first uiifauld her robes, 

And there the langest tarry , 

For there I took the last fareweel 
O’ my sweet Highland Mary. 


How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk. 
How rich the hawthorn’s blossom , 

As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp’d her to my bosom ! 

The golden hours, on angel wings. 

Flew o’er me and ray dearie , 

For dear to me as light and life 
Was my sweet Highland Mary. 


W/ many a vow, and lock’d embrace, 

Our parting was fu’ tender, 

And, pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore oursel’s asunder 
But oh ! fell death’s untimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 

Now green ’s the sod and cauld ’s the clay 
That wraps my Highland Mary I 
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O, pale, pale now, those rosy hps 
I aft hae kiss’d sae fondly ! 

And clos’d for ay the sparkling glance 
That dwelt on me sae kindly' 

And mould’nng how, in silent dust, 
That heart that lo’d me dearly I 
But still, within my bosom’s core. 
Shall live my Highland Mary 


TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Thou ling’ring star, with less’ning ray, 

That lov’st to greet the early mom. 

Again thou usher’st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was tom 
O Mary ' dear departed shade ' 

Where is thy jilace of blissful rest 1 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid P 
Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breati P 

'That sacred hour can I forget P 
Can 1 forget the hallow’d grove. 

Where, by the winding Ayr, we met. 

To live one day of parting love P 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past ; 

Thy image at our last embrace — 

Ah I little thought we ’twas our last I 

• Ayr, gurghng, kiss’d his peppled shore, 

O’erhung with wild-woods, thick’mng, green, 
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The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin’d am’rous round the raptur’d scene ; 
The flow'rs sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on ev’ry spray. 

Till too, too soon the glowing west 
Proclaim’d the speed ot winged day 

StilL o’er these scenes my mem’ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care' 

I'lme but th’ impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary ' dear departed shade ' 

Where is thy blissful place of rest 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ^ 

Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast P 


ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS BURNET, 

OF MONBODDO 

Life ne’er exulted in so rich a prize 
As Burnet, loiely, from her native skies , 

Nor envious Death so triumiih’d m a blow. 

As that which laid th’ accomplish’d Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget? 

In richest ore the biightest jewel set ' 

In thee, high Heav’n above was truest shown, 

As by his noblest work the Godhead best is known. 

In vain je flaunt m summer’s pride, je groves; . 
Thou crystal streamlet, with thy flow’ry shore. 
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Ye woodland chon that chant your idle lo^ea. 

Ye cease to charm — Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, inmix’d with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor’d ; 
Ye rugged cliffs, o’erhanging dreary glens, 

To you I fly — ye with my soul accord 

Princes, whose cumb’rous pride was all their woith, 
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail P 
And thou, sweet excellence ' forsake our earth, 

And not a muse in honest grief bewail P 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty’s pnde. 

And virtue’s light, that beams beyond the spheres, 
But, like the sun eclips’d at mornmg tide. 

Thou left’st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent’s heart that nestled fond in thee, 

That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care I 
So deck’d the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ; 

So from it ravish’d, leaves it bleak aud bare 


VERSES, 

OK KEAllING IN A NEW8PAPEB THE DEATH OF JOHN 
H’LEOD, ESa, BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY A PAE- 
TICtTLAR FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR’S 
Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful thy alarms ; 

Death tears the brother of her love 
From Isabella’s arms. 
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Sweetij deck’d mtb pearly dei> 

The monung rose may bloir ; 

But cold, luccesBiTe noontide blaata 
May lay its beauties low 

Fair on Isabella’s mom 
The sun propitious smil’d ; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil’d. 

Fata oft tears the bosom chords 
That Nature finest strung ; 

So IsabeUa’s heart was form’d, 

And so that heart was wrung 

Dread Omnipotence alone 
Can heal the wound he gave j 

Can point the brimful, gnef-wom eyM 
To scenes beyond the grave 

Virtue’s blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no with’nng blast j 

’There Isabella’s spotlesa worth 
Shall happy be at last. 
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SONNET 

OB THE DEATH OP BOBEBT BIDDEL, ESQ, OT GLEB 
BIDDEL, APBIL, 1794. 

No more, ye warblers of the wood, no more, 

Nor pour jour descant, grating on my soul , 

Thou young-eyed Spring, gay m thy verdant stole. 
More welcome weie to me grim Winter’s wildest roar, 
How can je charm, je flow’rs, wilh all your dyes** 

Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my fiiend * 

How can I to tlie tuneful strain attend ** 

That strain flows round th’ uiiUmely tomb where Riddel 
hes* 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe, 

And soothe the Virtues weeping on this bier • 

The Man of Worth, who has not left his peer 
Is in his “ narrow house,” for ever darklj low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet, 

Me, mem’ry of my loss will only meet. 


VERSES 

OB THE DEATH OF SIR JAMES HUNTEB BLAOt. 

The lamp of day, with ill-presagmg glare, 

Dim, cloud} , sunk beneath the western wave ; 
Th’ inconstant blast howl’d thro’ the dark’ning ail 
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. 
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Lone as I wander’d by each cliff and dell, 

Once the lov’d haunts of Scotia’s royal train ; • 

Or mus’d where limpid streams once hallow’d well,f 
Or mould’ring rums mark the sacred fane , | 

Tb’ increasing blast roar’d round the beetling rocks, 
The clouds, swift-wing’d, flew o'er the starry sky, 

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks, 

And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the bvid east. 

And ’mong the cliffs disclosed a statelj form, 

In weeds of woe, that fianlic beat her breast, 

And mixt her wailings with the raving storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 

Twas Caledonia’s trophied shield I view’d I 

Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe, 

The light’ning of her eye in tears imbu’d 

Revers’d that spear, redoubtable m war. 

Reclin’d that banner, erst in fields unfurl’d, 

. That like a deathful meteor gleam’d afar, 

And brav’d the mighty monarchs of the world 

“ My patriot son fills an untimely grave ' ” 

With accents wild and lifted arms she cried, 

*' Low lies the hand that oft was stretch’d to save. 
Low lies the heart that swell’d with honest pride I 

“ A weeping country joins a widow’s tear. 

The helpless poor mix with the orphan’s cry ; 


* The KiiiK e Park, at Holyraad HauM t Bt Anthonr'i' WeU. 
t St Anthony a Chapei 
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The drooping Arts surround their patron's lier, 
And grateful Science heaves the heartfelt sigh. 

“ I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; * 

1 saw fair Freedom’s blossoms richly blow; 

But ah ' how hope is boin hut to expire ' 
Relentless fate has laid this guardian low. 

“ My patriot falls * but shall he lie unsung, 

While empty greatness saves a worthless name ? 

No* ev’ry muse shall join her tuneful tongue, 

And future ages hear his growing fame. 

“ And I will join a mother’s tender cares, 

Thro’ future times to make his virtues last, 

That distant years may boast of other Blairs! ” — 
She said, and vanish’d with the sweeping blast. 


ADDRESS 

ro THE SHADE OF THOMSON, ON CROWNING HIS BUST 
AT EDNAM, BOXBUUGHSUIRE, WITH BATS. 

While virgin Spring, by Eden’s flood. 

Unfolds her tender mantle green. 

Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes AHolian strains between. 

While Summer, with a matron grace. 

Retreats to Diy burgh’s cooling shade. 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade ; 

12 
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While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects bis aged bead, 

And sees, with self-approving mind, 

- Each creature on his bounty fed ; 

While maniac Winter rages o’er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 
Rousing the turbid torrent’s roar. 

Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows. 

Bo long, sweet poet of the year. 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won, 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son 1 


EPITAPH 

FOB THE author’s FATHER 

O TE, whose cheek the tear of pity stains. 

Draw near with pious rev’rence, and attend ; 
Here he the loving husband’s dear remains. 

The tender father, and the gen’rous friend. 

The pitying heart that felt for human woe , 

The dauntless heart that fear’d no human pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe, 

“ For ev’n his failings loan'd to virtue's side " * 


* QoldfntiUi 
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FOR R. A, ESa 

Rho'W thou, 0 stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov’d, much honor’d name^ 
(For none that knew him need be told,) 
A warmer heart Death ne’er made cold. 


ON A FRIEND. 

As honest man here lies at rest. 

As e’er God with his image blest ; 

The friend of man, the friend of truth ; 
The friend of age, the guide of youth : 
Few hearts, like his, with virtue warm'd. 
Few heads with knowledge so mform’d ; 

If there ’s another world, he lives in bliss ; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 


A BARD’S EPITAPH- 

Is there a whim-inspir’d fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool F 
Let him draw near. 
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And owre this grassy heap sing dool, 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song, 

Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 
That weekly this area throng ? 

0, pass not by ' 

But with a frater-feeling strong. 

Here heave a sigh. 

la there a man, whose judgment clear 
Can others teach the course to steer. 

Yet runs, himself, life’s mad career. 

Wild as the wave!* 

Here pause, — and, thro’ the starting tear 
Survey this grave 

The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know, 

And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And softer flame , 

But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And stain’d his name I 

Reader, attend — whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole. 

Or darkly grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit , 

Know, prudent, cautious self-control 
Is wisdom’s rooL 
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VERSES 

OK THE BIETH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, BORN IN 
PECULTAB CIRCUMSTANCES OP FAMILY DISTRESS. 

Sweet flow’ret, pledge o’ meikle love, 

And ward o’ monie a pray’r. 

What heart o’ stane wad thou nae move, 

Sae helpless, sw eet, and fair ! 

November hirplea o’er the lea, 

Chill on thy lovely form ; 

And gane, alas * the shelt’nng tree. 

Should shield thee frae the storm 

May lie who gives the ram to pour, 

And wings the blast to blaw, 

Protect thee fiae the diiving show’r. 

The bitter frost and snaw’ 

May He, the frit nd of woe and want, 

Who heals life’s various stounds, 

Protect and guaid the mother-plant, 

And heal her cruel wounds 

But late she flout ish’d, rooted fast, 

Fair on the summer morn , 

Now, feebly bends she iii the blast. 

Unshelter’d and forlorn 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem 
Unscatli’d by ruffian hand , 

And fiom thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land. 

12 * 
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LINES 

OK 8CASIK0 SOME WATER-FOWI, IK LOCH TITBIT, A 
WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF OITQHTEBTTBB. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake, 

For me your wat’ry haunt forsake P 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly P 
Why disturb your social joys. 

Parent, filial, kindred ties P 
Common fnend to you and me. 

Nature’s gifts to all are free I 
Peaceful keep your dimphng ware 
Busy feed or wanton lave , 

Or, beneath the sbelt’ring rock. 

Bide the surging billow’s shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race. 

Soon, too soon, your fears I trace ; 

Man, your proud, usurping foe. 

Would he lord of all below , 

Plumes himself in Freedom’s prides 
Tyrant stern to all beside 

The eagle from the cliffy brow 
Marking you his prey below. 

In his breast no pity dwells. 

Strong necessity compels 

But man, to whom alone is giv’n 

A ray direct from pitying Heav’n, 
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Glories in his heart humane, 

And creatures for his pleasure s am 

In these savage, liquid plains, 

Only known to wand’ring swams, 
Where the mossy riv’let strays. 

Far from human haunts and ways, 

All on Nature you depend, 

And life’s poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man’s superior might, 

Dare invade your native right. 

On the lofty ether borne, 

Man with all his powers you scorn ; 
Sw iftly seek, on clanging wings, 
Other lakes and othei springs ; 

And the foe you cannot brave. 

Scorn at least to be bis slave. 


SONNET 

WBITTEN ON THE 25TU OF JANUAEY, 1793, THE BIRTH- 
DAY OF THE AUTHOR, ON HEARING A THEUEH, IN 
A MORNING WALK. 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough j 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain , 

See ' aged Winter, ’mid his surly reign. 

At th; blithe carol clears his furrow’d brow. 

So, in lone Poverty’s dominion drear. 

Sits meek Content, with light, unanxious heart, 
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Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part. 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee, Author of this op’ning day, 

Thou whose bright suit noii gilds yon orient skies I 
Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys. 

What wealth could ne\er give nor take away 1 
Yet come, thou child of poverty and care, 

The nute high Heav’n bestow’d, that mite with thee I’L 
share. 


ON SENSIBILITY. 

TO MY DEAa AND MUCH HONORED FRIEND, MSB. 

DDNLOP, OF DUNLOP 

Sensibility ' how charming, 

Thou, mj friend, caiist truly tell ; 

But distress, with horrois arming. 

Thou hast .ilso known too well 

Fairest flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny i ay , 

Let the blast sweep o’er the valley. 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-loik cliai m the forest. 

Telling o’er his little joys; 

Hapless bird ' a prey the surest 
To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure, 

Finer feelings can bestow ; 

Choids that \ibrate sweetest pleasure. 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 
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TO A MOUSE, 

OB TUHNINO HEK DP m HER NEST, WITH THJ 
PLODOE, NOVEMBER, 1785. 

Wee, sleekit, cow’rm’, tim’rous beastiel 
O, what a panic ’a m thy breastie > 

Thou need nae start awa sae hasty, 

Wi’ hitkenii’ brattle ' 

I wad be laith to nn an' chase thee, 

Wi’ murd’rmg pattle I 

I truly sorrow man’s dominion 
Has broken Nature’s social union. 

An’ justifies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor eaith-born compamon. 

An’ fellow-mortal ' 

1 doubt na, whyles but thou may thieve 1 
What then ? [loor beastie, thou maun hve 1 
A daimen-icUer m a thrave 
’S a sma’ request 
I’ll get a blessin’ wi’ the lave, 

And never miss ’t ! 

Thy wee bit housie, too, m rum ! 

Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’ , 

An' naething, now, to big a new we 
O’ foggage green , 

An’ bieak December win’s ensum’, 

Baith snell and keen f 
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Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste, 
An’ weary winter coinin’ fast, 

An’ coiae here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell. 

Till, crash ' the cruel coulter past 
Out thro’ thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble 
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble ' 
Now thou’s turn’d out for a’ thy trouble, 
But house or hauld, 

To tWe the winter’s sleety dribble, 

An’ cranreuch cauld ! 

But, mousie, thou art'nd'thy Igne, 

In proving foresight may be vain ,’ 

The best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men, 
Gang aft a-gley, 

An' lea’e us nought but grief and pain 
For promis’d joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me I 
The present only toucheth thee , 

But, ocb I 1 backward cast my e’e. 

On prospects drear I 
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see, 

1 guess an’ fiearf 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

OK TUKKINQ ONB DOWN WITH THE PLODQH IK 
APRIL, 1786 

Wee, modest, cnmson-tipped flow’r, 

Thou’st met me m an evil hour ; 

For I maun crush amang the stoure 
Thy slender stem ; 

To spare thee now is past my pow’r, 

Thou home gem 

Alas I It ’s no thy neebor sweet. 

The borne Lark, companion meet, Atw ^ 
Bending thee ’mang the dewy wjjet, 

Wi’ speckled breast. 

When upward-spnnging, blithe, to greet 
The purpling east 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting North 
Upon thy early, humble birth ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 
Amid the storm. 

Scarce rear’d above the parent-earth 
Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow’rs our gardens yield. 

Hi g h shelt’nng woods and wa’s maun shield | 
But thou, beneath the random bield, 

O’ clod or stane. 

Adorns the histie stibble-field, 

Unseen, alana. 
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There, m thy scanty mantle clad, 

Thy snawie bosom sunward spread. 

Thou lifts thy unassuming head, 

In humble guise; 

But now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou hes 1 

Such 18 the fate of artless maid. 

Sweet flow’ret of the rural shade I 
By love’s simplicity betray’d. 

And guileless trust ; 

Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 
Low i’ the dust 

Such IS the fate of simple bard. 

On life's rough ocean luckless stair’ds 
Unskilful he to note the card 
Of prudent lore. 

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o’er 

Such fate to suff’ring worth is giv’n, 

Who long with wants and woes has Btriir*]i, 
By human pnde or cunning dnv’n 
To misery’s brink , 

Till, wrench’d of ev’ry stay but Heav’n, 
He, ruin’d, sink 1 

Ev’n thou who mourn’d the daisy’s fate, 
That fate is thine — no distant date; 

Stern Ruin’s ploughshare drives, elate, 

Full on thy bloom , 

Till, crush’d beneath the furrow’s weighty 
Shall be thy doom. 
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THF BUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATER,* 

TO TIIE NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE 

Mt lord, I know jour noble ear 
Woe ne’er assails m sam , 

Embolden’d thus, 1 be" jou’U hear 
Your humble slaie complain, — 

How saucv Phoebus’ scorching beams. 

In flaming summer- pi ide, 

Ur j -with ’ring, waste mv foamy streams. 

And drink iny crjstal tide. 

The lightl) -jumping, glowrin trouts. 

That thro’ tny waters play. 

If in then random, wanton spouts, 

They near the maigin stray , 

If, hapless chance, they linger lang, 

Pill scoich.ng up so shallow. 

They’re left the whit niiig stanes amang, 

In gasping death to wallow. 

Last day I grat wf spite and teen. 

As Poet B'*** came by, 

Thst, to a bard, I should be seen 
AVi' half iiiy channel Ury, 

A panegyiic rhyme, 1 ween, 

Ls’n as I was, he shor'd me , 


♦ Bniar ^ all4, In Vthole «r« pictiu-pniie »nd beautlftxX 

but tb€ir effect li miti ti impairt d b> the w&ut oi treci and sbrubi 
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But had I in ni7 glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador’d me 

Here, foaming down the shelry rocks, 

In twisting strength I nn , 

There, high my boiling torrent smokes, 
Wild-roarmg o’er a Imn 
Enjoying large each spring and well, 

As nature gave them me, 

I am, altho’ I say’t mysel’, 

Worth gaun a mile to see 

Would then my noble master please 
To grant my highest wishes. 

He’ll shade my banks wi’ tow’ring trees, 
And borne spreading bushes ; 
Delighted doubly, then, my lord, 

You’ll wander on my banks, 

And listen monie a grateful bird 
Return you tuneful thanks 

The soOer lav'rock, warbling wii'd^ 

Shall to the skies aspire , 

The gowdspink, music’s gayest child, 
Shall sweetly join the choir ; 

The blackbird strong, the lintwhite cleai^ 
The ma\ is mild and Siellow ; 

'The robin pensive autumn cheer. 

In all her looks of yellow : 

’This, too, a covert shall insure, 

To shield them from the storm. 

And coward maukm sleep secure, 

Low m her grassy form ; 
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Here shall the shepherd make his seat 
To weat e his ei on n of flow ’rs , 

Or find a shell’rmg, safe retreat, 

From prone descending show’rs 

And here, by sweet endearing stealth, 
Shall meet the loiing pair, 

Despising words, with all their wealth, 
As empty, idle tare 

The flow ’is shall vie in all their charms 
The lioui of heav’n to grace. 

And bilks exUud their fragrant arms. 
To screen the dear embrace 

Here haply, too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing bard may stray, 

And eye the smoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mountain gray , 

Or, by the reaper’s nightly beam. 

Mild cliequ’nng thro’ the trees. 

Rave to my daikly -dashing stream, 
ffoarse-swei'i'ing on ifie hreeze 

Let lofty fii s, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o’erspread, 

And view, deep-bendmg in the pool, 
Their shadows’ watry bed , 

Let fragrant birks, in woodbines drest. 
My craggy tlifls adorn, 

And for the little songster’s nest 
The close embow’ring thorn. 

So may old Scotia’s darling hope, 

Tour little angel band. 
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Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 
Their honor’d native land 
So may, thro’ Albion s farthest ken, 

To social flowing glasses. 

The grace he — “ Athole’s honest men, 
And Athole’s home lasses ' ” 


VEttSES 

Ott SEEING A WOUNDED HARE LIMP BT ME, WHICH 
A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT AT 

Lnhdman man ' curse on thy barb’rous art. 

And blasted be thy muider-aiming eje 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh. 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ’ 

Go, live, i)oor nand’rer of tlie wood and field. 

The bitter little that ot life remains , 

No more the thick’ning brakes, and verdant plains. 

To thee sliall home, or food, or pastime yield 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest. 

No more of rest, but non thy dying-bed ' 

The shelt’ring rushes whistling o’er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest. 

Oft, as by winding Nith I musing wait 
The sober ere, oi hail the cheerful dawn. 

I'll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruffian’s aim, and mourn thy haplMS flit* 
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LINES 

ffEITTEN WITH A PFNCIL, OVER THE CHIMNET-PirCJ 
IN THE PARLOR OP THE INN AT KENMORE, TAT. 
MOUTH 

Admiring Nature m her wildest grace, 

These northern scenes with wear} feet I trace 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 

Til’ abodes of toiej’d 'rouse and timid sheep. 

My savage jouinej, cuiioiis, ] puisne. 

Till fam’d. IJieadalb.ine opens to my view 
The meciing dills each dieji-sunk glen divides, 

The woods, vvild-statUi’d, clothe their amide sides, 
Th’ outstrctdiuig lake, embosom’d ’mong the hills, 
The eje with wonder and amareniciit fills , 

The Tay, nieand'nng sweet, in intant piiJe, 

The palace rising on liis verdant side , 

The lawns wood-fiing’d iii Vatuie's native taste; 
Ihe hillocks diopt in Naluie’s caitless haste , 

The arches stiiding o’er the new-born stream ; 

The village gliit’img in the noontide beam — 


Poetic ardors in my bosom swell. 

Lone, waiid'ring by the liciiiiit’s mossy cell. 

llie swee])ing tlieatre of lia’iging woods 

Th’ incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods — 


Here Poesy might wake her heav’n-taught lyre, 
And look thio’ Natuie with creative fire , 
la* 
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Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconcil’d, 
Misfortune’s lighten’d steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, m these lonely bounds. 
Find balm to soothe her bitter, rankling wounds ; 
Here heart-struck Grief might heav’nward stretch 
her scan, 

And injur’d Worth forget and pardon man. 


LINES 

written with a pencil, standing by the pall 

OF FTEE8, NEAR LOCH-NE88. 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods. 

The roai ing F) era pours bis mossy floods j 
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 

Wheie, through a shapeless breach, his stream resounds 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 

As deep recoiling surges foam below, 

Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends. 
And viewless Echo's ear, astonish’d, rends 
Dim-seen, through rising mists and ceaseless show’re^ 
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low’rs 
Still thro’ the gap the strugglmg river toils, 

And still below the horrid cauldron boils — 



BURNS’S P0FU8. 


161 


THE PAEEWELL.* 


**Th6 valiant in himself, what can he soffer f 
Or what does he regard his single woes ? 

But when, alas I he multiplies himself, 

To dearer selves, to the loved, tender fair, 

To those whose bliss, whose being hang npon hiiw. 
To helpless children 1 then, O, then be feels 
The point of misery festering In his heart, 

And weakly weeps his fortune like a coward 
Such, such am 1 ' undone ’ ’ 

TBoii80if*8 EdvMvrd anii 


Farewell old Scotia’s bleak domains, 

Far dearer than the torrid plains 
Where rich ananas blow ! 

Farewell a mother’s blessing dear I 
A brother's sigh ! a sister's tear ' 

My Jean’s t heart-rending throe • 
Farewell, my Bess ' J though thou’rt bereft 
Of my parental caie ' 

A faithful brother 1 have left. 

My part in him thou’lt share ! 

Adieu too, to you too. 

My Smith, my bosom frien’ ; 
When kindly you mind me, 

0, then befriend my Jean I 


What bursting anguish tears my heart ! 
From thee, my Jeame, must I part! 

Thou, weeping, answerest, “ No ! " 
Alas * misfortune stares my &ce, 


* Written when the Poet designed to leeve Bcotlend for the Weet IddieA 
t JeAH Armoor } His UlegitiniAte ohlUl 
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And points to ruin and disgrace, 

I for thy sake must go ' 

Thee, Hamilton and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, vv.um ndieu ' 

I, nilh a mueh indebted tear, 

Shall still rtmembet you ’ 

All had then, the gale then, 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore ’ 
It rustles and whistles — 

I’ll never see thee more ! 


VERSES WRITTEN UNDER VIOLENT GRIEF.* 

Accept the gift a fnend sincere 
Wad on th) worth he pressm’, 
Rememhrance oft ma\ start a tear, 

But O ’ that tenderness forbear, 

Though ’iwad my soiiows lessen. 

My morning raise sae clear and fair, 

I thought sair storms wad neier 
Bedew the scene , but giief and care 
In wildest fur) hae made bare 
My peace, my hope forever ' 

You think I'm glad , O, I pay weel 
For a’ the yoy I borrow. 

In solitude — then, then I feel 
I canna to mvself conceal 
My dee]ily ranklin’ sorrow 


* These lines, whlcb first appeared In the .Sun neYvepaper, April, 183S, 
appear to have been orliplnaUy written on a leaf of a copy of his poenu 
presented to a friend 
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Farewell * within thy boRom free 
A sigh may w hilcs awaken , 

A tear may net thy laughin’ e’e, 

For Scotia’s son — ante gaj like thee, 
Now hopeless, comfortless, forsaken' 


REMORSE • 

Op all the numerous ills that hurt our peace, 

That press the soul, or nriiig the niuid with anguish, 

Bejond comparison the worst are those 

That to our folh or oar guilt we owe 

In every other circumstaiui, the iinnd 

Has this to sav — “It « is no deed tf mine 

But when to all the enl of niisloituiie 

This sting Is added — “Blame ihj loolish self * 

Or worsti fai, the jiaiigs of keen it moise , 

The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt — 

Of guilt, peihn|)S, where we’\e invoUei] olheis, 

The young, the i inoceiit, who fomIl\ lo\cd us, 

Xaj, moie, that \ei\ lo\e (heir cause of lum ' 

O hurmiig hell ' in all tlij store of tornieiUs 
There’s not a keener lash ' 

Lucs thcie a man so firm, who, while his heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of his crime. 

Can reason down its agonizing throbs, 

And, after jnojier puip >se of amendment. 

Can fiimh force his jariing thoughts to peace? 

O happj, hajipv, cnMahle man ' 

O glorious magiianimitj of soul ' 


* Taken flrom a collection of MSS which Itume placed In the hanUi oi 
Ua ftiend, Mxi Klddel 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF ROBEKT DUNDAS, 
ESQ, OF ARNISTON, 

tORP PRESIDENT OF THE COURT OF SESSION, DIED, 1787 

Lone on the bleaky hills the straying flocks 
Shun the fierce storms among the sheltering rocks , 
Down foam the rivulets, red with dashmg rains ! 
The gathering floods burst o’er the distant plains ; 
Beneath the blast the leafless forests groan , 

The hollow caves return a sullen moan 

Ye hills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves. 

Ye howlmg winds, and wintry swelling waves I 
Unheard, unseen, by human ear or eye. 

Sad to jour sympathetic scenes I fly; 

Where, to the whisthng blast and waters’ roar. 

Pale Scotia’s recent wound I may deplore 
0, heavy loss, thy country ill could bear ! 

A loss these evil days can ne’er repair* 

Justice, the high vicegerent of her God, 

Her doubtful balance eyed, and swayed her rod ; 
She heard the tidings of the fatal blow. 

And sunk, abandoned to the wildest woe. 

Wrongs, injuries, from many a darksome den, 

Now gay in hojie explore the paths of men j 
See, from his cavern, grim Oppression rise. 

And throw on Poverty his cruel eyes 
Keen on the helpless victim see him fly. 

And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry 

Mark ruflSan Violence, distained with crimes, 
Rousing elate m these degenerate tunes ; 
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View unsuspecting Innocence a prey, 

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way i 
While subtle Litigation’s pliant tongue 
The life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong, 
Hark' injured Want recounts tb’ unlistened tale. 
And much-wronged Misery pours th’ unpitied wail 

Ye dark waste hills, and brown unsightly plains. 
To you I Bing my grief-mspired strains 
Ye tempests, rage' ye turbid torrents, roll' 

Ye suit the jojless tenor of my soul 
Life's social haunts and pleasures I resign. 

Be nameless wdds and lonely wanderings mine. 
To mourn the woes my country must endure, 

That wound degenerate ages cannot cure. 


TO MISS FERRIER,* 

ENCLOSING THE ELEGT ON BIK 1 H BLAIB. 

Nae heathen name shall I prefix 
Frae Pindus or Parnassus , 

Auld Reekie dings them a’ to sticks. 

For rhyme-inspiring lasses 

Jove’s tunefu’ docliters three times three 
Made Ilomer deep their debtor. 

But, gi’en the body half an e'e. 

Nine Ferners wad done better ! 

Last day my mind w'as m a bog, 

Down George’s Street 1 stoited , 


This Iftdy ww ths aDtlior ol tbe loberitAzico, M&irlagtfi And DmUhj 
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\ creeping, cauld, prosaic fog 
My veiy senses doited 

Do nhat I dought to set her free, 

My saul lay in the mire , 

Y e turned a neuk — I saw jour e’e — 
She took the wing like fire 

The mournfu’ sang I here enclose, 

In gratitude I send jou , 

And wish and pray, in rhyme sincere, 
A’ guid tlungg may attend you 


ON THE DEATH OF A FAVORITE CHILD 

O, SWEET be thj sleep in the land of the grave, 

M) dear little angel, foieverj 
Forei er — 0, no ' let not man he a slave. 

His hopes from existence to sever 

Though cold be the clay where thou pillow ’st thy head. 
In the daik silent mansions ol sorrow. 

The spring shall itturn to thv low luiiow hed, 

Like the beam of the day -star to-moirow 

The flower-stem shall bloom like thy sweet serajih form, 
Ere the Sjioiler had nipt thee in blossom , 

When thou shrunk from the scowl of the loud winter 
stoim, 

And nestled thee close to that bosom 


* Theie lines were written on the death of a little daughter of the Poet's 
•he died suddenly while be was absent flrom home 
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0, still I behold thee, all lo^elj in death, 

Reclined on the lap of thj mother. 

When the tear trickled blight, when the short stifled 
breath. 

Told hovt deal je were aje to each other 


Mj child, thou ait gone to the home of thj rest. 

Where suffering no longer can harm ye. 

Where the songs of the good, where the hymns of the 
blest. 

Through an endless existence shall charm thee 

While he, thy fond parent, must sighing sojourn 
Through the dire deseit regions ol sorrow. 

O’er the hojie and misfortune of being to mourn, 

And sigh for his life’s latest morrow 


BRUCE 

A FllAGMt.NT 

Ills royal visage seamed with many a scar, 
lliat Caledonian reaied his inaitial form, 

Who led the tjrant quelling war. 

Where Bannockburn's ensanguined flood 
Swehed with mingling hostile blood. 

Soon Edwaid’s mniads stiuck with deep dismay, 

And Scotia’s troop of brotheis wm their way 
(O, glorious deed to bay a tri ant’s hand' 

O, heaven!) joy to free our native land ') 

While high their mighty chief poured on the doubbng 
ttorm. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF PRINCE CHARLES 
EDWARD STUART 

False flatterer, Hope, away • 

Nor tliink to lure ua as m days of yore , 

We solemnize this sorrowing natal clay 
To prove our loyal tiuth , we can no more , 

And owning Heaven’s mysterious sway, 

Submissive low adore 


Ye honored mighty dead ' 

Who nobly perished in the glorious cause, 

Your king, your country, and her laws ' 

From great Dundee, who smiling Victory led. 
And fell a martyr m her arms • 

(What breast of northern ice but warms?) 

To bold Balmermo’s undying name. 

Whose soul of fire, lighted at heaven’s high flame. 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes claim 


Nor unavenged your fate shall be, 

It only lags the fatal hour , 

Your blood shall with incessant erv 
Awake at last tli’ unsjiaring power , 

As from the cliff, with thundering course. 

The snowy rum smokes along. 

With doubling speed and gathering force. 

Till deep it crashing whelms the cottage in the vale I 

So vengeance 


* AX twUto of KlUleeranUo. 
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LINES ON VIEWING STIRLING PALACE. 

Here Stuarts once in glory reigned, 

And laws fur Scotland's weal ordained; 

But now unroofed then palace stands, 

Their sceptre ’s swayed by other hands 
The injured Stuart line is gone, 

A race outlandish falls then throne — 

An idiot race, to honor lost ; 

Who know them best, despise them most. 


A FAREWELL* 

Farewell, dear fnend ' may Guid-Luck hit you, 
And ’mang her favorites admit you ' 

If e’er Detraction shore t to smit vou. 

May nane bchci e him ' 

And ony de’il that thinks to get you. 

Good Lord deceive him I 


EPITAPH ON JOHN BUSHBY. 

WRITER IN DUMFRIES. 

Here lies John Bush by, honest man I 
Cheat him. Devil, if you can 

> AddTHMd to Mr John Ktantij t Ttarootoa. 
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ON THE POET’S DAUGHTER, 
■vrao DIED 1795 

Hebe lies a rose, a budding rose. 
Blasted before its bloom , 

Whose innocence did sweets disclose 
Bejond that flower’s perfume 

To those who for her loss are grieyed. 
This consolation ’s given — 

She’s from a world of woe relieved. 
And blooms, a rose, in Heaven. 


EPITAPH ON W 

Stop, thief dame Nature cried to Death, 
As Wdlic drew his latest breath , 

You has e my choicest model ta’en, — 
How shall I make a fool again ^ 


EPITAPH ON WILLIAM NICOL. 

Ye maggots, feast on Nicol’s brain, 
For few sic feasts le’ie gotten , 
And fiv your claws in Nicol’s heart. 
For de’d a bit o't ’a rotten. 
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LIBERTY • 

A FRAGMENT 

I'lIEE, Caledonia, thy wild heaths amang, 

Thee, famed fur martial deed and sacred song, 

To thee I turn wuh SHimming ejes , 

Where is that soul of fieedoiii fled f 
Immnigled with the mighty dead, 

Boiieatli the h dlowcd turl where Wallace hes' 
Hear it not, Wallace, m thy hed of death ' 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep j 
Distuili not ye the hero’s sleep. 

Nor gi\e the coward secret breath 

Is this the power in fieedom’s war 
That w ont to bid the battle rage ^ 

Behold that eye which shot immortal hate. 
Crushing the desjiot's proudest bearing • 

That aim which, neived with thundering fate, 
Braced usuriialion’s boldest daring' 

One quenched in daikiiess, like the sinking star, 
And one the jialaied arm of tottering, powerless age 


• Sent to Mrs Dunlop in a letter Bums sa^ s of If “ I am Just going 
to troulile ^our cnticdl patimce witli tlic first skotcli of a stanza 1 have 
been framing as I passed aJori/; tho road The subject Js Liberty lou 
know, my lionoreil friend how dear the theme is to me I design It as 
an Irregular ode for (teiu raJ Washington s blrihdav After having men* 
Uoned the degeneracy of other kingdoms, 1 coiae to Scotland thus ” 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF ROBEET 
RUISSEAUX • 

Now Robin lies in his last lair, 

He’ll gabble rhyme nor sing nac mair, 

Cauld Poverty, wi’ hungry stare, 

Nae mair shall fear him j 
Nor anxious Fear, nor cankert Care, 

E’er mair come near him. 

To tell the truth, they seldom fasht him. 
Except the moment that they crusht him : 
For sune as Chance or Fate had husht ’em, 
Though e’er sae short. 
Then wi’ a rhyme or song he lasht ’em. 

And thought it sport 

Though he was bred to kintra wark. 

And counted was baith wight and stark. 

Yet that was never Robin’s mark 
To mak’ a man , 

But tell him he was learned and dark. 

He roosed him than ' 


* ThlB Ihkgaent was fbond by Cromek among the Poet's mazmscrlpta. 
BnlSBeanx Is e translation Into French of his otm name — Borns et 
rtmleta. 
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EPITAPH ON ROBEllT FEBfiUSSON, POET* 

No sculptured marble here, nor pompous lay, 

“ No storied urn nor animated bust , ” 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia’s way 
To pour her sorrows o’er her Poet’s dust 


THE POET’S SELF-REPROOP 

Rash mortal, and slanderous Poet * thy name 
Shall no longer appear in the recoids of Fame, 
Dost not know, that old Mansfield, who writes like the 
Bible, 

Says, The more ’Us a truth, sir, the more ’tis a libel P 


Boni, September 6tb, 1761, died, 16tli October 177^ 
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BOOK III 

FAMILIAR ANB EPISTOLARY. 

TO MISS CRUICKSIIANKS, 

» VEBT TOUNO LABY, — WRITTEN ON niE BLANK 
LEAF OF I BOOK, PREStNl ED TO HER BY THR 
AUTHOR 

Bl AUTEOUS rose-buj, young and gay, 
Blooming on thy eaih Ma), 

Ne\t'i m.i) ’it thou, lovely flower, 

Chilly sliriiik in ileetv show’r I 
Never lioif is’ hoary path, 

Never Bums’ pois'nouB breath, 

Never baleful stellar lights, 

Idint thee vvitn untimely blights. 

Never, never rtjitile thief 
Riot on thy vngin leaf 
Nor even Sol too fiercely new 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew I 

May’st thou long, sweet crimson gem, 

Richly deck thy native stem , 

Till home evening, sober, calm, 

Dioiijinig dews, and breathing balm, 

While all aiound the woodland rings. 

And ev’ry bird thy requiem sings , 
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Thou amid the diigeful sound, 

Shed thy dying honors round, 

And resign to parent earth 

The loveliest form she e’er gave birth. 


VERSES 

ON A YOUNG LADY RI SIDING ON THE BANKS OF THE 
SMALL RIVER DEVON, IN Cl ArhlH.NNANSIIIItr, BUT 
WHOSE INFANT YEARS VVI RE SPENT IN AYRSUIRE 

> 

How pleasant the banks of the clear-v\ Hiding Devon, 
W'llh green spreading busies, and flow 'is blooming 
fair , 

But the boniest flow’r on the banks of the Devon 
Was once a sweet bud on the biaes of the Ajr. 

Mild be the sun on this swcet-blusliing flower, 

In the gav, los) mom, as it bathes in the dew! 

And gentle the fall of the soft veinal shower. 

That steals on the evening each leal to renew 

0, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 

With chill, hoary wing, as je usher the dawn! 

And far be thou distant, thou reptile ‘liat seizes 
The verduie and pride of the garden and lawn. 

Let Boiii bon exult in his gay gilded lilies. 

And England triumphant disjikiy her pioud rose j 

A faiiei than either adorns the gieen valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devou, meandering flows. 
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TO MISS L , 

WITH BEATTIE'S POEMS AS A NEW YEAR’S GIFT, JAH‘ 
UART 1, 1787 

Again the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have dnv’n, 

And you, tho’ scarce m maiden pnme, 

Are so much nearer heav’n 

No gifts have I from Indian coasts, 

The infant year to hail , 

I send you more than India boasts, 

In Edwin’s simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and faithles love 
Is charg’d, perhaps too true ; 

But ntay, dear maid, each lover prove 
An Edwin still to you 


VERSES 

TO A YOUNG LADY, WITH A PEESENT OF BONGS. 

Here, where the Scottish muse immortal lives. 
In sacred strains and tuneful numbeis join’d, 
Accept the gift , tho’ humble he who gives. 

Rich 18 the tribute of the grateful mind 
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Bo may no ruffian feeling in thy breast 
Discordant jar thy bosom chords among, 
But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 

Or love ecstatic wake his seraph song • 

Or pity’s notes, in luxury of tears, 

As modest want the tale of woe reveals ; 
While conscious virtue all the strain endears. 
And heav’n-born piety her sanction seals. 


VERSES 

WBITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPT OF HII 
POEMS, PKF8ENTED TO A LADY, WHOM HE HAD OF- 
TEN CELEBRATED UNDER TUB NAME OF CHLORI8. 

’Tis Friendship’s pledge, my young, fair fiiend, 
Nor thou the gift refuse. 

Nor with unmlling ear attend 
The moralizing muse 

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms. 

Must bid the world adieu, 

(A world ’gainst peace in constant arms,) 

Tc join the friendly few ; 

Smce, thy gay morn of hfe o’ercast. 

Chill came the tempest’s lower ; 

(And ne’er misfortune’s eastern blast 
Did nip a feirer flow’r ,) 
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Since life’s gay scenes must cliarm no more, 
Still much IS left behind , 

Still nobler \(ealth hast thou in store, — 
The comfoi ts of the mind ' 

Thine is the self-approving glovr, 

On conscious honor’s part ; 

And, dealest gift of Ileav'n below. 

Thine friendship’s truest heart 

The jn)s refin’d of sense and taste, 

With evei} muse to rove , 

And doublj were the Poet lilcst, 

These jojs could he improve. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 

mss JESSY L , Ilf MFRIFS , WITH BOOKS WHICB 

THE BARD PRESEKTED UER. 

Thine be the volumes, Jess) fair, 

And with them take the Poet's pra}er; 

That Fate nw), in her fullest ])age, 

With ev’rv kindliest, best presage 
Of future bliss, enrol thy name, 

With native worth and spotless fame, 

And wakeful caution, still awaie 
Of ill — but chief, man’s felon .snare , 

All blameless jo)s on e.uth we find. 

And all the treasures of the mind 
These be th) guaidian and reward, 

So prays thy faitliful fiieud, the Bard. 



BUBNS’S POEMS. 


169 


VERSES 

WBITTEN ON THE BLANK LFAP OP A COPY OP HIS 
POFMfe, PEFSFNTFD TO AN OLD SWEEmtART. 
THEN MAKUH D 

Once fondh lo\'d, and still rtmembcr’d dear, 

Sweet early olijcft of my toulhfiil vows, 

Accept this mark of fnciuKliip, vnim, sincere, — 
Fuendslnp ' — 'lis all cold dutj now allows 
And when )ou read the Mmple, ailless rhymes, 

One friciully sigh fur him, he asks no more, 

Who distant hums in flaming, toind climes, 

Or haply lies beneath the Atlantic roar 


TO J S”" 

Friendship I nnsitrioiis rciocnt of the soul, 
Sweet nerol b/e and soldA'r of eotictyl 
I owe thee much — I>laik 

Dear S****, the slecst, paukie thief, 
That e’ci atlemiited stealth or rief, 
Ye surely hae some wailock h'eef 
Owre human hearts, 

For ne'er a bosom yet was pnef 
Against your aits 

For me, I swear by sun and moon, 
And ev'ry star that blinks aboon. 
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Ye’ve cost me twenty pair o' shoon, 

Just gaun to see you ; 

And ev’ry ither pair that’s done, 

Mair ta’en I’m wi’ you. 

That auld capricious carhn, Nature, 

To mak amends for scnmpit stature, 

She’s turn’d you aff’ a human creature 
On her first plan, 

And m her freaks, on ev’ry feature, 

She’s wrote the Man. 

Just now I’ve ta’en the fit o’ rhyme. 

My barmie noddle’s working prime. 

My fancie yerkite up sublime, 

Wi’ hasty summon ; 

Hae ye a leisure moment’s time 

To hear what’s comm? 

Some rhyme a neebor's name to lash ; 

Some rhyme (tain thought') for needfii’ cash 
Some rhyme to court the countrs clash, 

An’ raise a dm , 

For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun I 

The star that rules my luckless lot, 

Has fated me the russet coat. 

And damn’d my fortune to the groat ) 

Hut in requit, 

Has bless’d me wi’ a random shot 
O’ countra wit 

This while my notion’s ta’en a sklent. 

To try my fate in guid black prent ) 
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But still the mair I’m that way bent, 

Something cries, “ Hoohe. 

I rede you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Ye’ll shaw your folly. 

“There’s ither poets, much your betters, 
Far seen m Greek, deep men o’ letters, 
Hae thought they had insur'd their debtors 
A’ future ages , — 

Now moths deform, in shapeless tatters, 
Their unknown pages ’’ 

Then fareweel hopes o’ laurel-houghs. 

To garland my poetic brows ' 

Hencefoith I’ll ro%e wheie busy ploughs 
Are whistling thrang. 

An’ teach the laiiely heights and howes 
My rustic sang 

I’ll wander on wi’ tentless heed, 

How neier-halting moments speed. 

Till fate shall snap the buttle thread; 

Then, all unknown. 

I’ll lay me with th' inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why, O Death, begin a tale ’ 

Just now we’re Ining, sound, and hale 
Then top and main-top crow d the sail. 
Heave Care o’ei-side ! 

And large, before Enjoyment’s gale, 

Let’s tak the tide. 

This life, sae far’s I understand 
Is a’ enchanted, fz’j’y land, 
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Where Pleasure is the magic wand 
That, wielded right, 

Maks hours, like minutes, hand in hand, 
Dance by fu’ light. 

The magic wand then let us wield. 

For. ance that fi\e-an-forty’s speel'd, 

See crazy, weary, jojless Eild 

Wi’ wiiiikled f.ice, 

Comes hostin’, hir])lin’ on re tlie held, 

Wi’ creepin’ pace. 

AVlien ance bfe’s day diaws near tl^e gloamin’, 
Then fareneel \acant, c.ireless roamin’, 

An’ fareweel cheerfu’ t.inkards foamin’, 

An’ 80( lal noise , 

An’ fareweel dear deluding Woman, 

The joy of jojsl 

. life ' how pleasant in thy morning ! 
foung Panel’s r.i}s tlie lulls adorning 1 
Cold, pausing Caution’s lessons scorning. 

We fiisk aw.iy, 

Like school-boj s, at th’ expelled warmng 
To joy and play 

We wander there, we wander here, 

We eye the rose upon the brier, 

Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

Among the leat es j 
And, though the puny wound appear, 

Short while it giietes. 

Some, lucky, find a flow’ry spot. 

For which they never toil’d nor swat ; 
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They dneh the sweet, and eat the fat. 

But care or pain , 

And haply eye the barren hut 
With high disdain 

With steady aim, some Fortune chase ; 

Keen Hope does ev’ry smew brace, 

Ihro’ fair, thro’ foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey ; 

Then came, in some cozie place. 

They close the day 

And others, like your humble servan’. 

Poor wights ' nae rules nor roads observin' 
To right or left eternal swenin’, 

'1 hev zig-zag on , 

Till curst with age, obscuie an’ slarvin’, 

'1 hey uftf n groan 

Alas ' what bitter toil »o’ straining — 

But, tniu with peeM--h, poor complaining , 

Is B’orturie's h'kle l.una waning i’ 

K’en let her gang ' 

Beneath what light she has remaining. 

Let’s sing our sang 

My pen 1 here thug to the dour, 

And kneel, “ Ye Powers ' ” and warm implore, 
“Tho’ 1 should windir Terra o’er, 

111 all her climes. 

Grant me but this, 1 ask no more, 

Ay rowth o’ rh)mBS 

“ Gie dreepwg roasts to counira lairds. 

Till icicles hing frae their beards , 
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Ote fli.e braw claes to fine Life-Quardai 
And Maids o’ Honor j 
And yiU an’ whiskey gie to Calrds, 

Until they scoimeir. 

“ A title Dempster merits it ; 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

Gie wealth to some beleger’d cit, 

In cent per cent. ; 

But gie me real, sterling wit, 

And I’m content. 

“ While ye are pleased to keep me hale, 
I’ll sit down o’ei mj scanty meal, 

Be’t water-brose or muslm-kail, 

Wi‘ cheerfu’ face, 

Aa lang's the Muses dinna fail 
To say the grace ” 

An anxious e’e 1 never throws 
Behmt my lug, or by my nose, 

Ijouk beneath Misloi tune’s blows 
As weel ’s I may , 

Sworn foe to Sorrow, Care, and Prose, 

1 rhyme away 

O ye douce folk, that live by rule. 

Grave, tideless-bloody, calm, and tool. 
Compar’d wi’ you — O fool ' fool ! fool I 
How much unlike ’ 

Vour hearts are just a standing pool , 
Your lives, a dyke ! 

Kae hair-brain’d, sentimental traces 
In your unletter’d, nameless facet, 
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In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray ; 

But, gravissimo, solemn basses 
Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye’rs wisei 
Nae ferly tho’ ye do despise 
The bairum-scairum, ram-stam boys, 
The rattlin’ squad : 

I see you upward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road. 

Whilst I — but 1 shall baud me there — 
Wi' you rU scarce gang ony where ; 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair. 

But quat my sang. 

Content wi’ you to mak a pair, 
Whare’er 1 gang. 


EPISTLE TO DAVIE 
A bhuthbb poet • 

January, — . 
I 

Whu-E winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bar the doors wT driving snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 

I sit me down to pass the time, 

And spin a verse or twa o’ rhyme, 

In hamelj westlin jingle. 


* DftYld SlUar, one of the Clab atTarbolton, and author of a TOlm 
sf Poesu in the BoottUh dialect 
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While frosty winds blaw in the dnft, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 

I grudge a wee the great folks’ gift, 

That live sae bien and snug 
I tent less, and want less. 

Their roomy fireside , 

But hanker and canker. 

To see their cursed pride. 

II 

It’s hardly in a body’s pow’r 
To keep at times frae being sour 
To see how things are shar’d; 

How best o’ thicls are whiles in want. 
While coofs on countless thousands rant, 
And ken na bow to wair’t 
But, l)av le, 1 id, ne’er fash your bead, 

'I ho' we hae little gear, 

We're fit to win our daily bread. 

As lang 's were hale and fier , 

“ Mair spi( r na, no fear na,” • 

Auld age ne’er mind a feg, 

The last o't, the warst o’t. 

Is only for to beg 

III 

To lie in kilns and barns at e’en. 

When banes arc craz'd and bluid is thin, 
Is doubtless, gi eat distress t 
Yet then content could make us blest; 
F.v'n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste 
Of truest happiness 
The honest heart that 's free frae a’ 


lUmuy 
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Intended fraud or guile, 

However Fortune kick the ba’. 

Has ay some cause to smile ; 

And mind still, you’ll find still, 
A comfort this na sma’ ; 

Nae mair then, we’ll care then 
Nae farther can we fa’. 


IV. 

What tho’, like commoners of air. 

We wander out we too w not where. 

But either house or hal’ ' 

Yet nature’s charms, the hills and woods. 
The sweeping vales and foaming floods. 
Are free alike to all 
In days when daisies deck the ground. 
And blackbirds whistle clear, 

With honest joy our hearts will bound. 
To see the coming year 
Ou braes when we please, then, 

We ’ll sit and sow th a tune , 

Syne rhyme till t, we ’ll time till’t. 
And sing’t when we hae done 

V 

It ’s no in titles nor in rank, 

It ’s no in wealth hke Loii’on bank, 

To purchase peace and rest , 

It’s no in makiii’ niuckle mair. 

It ’s no in books, it ’s no in lear, 

To make us truly blest, 

If ha])piness hae not her seat 
And centre in the hi east, 

We may be wise, or rich, or great. 

But never can be bleat . 
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Mae tjesBures, noi pleaBures, 

Could make us happy langi 
The heart ’s ay the part ay 
That makes us right or wrang. 

VI 

Ihink ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge an' drive thro’ wet an’ dlji 
Wi’ never-ceasing toil ; 

Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us m their way. 

As hardly worth their while ? 

Alas I how aft, in haughty mood, 

Qod’s creatures they oppress 1 
Or else, neglecting a’ that’s gmd, 

They not in excess i 
Baith careless and fearless 
Of either heav’n or hell f 
Esteeming, and deeming 
It 's a’ an idle tale I 


vu. 

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce, 

Nor make our scanty pleasures less, 
By pining at our state ; 

And, even should misfortunes come, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi’ some, 
An’ ’s thankfu’ for them yet. 

'They gie the wit of age to youth | 
They let us ken oursel’. 

They make us see the naked truth. 
The real guid and ill 
Tho’ losses and crosses 
Be lessons right severs. 
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There’s wit there, ye 'll get there, 

Ye ’ll find na other where. 

Till 

But tent me, Davie, ace o’ hearts ' 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes, 
And flalt’ry I detest ,) 

This life has joys for you and I ; 

And joys that riches ne’er could buyj 
And joys the very best. 

Theie ’s a’ the pleasuies o’ the heart. 

The lover an’ the fiien’ 

Ye hae your Meg, youi dearest part. 

And I my dailing Jean' 

It warms me, it charms me. 

To mention but her name 
It heats me, it beets me. 

And sets me a’ on flame ' 

IX 

O, all ye Pow’rs who lule above ! 

O Thou, whose veiy self art love' 

Thou know’st my words sincere ' 

The life-blood streaming thro’ my heart, 
Or my more dear, immortal part. 

Is not more fondly dear • 

When heart-corroding caie and gitef 
Deprive my soul of rest, 

Her dear idea brings rehef 
And solace to my breast 
Thou Being, All-seeing, 

O hear mj ferveui pray’r j 
Still take hei, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care t 
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All hail, ye tender feelings dear ! 

The smile of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow , 

Long since, this world’s thorny ways 
Had number’d out my weary days. 

Had it not been for you' 

Fate still has blest me with a friend 
In every cai e and ill , 

And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender still. 

It lightens, It biightens. 

The tenebrific scene, 

To meet with, and greet with, 

My Davie or my Jean. 

XI 

O, how that name inspires my style 1 
’The words come skelpin rank and file, 
Amaist before I ken' 

The ready measure nns as fine, 

As Phoebus and the famous Nine 
Were glownn owre my pen. 

My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

Till ance he’s fairlv het , 

And then he’ll hilch, and stilt, and jimp, 
An’ rin an unco fit 

But lest then, the beast then, 
Should rue this hasty ride. 

I’ll light now, and dight now, 

His sweaty, wizen’d hide. 
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TO THE SAME. 


SDXD NEEBOR, — 

I’m three times doubly o’er your debtor 
For your auld-farrant, fnen’ly letter, 

Tho’ I maun saj 't, I doujit ye flatter, 

Ye speak sae fair , 

For my puir, silly, rh)mm’ clatter. 

Some less maun sair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle, 

Lang may your elbuck jink and diddle. 

To cheer you thro’ the weary widdle 
O’ war’ly cares, 

Till bairns’ bairns kindly cuddle 
Your auld gray hairs 

But, Davie, lad, I’m red ye’re glaikit . 

I’m tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit. 

An’ gif It’s sae, ye sud be licket 
Until ye fyke , 

810 hauns as you sud ne’er be faikit. 

Be hain’t wha like 

For me, I’m on Parnassus’ brink, 

Rivin the words tae gar them clink ; 

Whyles daez’t wi’ love, whyles daez’t wi’ drink 
Wi’ jads or masons ; 

An’ whyles, but ay owre late, I think, 

Braw sober lessons. 



182 


BUSNS’S POEKB. 


Of a’ the thoughtless sons o’ man, 
Commen’ me to the Bardie clan ; 

Except it be some idle plan 
O’ rhymin’ clink, 

The devil-haet, that I sud ban, 

They ever think 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o’ livin. 
Nae cares tae gie us joy or grievin’ j 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in. 

An’ while aught’s there. 

Then hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievm’ 

An’ fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhym“ ' it’s ay a treasure. 

My chief, amaist my only pleasure. 

At bame, a-fiel’, at wark or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizzie 1 
Tho’ rough an raploch be her measure, 
She’s seldom lazy 

Baud tae the Muse, my daintie Davie . 

The war!’ may play you monie a shavie. 

But for the Muse, she’ll never leave ye, 
Tho’ e’er sae puir j 
Na, eVn tho’ limpin’ wi’ the spavie 
Frse door to door. 
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EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK, 

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD, APRIL 1, 1786. 

While briers an’ woodbines budding' green. 
An’ paitncks scraichm loud at e’en. 

An’ morning poussie whiddin seen, 

Inspire my Muse, 

’This freedom in an unknown frien’ 

I pray excuse 

On fasteen-e’en we had a rockm’. 

To ca’ the crack and weave our stockin’, 

And there was muckle fun an’ jokin’, 

Ye need na doubt 
At length we had a hearty yokin 
At sang about. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 

Aboon them a’ it pleas’d me best. 

That some kind husband had addrest 
To some sweet wife ; 

It thnll’d the heart-stnngs thro’ the breast, 
A’ to the life 

Tve scarce heard aught describe sae weel 
What gen’rous, manly bosoms feel j 
’Thought I, “ Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie’s wark P " 

’They told me ’twas an odd kind ohiel 
About Muirkirk. 
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It pat me fidgin-fam tn hear ’t, 

And sae about him there I spier ’t, 

Then a’ that kent him round declar’d 
He had ingine, 

That nane exeell’d it, few cam near "t, 

It was sae fine 

That set him to a pint of ale, 

An’ either douce or merry tale. 

Of rhymes an’ sangs he’d made himsel’, 
Or witty catches, 

'Tween Inverness and Tcviotdale, 

He had few matches 

'fhen up I gat, an’ swore an aith, 

Tho’ I should jiawn mj plough and graith, 
Or die a cadger-powme’s death. 

At some dike-back, 

A pint an’ gill I’d gie them baith 
To hear your crack 

But first an' foremost, 1 should teU, 
Amaist as soon as 1 could spell, 

I to the crambo-jingle fell, 

Tho’ rude an’ rough. 

Yet croonmg to a body’s sel’. 

Does weel enougL 

I am nae poet, in a sense. 

But just a rhymer, like, by chance. 

An’ hae to learning nae pretence j 
Yet what tha matter? 
Whene’er my Muse does on me glance^ 

I juigle at her 
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Your critic-folk may cock their nose, 
And say, “ How can you e'er propose. 
You wha ken hardly verse fra prose. 
To make a sang ^ ” 

But, hy your leaves, my learned foes. 
Ye’re may be wrang 


What’s a’ your jargon o’ your schools. 
Your Latin names for horns an’ stools, 
If honest Nature made you fools'* 

What sairs jour grammars ? 
Ye’d better taen up spades and shools. 
Or knappm-hammers 


A set o’ dull, c onceited hashes. 

Confuse their brains in college classes 1 
they gang in stirks, and come out asses. 
Plain truth to speak i 
An’ syne they think to climb Parnassus 
By dint o’ Greek’ 


Gie me a spark o’ Nature’s fire, 

|Et“s a’ the learning I desire , 

'Then, tho’ I drudge thro’ dub an’ mire. 
At pleugh or cart. 

My Muse, tho’ hamely in attire. 

May touch the heart 


O for a spunk o’ Allan’s glee. 

Or PerguBson’s, the bauld and slee. 
Or bright Lapraik’s, my friend to be. 
If I can hit it ' 

That would be lear enough for me. 

If I could get It ’ 



BUBNS’fl POEKS. 


Now, sir, if ye hae fiiendi enow, 

Tho* real friends, I b’licTe, are few, 

Yet, if your catalogue be fou, 
r»e no iM»t} 

But gif ye want ae friend that’s true, 

I’m on your hat. 

I wmna blaw about mysel’ ; 

As lU I like my fauts to tell , 

But friends and folk that wish me well 
They sometimes rooae me, 
Tho’ I maun own, as monie still 
As far abuse me 

There’s ae wee faut they whyles lay to me 
I hke the lasses — Gude forgie me ' 

For monie a plack they wheedle frae me, 
At dance or fair , 

May be, some ither thing they gie me, 
They weel can spare. 

But Mauchline race, or Mauchline fair, 

I should be proud to meet you there ; 
We’se gie ae night’s discharge to care. 

If we forgather, 

An’ hae a swap o’ rhymin-ware 
Wi’ ane amther 

The foup-gill chap, we’se gar him clatter. 
An’ kirsen him wi’ reekin water , 

Syne we’ll sit down an’ tak our whitter, 
To cheer our heart j 
An’ faith, we’se be acouamted better 
Before we part 
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Awa, ye selfish, warly race, 

Wha think that havins, sense, ui’ grace, 
Ev’n love and friendship should give place 
To catch-the-plack ' 

I dlnna like to see your face, 

Nor hear your crack 

But ye whom social pleasure cUarms, 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms, 
Who hold your being on the terms, — 

“ Each aid the others ' ” 

Come to my boii 1, come to my arms. 

My fi lends, mj brothers I 

But, to conclude mj lang epistle, 

As my auld pen ’s worn to the gnsale t 
Twa lines frae jou wad gar me fissie, 

Who am, most fervent, 

While I can either sing or whissle. 

Your friend and servant. 


TO THE SAME. 

APRIL 21, 1785 

WraLE new-ca’d kye rout at the stake. 
An’ pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
Ihis hour on e’enin’s edge I take. 

To own I’m debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapriuk, 

For his kind letter 
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Forjesket sair, with weary legs, 

RAttlin’ the corn out owre the rigs, 

Or dealing thro’ amang the nags 

Their ten-hours’ bite, 

My awkward Muse sair pleads and begs 
1 would na write 

The tapetless, ramfeezl’d hizzie, 

She's salt at best, and something lazy ; 
Quo’ she, “Ye ken we’ve been sae busy 
This month an’ mair, 

'That, troutb, my head is grown right diziie, 
And something sair ” 

Her dowfF excuses pat me mad 
“ Conscience ' ” says I, “ j e thowless jad ! 
I’ll write, an’ that a hearty blaud, 

This vera night , 

So dinna ye affront your trade, 

But rhyme it nght 

“ Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o’ hearts^ 
Tho’ mankind were a pack of cartes. 

Boose you sae weel for your deserts, 

In terms sae friendly, 

Yet ye’ll neglect to show your parts, 

And thank him kindly I ’ 

Sae I gat paper in a blink. 

And down gaed stumpie in the ink ; 

Quoth I, “ Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I’ll close it , 

An’ if you winna mak’ it clink, 

By Jove I'll prose it I ’’ 
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Sae IVe begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme or prose, or baith thegither. 

Or some hotch-potch that’s nghtly neither. 
Let time mak’ proof , 

But 1 shall scribble down some blether 
Just clean aff-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne’er grudge an’ carp, 
Tho* fortune use you hard an’ sharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 
Wi’ gleesome touch ' 

Ne’er mind how Fortune waft an’ warp, 
She’s but a b-tch 

She’s gien me monie a jest an’ fleg 
Sin’ 1 could stnddle owre a rig , 

But, by the L — d, tho’ I should beg 
Wi’ lay art pow. 

I’ll laugh an’ sing, an’ shake my leg, 

As lang’s I dow ' 

Now comes the sax-an'-twentieth slmnet 
I’ve seen the bud upo’ the timmer, 

Still persecuted by the limraer, 

Frae year to year, 

But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

I, Rob, am here 

Do ye envy the city gent, 

Behind a kist to he and skient, 

Or purse-proud, big wi’ cent per cent., 
And muckle wane, 

In some hit burgh to represent 
A badie’s name? 
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Or is’t th« paughty, feudal thane, 

Wi’ ruflBed sark an’ glancing cane, 

Wha thinks himsel’ nae sheep-shank me, 
But lordly stalks, 

While caps and bonnets aif are taen. 

As by he walks? 

" O Thou, wha gies us each guid gift 
Gie me o’ wit an’ sense a lift. 

Then turn me, if Thou please, adrift 
Thro’ Scotland wide ; 

Wi’ cits nor lairds I wadna shift, 

In a’ their pride ' ” 

Were this the charter of our state - 
“ On pain of hell be rich an’ great. 
Damnation then would be our fate, 
Beyond remead , 

But, hanks to Heav’n • that’s no the gate 
We leam our creed — 

For thus the rojal mandate ran, 

Wfhen first the human race began — 

“ The social, friendly, honest man, 

Wbate’er he be, , 

'Tis he fulfils great Nature’s plan, 

An’ none but he ! ” 

O, mandate glorious and divine I 
The ragged followers of the Nine, 

Poor thoughtless devils ' yet may shine 
In glorious light ; 

While sordid sons of Mammon’s Ime 
Are dark as night. 
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Tho’ here they scrape, an’ squeeze, an’ growl. 
Their worthless nievefu’ of a soul 
May m some ftiture carcass howl, 

The forest’s fright j 
Or m some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light 

Then may Lapraik and Burns arise, 

To reach their native, kindred skies. 

And sing their pleasures, hopes, an’ joys 
In some mild sphere. 

Still closer knit in friendship’s ties 
Each passing year t 


TO W. S**»**N. 

OCHILTREE, MAT, 1785 

1 GAI’ your letter, winsome Willie ; 

Wi’ grateful heart, 1 thank you brawlie, 
Tho’ I maun say’t, 1 wad be silly. 

An’ unco vain, 

Should I beliete, my coasin’ billy. 

Your flatt’nn’ slram. 

But I’se believe >e kindly meant it, 

I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidehns sklented. 

On my poor Musie ; 

Tho’ in SIC phrasin’ terms ye’ve penn’d it, 
I scarce excuse ye 
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My seuses wad be m a creel. 

Should I but dare a hope to speel, 

Wi’ Allan, or wi’ Gdbertfield, 

The braes o' fame ; 

Or Fergusson, the writer-ehiel, 

A deathless name 

(O Fergusson* thy glorious parts 
111 suited law’s dry, musty arts * 

My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 
Ye E’nbui gh gentry I 
The tithe o’ what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow’d his pantry') 

Yet when a tale comes i’ my head, 

Or lasses gie my heart a screed, 

As whyles they’re like to be my dead, 
(0, sad disease ') 

I kittle up my rustic reed, — 

It gies me ease 

Auld Coda now may fidge fu’ fam. 
She’s gotten poets o’ her am, 
duels wha their chanters winna ham. 
But tune their lays. 

Till echoes a’ resound again 

Her weel-sung praise. 

Nae poet thought her worth his whil* 
To set her name in measur’d style ; 

She lay like some unkenn’d-of isle 
Beside New Holland, 

Or whare wild-meeting oceans hod 
fiesoutb Magellan. 
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Bamsay an’ famous Fergusson 
Gied Forth an’ Tay a lift aboon, 

Yarrow an’ Tweed, to monie a tune, 
Owre Scotland rings ; 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an’ Boon, 
Naebody sings 

Th’ missus, Tiber, Thames, an’ Seme, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefu’ hne ; 

But, Willic, set )our fit to mine. 

An’ cock your crest , 

We’ll gar our streams and bumies shine 
Up wi’ the best 

We’ll smg auld Coila’s plains an’ fells. 
Her moors red-brown wi’ heather-bells. 
Her banks and braes, her dens an’ dells, 
Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gtee, as stoi) tells, 

Frae Southron bilhes 

At Wallace’s name, what Scottish blood 
But bods up in a spring tide flood P 
Oft have our fearless lathers strode 
Bi Wallace’s side. 

Still pressing onward, red-wat shod. 

Or glonous died 

O sweet are Coda’s haughs an’ woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, 
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids, 
Iheir loves enjoy, 

While thro’ the braes the cushat ciooda 
W i’ wadfu’ cry ! 
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By’n winter bleak haa charma to me, 

When winda rare thro’ the naked tree | 

Or froata on hills of Ochiltree 
Are hoary gray j 

Or blinding drifta wild furious flee, 
Dark'ning the day f 

O Nature ! a’ thy ahewa and forms 
To feehng, pensire hearts hae charma I 
Whether the summer kindly warms 
Wi’ life an’ hght, 

Or winter howls in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night 1 

The Muse, nae poet ever fand her, 

Till by himsel’ he learn’d to wander, 

Adown some trotting bum’s meander. 

An’ no think lang ( 

O, sweet to stray an’ pensive ponder 
A heart-felt sang I 

The warly race may drudge an’ dnve, 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an’ stnve, 

Let me fan Nature’s face descrive. 

And I, wi’ pleasure, 

Shall let the busy, grumbling hive 

Bum owre their treasure. 

Fareweel, “ my rhyme-composing bnther ! * 
We’ve been owre lang unkenn’d to ither: 
Now let us lay our heads thegither. 

In love &aternal . 

Blay Envy wallop m a tether. 

Black fiend, mfemal I 
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While Highlandmen hate tolls an’ taxes, 
While moorlan’ herds like guid fat braxies, 
While terra Jirma on her axis 
Diurnal turns, 

Count on a fhend, in faith an’ practice. 

In Robert Burns. 


POSTSCRIPT 

My memory ’s no worth a preen ; 

I had amaist forgotten clean. 

Ye bade me write you what they mean 
By this New Light,* 

'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 
Maist hke to fight. 

In days when mankind were but callans 
At grammar, logic, and sic talents, 

They took nae pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to gie. 

But spak’ their thoughts in plain, braid Lallans, 
Like you or me. 

In thae auld tiroes, they thought the moon 
Just like a sark, or pair o’ shoon. 

Wore by degiees, till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewin’ | 

An’ shortly after she was done. 

They gat a new one. 


* lifew Light, a cant phrase, In the West of ScoUand, for those rell 
glooa oplptnns which Dr Taylor, of Norwich, defended so strenc oiu 
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This past for certain, undisputea i 
It ne’er cam’ i’ their heads to doubt it. 

Till chiels gat up and wad confute it, 

An’ ca’d it wrang , 

An’ muckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud and lang 

Some herds, weel leam’d upo’ the beuk. 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk| 
For ’twas the auld moon turn’d a neuk, 
An’ out o’ sight, 

An’ backlins-comin’, to the leuk, 

She grew mair bright. 

This was denied, it was affirm’d , 

The herds an’ hissles were alarm’d, 

The rev ’rend graj-beards rav’d an’ storm’d, 
That beardless laddies 
Should think they better were inform’d 
Than their auld daddies. 

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks , 

Frae words an’ aiths to blours an' mcks j 
And monie a fallow gat his licks, 

M'l’ hearty crunt , 

An’ some, to learn them for their tricks. 
Were bang’d an’ brunt. 

This game was play’d in monie lands. 

An’ auld-hght caddies bure sic hands. 
That, faith, the youngsters took the sands 
tlT nimble shanks. 

Till airds forbade, by strict commands, 

Sic biuidv oranks. 
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But new-light herds gat sic a cowe, 

Folk thought them rmn’d stick an’ stowe, 

Till now atnaist on ev’ry knowe, 

Ye ’ll find ane plac'd ; 

An’ some, their new -light fair avow, 

Just quite bare-fac’d 

Nae doubt the auld-bght flocks are bleatin’ ; 
Their zealous herds are vex’d an’ sweatin’ ; 
Mjsel’, I’ve even seen them greetin’, 

Wi’ girnm’ spite, 

To hear the moon sae sadly lied on. 

By word an’ write. 

But shortly they will cowe the lounsj 
Some auld-light herds in ncebor towns 
Are miiid’t, in things they ca’ balloons. 

To tak’ a flight, 

An’ stay ae month amaiig the moons. 

An’ see them right. 

Guid observation they will gie them, 

An’ when the auld moon’s gaun to lea’e them, 
The hindmost sliaird, they ’U fetch it wi’ them 
Just i’ their pouch; 

An’ when the new-bght billies see them, 

I think they’ll crouch I 

Sae ye observe that a this clatter 
Is naething but a “ moonshine matter , ” 

But tho’ dull prose-folk Latin splatter. 

In logic tulzie, 

1 hope we bardies ken some better 
Than mind sic brulzie. 
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EPISTLE TO J 

ENCLOblNG SOME POEMS. 

O aoUGH, rude, readj-witted K****** 

The wale o’ cocks for fun and drmkm’, 

There’s monie godly folks are thmkm’ 
Your dreams * an’ tricks 

Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkm’ 
Straight to auld Nick’s 

Ye hae eae monie cracks an’ cants, 

And in jour wicked, drucken rants. 

Ye mak a de\il o’ the saunts, 

And fill them fou ; 

And then their failings, flaws, an’ wants. 
Are a’ seen thro’ 

Hypoonsj , in mercy spare it I 

That holy robe, O dinna tear it! 

Spar’t for their sakea wha aften wear it, 
The lads in black , 

But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 
Rives’t air their back 

Think, wicked smner, wha ye’ie skailliing ; 

It’s just the blue-gown badge an’ claithing 


* A certain humorous dream of his was then making a noise tn 
eonntry-slde 
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O' ssunts i tak that, ye lea’e them naethmj; 

To ken them by, 

Frae ony uniegen’rate heathen, 

Like j ou or I 

I’ve sent you here some rhyming ware, 

A’ that I bargain’d for, an’ mair ; 

Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare, 

I will expect 

Your sang,* ye ’ll sen 't wi’ can me care, 

And no neglect. 

Tho’, faith, sma’ heart hae I to sing I 
My Muse dow scarcely spread her wing i 
I’ve play’d mysel a home spring, 

An’ danc’d my fill I 
I’d better gaen an’ sair’d the king. 

At Bunker’s Hill ’ 

’Twas ae night, kitely, in my fun, 

I gaed a roving wi’ the gun. 

An’ brought a paitrick to the grun, 

A home hen , 

An’, as the twilight was begun. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor, wee thing was little hurt, 

I straikit it a wee for sport, 

Ne’er thinkin’ they wad fash me for’t, 

But deil-may-care I 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 
The hie affair 


A tong be had promised the aathor 
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Some suld-us’d hands had taen a note 
That SIC a hen had got a shot ; 

I was suspected for the plot j 
I scorn’d to he, 

So gat the whissle o’ my groat, 

An’ pay’t the fee. 

But, by my gun, o’ guns the wale. 

An’ by my pouther an’ my hail, 

An’ by my hen, an’ b) her tail, 

I vow an’ swear • 

The game shall pay, o’er moor and dale, 
For this, niest year. 

As soon’s the clockin-time is by. 

An’ the wee pouts begin to cry, 

L— d, I’ se hae sportin’ by an’ by. 

For mv gowd guinea, 

Tho’ I should herd the buckskin kye 
For’t in Virginia 

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame ; 
’Twas neither broken wing nor limb. 

But twa-three draps about the wame. 
Scarce thro’ the feathers ; 
An’ baith a yellow George to claim, 

An’ thole their blethers I 


It pits me ay as mad’s a hare , 

So I can rh) me nor write nae mair, 
But pennyworths again is fair, 

When time’s expedient : 
Meanwhile, J am, resjiected sir, 

Your most obedient. 
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TO DR BLACKLOCK. 

ELLISLAND, OCTOBER 21, 1789. 

Wow, but your letter made me vauntie j 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie P 
I kenn’d it atill your yue bit juuntie 
Wad brinp y e to . 

Lord send ye a\ as n cel's I want ye, 

And then ye’ll do 

The ill-thief hlaw the Heron * south ' 

And never dnnk be near his drouth 1 
He tald mysel’, by woid o’ mouth, 

He’d tak my letter ; 

I lippen’d to the chiel in trouth. 

And bade nae better 

But aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the tune some dainty fair one. 

To ware his theologit care on. 

And holy study , 

And tir’d o’ saiils to waste his lear on, 

I'l’en tried the body 

But what d’ye think, my trusty fier. 

I’m turned a gauger — peace be here ! 
Parnassian queens, 1 lear, I fear 

Ye'll now disdain me ; 

* Mr Hercm, aataor of t History of Scotland, and various othei 

•rorka- 
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And then my fifty pounds a year 
'W’dl little gain me. 

Ye glaikit, gleesome, daintie damies, 

Wha, by Castaha’s wiinplin streamies, 

Lowp, Bing, and lave your pretty limbies. 

Ye ken, ye ken 

That sti’ang necessity supreme is 
'Mang sons o’ men 

1 hae a wife an’ twa wee laddies. 

They maun hae brose and brats o’ duddies) 
Ye ken yoursels my heart right proud is, 

I need nae vaunt, 

But I’ll sned besoms — threw saugb woodiea, 
Before they want. 

Loid help me thro’ this warld o’ care I 
I’m weary, sick o’t late and air ! 

Not but I hae a richer share 

Than monie ithers 
But why should ae man better fere, 

And a’ men bnthers ? 

Come, Firm Resolve, take thou the van, 
Thou stalk o’ carl-hemp in man ! 

And let us mind, faint heart ne’er wan 
A lady fair , 

Wha does the utmost that he can, 

Will whyles do mair. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 

(I’m scant o’ verse, and scant o’ tune,) 

To make a happy fireside clime 
To weans and wife, 
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That’s the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life 

M}r compliments to sister Beckie i 
And eke the same to honest Lucky, 

I wat she is a daintie chuckle, 

As e’er trod clay I 

An’ gracefully, my guid auld cockle, 

I’m yours for ay 

Robeet Burns. 


TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER. 

DUMFRIES, 1796 

Mt honor’d Colonel, deep I feel 
Your int’rest in the Poet’s weal j 
Ah * how sraa’ heart hae I to speel 
The steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill. 

And potion glasses. 

O, what a cantie woild were it, 

Would pain, and care, and sickness spare it , 
And fortune favor worth and ment. 

As they deserve 

(And ay a rowth, roast-beef and claret ; 

Syne wha wad starve P) 

Dame Life, tho’ fiction out may trick her, 
And in paste gems and fi ipp’ry deck her ; 

Oh 1 flick’ring, feeble, and uiisicker 
I’ve found lier stilL 
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Ay wav’rmg like the willow wicker, 

’Tween good and iU. 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrans by a rattan, 

Our smfu’ saul to get a claut on, 

Wi’ felon ire ; 

Syne, whip ' his tail ye’ll ne’er cast saut on, 
He’s aff like fire 

Ah, Nick 1 ah, Nick ' it is na fair. 

First showing us the tempting ware. 

Bright wines and home lasses rare. 

To put us daft , 

Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare, 

O’ hell’s damn’d waft 

Poor man, the file, aft bizzies by. 

And aft as chance he comes thee nigh. 

Thy auld damn’d elbow jeuks wi’ joy 
And hellish pleasure , 

Already in thy fancy’s eye 

Thy Bicker treasure. 

Soon, heels o’er gowdie * in he gangs. 

And, hke a sheep-head on a tangs. 

Thy girmng laugh enjoys his pangs 
And murd’ring wrestle, 

As, dangling in the wind, he hangs, 

A gibbet’s tassel 

But, lest you think I am uncivil, 
lo plague you with this draunting driyelt 
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Abjuring a’ intentions evil, 

I quat my pen 

The Lord preserve us frae the deviL 
Amen I Amen I 


LETTER 

TO i 8 T T GL NC — R. 

Aolo comrade dear, and brither sinner, 
How’s a’ the folk about G1 — nc — r 
How do )ou this blue eastlin wind. 

That’s like to blaw a bod) blind P 
Foi me, mt faculties are fiozen, 

M) dearest member neaiK dozen’d ’ 

I’ve sent )ou here iii) Johniii Simson, 
Twa sage philosopheis to glimpse on , 
Smith, wi’ his s)mi)atlietit feeling, 

An’ Held to common sense appealing 
Pliilosopt ers have fought an’ wrangled, 
And meiklc Greek an’ Latin mangled. 

Till wi’ their logit-jargon tii’d. 

An’ in the depth of science mir’d, 

To common sense the) now appeal. 

What wives and wabsteis see an’ feel. 
But, hark ye, Ir.end, I charge you strictly. 
Peruse them, an’ return them quickly , 
For now I’m grown sae cursed douce, 

I pray an’ ponder butt the house , 

My shins, my lane, I there sit roastin’. 
Perusing Bunyau, Brown, and Boston | 
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Till by an' by, if I baud on, 

111 grunt a real Gospel groan : 

Already 1 begin to try it. 

To cast my een up like a pyet. 

When by the gun she tumbles o’er, 
Flutt’rmg an’ gasping in her gore • 

8ae shortly you shall see me bright, 

A burning an’ a shining hght 

My heart-warm love to guid aiild Glen, 
The ace an’ w.ile of honest men ; 

When bending don n with auld gray hairs, 
Beneath the load of years and cares, 

May He who made him still support him. 
An’ views beyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy lam’ly far and near, 

God bless them a’ with grace and gear 

My auld school-fellow, Preacher Wilhe, 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 

An’ Auchenbay, 1 wish him joy ; 

If he’s a parent, lass or boy, 

May he be dad, and Meg the mither, 

Just five-an’-forty years thegitberl 
An’ no forgetting wabster Cnarlie, 

I’m tauld he oflers very fairly 
An’, L — d, remember singing Sannock, 
Wi’ hale breeks, saxpence, an’ a bannock. 
And next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy, 
Since she is htted to her fancy , 

An’ hei kind stars hae airted till her 
A guid chiel wi' a pickle siller 
My kindest, best respects 1 sen’ it. 

To cousin Kate, an’ sister Janet j 
Tell them frae me, wi’ chiels be cautious, 
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For faith, they’ll aibhns fin’ them fashions | 
To grant a heart is fairly civil, 

But to grant a maidenhead ’s the devil I 
An’ lastly, Jamie, for yoursel’. 

May guardian angels tak a spell. 

An’ steer you seven miles south o’ hell j 
But first, before jou see heav’n’s glory. 

May ye get mome a merry story, 

Monie a laugh and mome a drink. 

An’ ay enough o’ needfu’ chnk 

Now fare ye weel, an’ joy be wi’ you ; 

For my sake this 1 beg it o’ you. 

Assist poor Simson a’ ye can. 

Ye'll fin’ him just an honest man 
8ae I conclude, and quat my chanter, 

Yours, saint or smner, 

Rob the Kaitieb. 


TO MR. MITCHELL, 

COLLECTOK OF EXCISE, DUMFRIES, 1796. 

Friend of the Poet, tried and leal, 

Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal , 
Alake, alake, the meikle deil 

Wi’ a’ his witches 
Are at it, skelpin ' jig an reel, 

In my poor pouches 

I modestly, fii’ fain wad hint it. 

That one pound one, I sairly want it i 
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If wi’ the hizzie down ye send it, 

It would be kind , 

And while my heart wi’ life-blood dunted, 
I’d beat 't in mind. 

So may the auld year gang out moaning, 
To see the new come laden, groaning 
Wi’ double plenty, o’er the loaning, 

To thee and thine , 

Domestic peace and comforts crowmng 
The hail design 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye’ve heard this while how I’ve been hckat, 
And by fell death was nearly nicket , 

Grim loun ’ he gat me bv the fecket, 

A nd sair me sheuk j 
But, by good luck, I lap a wicket, 

And turn’d a neuk. 

But by that health, I’ve got a share o’t, 
And by that life, I'm promts d maur o’U 
My hale and weel I’ll take a care o’t, 

A tentier way , 

Then fareweel, folly, hide an’ hair o’t. 

For ante and ^ye. 
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TO THE GUIDWIFE OF WAUCHOPE-HOUSE, 

IK ANSWER TO AN EPISTLE WHICH SHE HAn SENT 
THE AUTHOR. 


Outdvnfe : 


L 


I HIND It weel m early date, 

When I was beardless, young, and blato, 
And first could thresh the barn, 

Or baud a yokm at the pleugh , 

An’ tho’ for foughten sair enough, 

Yet unco proud to learn 
When first amang the yellow com 
A man I reckon’d was, 

And wi’ the lave ilk merry morn 
Could rank my ng and lass. 

Still shearing, and clearing 
The tiihei stocked raw, 

Wi’ claicers, an’ haivers, 

Wearing the day awa’ 


II 

Ev’n then a wish, (I mind its pow’r,) 

A wish that to m) latest hour 
Shall strongly heave my breast. 

That I, for poor auld Scotland’s sake, 
Some usefu' plan or book could make, 
Or sing a sang at least 
The rough burr-thistle, spreading wide 
Amang the bearded bear. 
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1 turn’d the weeder-chps aside, 

An’ spar’d the symbol dear | 

No nation, no station, 

My envy e’er could raise j 
A Scot BtUl, but blot still, 

I knew nae higher praise. 

m. 

But still the elements o’ sang. 

In formless jumble, right an’ wrang, 
Wild floated in my brain , 

Till on that bar’s! I said before. 

My partner in the merry core. 

She rous’d the forming strain I 
I see her yet, the sonsie quean. 

That lighted up her jingle. 

Her witching smile, her pauky een, 
That gar’t my heart-strings tingle | 
I fir’d, inspir’d, 

At ev’ry kindhng keek, 

But bashing, and dashing, 

1 feared ay to speak. 


IV. 

Had to the set t ilk guid chiel says, 
Wi’ merry dance in winter days, 

An’ we to share m common ; 

The gpist o’ joy, the balm o’ woe, 

The saul o’ hfe, the heav’n below, 

Is rapture-giiing woman. 

Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name, 
Be mindfu’ o’ your mither j 
She, honest woman, may thmk shaiM 
That ye’re connected with her. 
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Ye re wae men, ye re nae men, 
That slight the lovely dears ; 
To shame ye, disclaim ye, 

Uk honest birkie swears. 


V. 

For you, na bred to barn or byre, 

Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre. 

Thanks to you foi your line 
The mailed plaid ye kindly spare 
By me should gratefully be ware, 

’'I’wdd jilease me to the Nine 
Td be mair vauntie o’ my hap. 

Douse lunging o’er my curple. 

Than oiue trn iiu ever lap, 

Or proud imjierial purple. 

Fareweel, then, lang hale then, 

An’ plenty be your fa’ , 

May losses and crosses 
Ne’er at your hallan ca’ 

March, 1787 R BujtNS. 


TO J RANKEN, 

ON H18 WKITINO TO THE AUTHOB THAT A OIBL WSI 
WITH CHILD BY BIV. 

1 AM a keeper of the law 
In some sma’ points, altho’ not a’ j 
Some people tell me gin I fa’, 

Ae way or ither, 

The breaking of ae point, tho’ sms’, 

Breaks a’ thegither. 
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1 hae been in foi’t ance or twice. 
And winna eay o’er far for thrice, 
Yet never met with that surprise 
That broke my rest ; 
But now a rumor 's like to rise, 

A whaup’s i’ the nest 


ADDRESS 

TO Alt ILLEGITIMATE cmU) 

Thou ’s welcome, wean, mischanter fa’ me, 
If aught of thee, or of thy mammy, 

Shall ever danton me, or awe me, 

Mj sweet wee lady. 

Or if I blush when thou shalt ca’ me 
Tu-ta, or daddy 

Wee image of my borne Betty, 

I fatherly will kiss an’ daut thee, 

As dear an’ near my heart I set thee, 

Wi’ as guid wiU, 

Ae a’ the priests had seen me get thee 
That ’a out o’ h-11 

What tho’ they ca’ me foniicator. 

An’ tease my name iii kmtiy -clatter , 

The mair they tauk I’m kent the better j 
E’en let them clash j 

An auld wife’s tongue’s a feckless matter 
To gie ana fash. 
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Sweet fruit o’ monie a merry dmt, 

My funny tiel is now a’ tint, 

Sin’ thou came to the war] asklent, 

Which fools may scoff at | 
In my last plaek thy part’s be in’t — 
The better half o’t 

An’ if thou be what I wad hae thee, 

An’ tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 

A lovin’ father 1 11 he to thee. 

If thou be spar’d , 

Thro’ a’ thy childish years I’ll e’e thee. 
An’ think ’t wcel war’d 

Gude grant that thou may ay inherit 
Thy mither’s poison, giace, an' merit. 
An’ thj poor, wortliless daddy’s spiiit. 
Without h's f.ulins , 

’Twill please me mair to hear an’ see ’t, 
Than stocket maihns 


TO A TAILOR, 

IM ANSWER TO AN EPISTLE WHICH HE HAD SENT 
THE AUTHOR 

What ads ye now, ye lousie b — h. 

To thresh my back at sic a pitch ^ 

Losh, man ' hae mercy wi’ your natch. 

Your bodkin’s bauld , 

I did na suffer half sae much 

Frae daddy Auld. 
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What tho’ at times, when I grow Crouse, 
I gie their wnmes a random pouoe, 

Is that enough for you to souse 
Your servant «ae f 

Gae mind Tour seam, ye prick the louse 
An’ jag the flae 

King Dav id, o’ poetic brief, 

Wrought mang the lasses sic mischief 
As fill d his after life wi’ grief 
An’ blood) rants , 

An’ yet he’s rank’d amang the chief 
O’ lang syne saunts 

And, may be, Tam, for a’ my cants. 

My wicked rhymes, an’ drucken rants { 
ni gie auld cloien Clootj’s haunts 
An unco slip yet , 

An’ snugly sit amang the saunts, 

At Davie’s hip yet. 

But fegs, the session says 1 maun 
Gae fa’ upo’ anither plan. 

Than garren lasses cowp the cran. 

Clean heels owre body, 
And sairly thole their mithers’ ban 
Afore the howdy 

This leads me on to tell, for sport, 

How I did with the session sort — 

Auld Chnkum at the inner port 

Cned thres times “ Robin I 
Come hither, lad, an’ answer for’t, 

Ye’re blam'd for jobbm. 
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Wi’ pinch I put a Sunday’s face on, 

A.n’ snoov’d awa’ before the session ; 

I made an open, &ir confession, 

I scorn’d to he ; 

An’ syne Mess John, beyond expression, 
Fell foul o’ me 

A fornicator loun he call’d me. 

An’ said my faut frae bliss expell’d me ; 

I own’d the tale was true he tell’d me, 

“ But what the matter ? ” 
Quo’ I, “ 1 fear, unless ye geld me, 

I’ll ne’er be better ” 

“ Geld you ’ ” quo’ he, “ and whatfore no, 
If that your right hand, leg, or toe, 
Should ever prove your spir’tual foe. 

You should remember 
To cut it aff, and whatfore no 

Your dearest member ” 

“ Na, na,” quo’ I, “ I’m no for that 
Gelding’s nae bettei than ’tis ca’t. 

I’d rather suffer for my faut, 

A hearty flewit. 

As sau" owre hip as ye can draw’t 1 
Tho’ I should rue it 

“ Or gin ye like to end the bother, 

To please us a’ I’ve just ae ither ; 

When next wi’ yon lass I forgather, 
Whate’er betide it. 

I’ll frankly gie her’t a’ thegither. 

An’ let her guide it.” 
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But, sir, this pleas’d them warst ava, 
An’ therefore, Tam, when that I saw, 
I said “ Guid mght,” and cam awa’, 
An’ left the session , 

1 saw they were resolved a’ 

On my oppression. 


TO MR WILLIAM TYTLER. 

WITH A POETRAIT OF THE AUTHOR. 

Revered defender of beauteous Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 

A name which to love was the mark of a true heart, 
But now ’tis despised and neglected. 

Tho’ something like moisture conglobes in my eye, 
Let no one misdeem me disloyal , 

A poor, friendless wand’rer may well claim a sigh. 
Still more if that wand’rer were royal 

My fathers that name have rever’d on a throne ; 

My fathers have fallen to right it , 

Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son. 
That name should he scoffingly slight it. 

Still in prayers for King George I most heartily join 
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry. 

Be they wise, be they toohsh, is nothing of mine) 
Their title's, avow’d by my country. 
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But why of this epochs make such a fuss, 

That gave us the Hanover stem P 

If bringing them over was Jucky for us, 

I’m sure ’twas as lucky for them 

But, loyalty, truce' we’re on dangeious ground; 
Who knows how tlie fashions may alter P 

The doctrine to-day that is loyalty sound, 
To-moirow may bring us a halter I 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A tnfle scarce worthy your care ; 

But accept it, good sir. as a mark of regard. 
Sincere as a saint’s dy ing prayer 

Now life’s chilly evening dim shades on your eye, 
And ushers the long dreaiy night. 

But you, like the star that athwart gilds the sky, 
\our course to the latest is bright 


EPISTLE 

TO R. GRAHAM, FSQ , OF FINTBA. 

When Nature her great masterpiece design’d. 
And fram’d her last, best work, the human mind. 
Her eye intent on all the maty plan. 

She form’d of \ariou8 parts the larious man. 

Then first slie calls the useful many forth, 

Plain, jilodding industry, and sober worth j 
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of earth, 
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And merchandise’ whole genus take them birth | 
Each prudent rat a warm existence finds, 

And all mechanics’ many apron’d kinds 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet, 

The lead and buoy are needful to the net , 

The caput mortuum of gross desires 

Makes a material for mere knights and squires; 

The maitml phosphorus is taught to flow. 

She kneads the lumpish, philosophic dough, 

Then marks th’ unyielding mass with grave designs, 
Law, physics, politics, and deep divines ; 

Last, she sulilimes th’ Aurora of the poles, 

The flashing elements of female souls 

The order’d system fair before her stood. 

Nature, w ell-pleas’d, pronounc’d it very good ; 

But ere she gave creating labor o’er. 

Half jest, she tried one curious labor more, 

Some spumy, fiery, ignii Jatuus matter, 

Such as the slightest breath of air might scatter ; 
With arch alaciity and conscious glee, 

(Nature may have her whim as well as we, 

Her Hogarth-art peihaps she meant to show it,) 

She forms the thing, and christens it — a poet 
Creature, though oft the prey of care and sorrow. 
When blest to-day , unmindful of to-morrow 
A being form’d to amuse his graver friends, 

Admir’d and prais’d — and there the homage ends. 
A mortal quite unfit for fortune’s strife. 

Yet oft, the sport of all the ills of life , 

Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give. 

Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan, 

Yet fiequent all unheeded m his own. 
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But honest Nature is not quite a Turk, 

She laugh’d at first, then felt for her poor woik | 
Pitying the propless climber of mankind, 

She cast about a standard-tree to find ; 

And, to support his helpless woodbine state, 

Attach’d him to the generous truly great, 

A title, and the only one I claim. 

To lay strong hold for help on bounteous Graham. 

Pity the tuneful Muses’ hapless train. 

Weak, timid landsmen on life’s stormy mam 1 
Their hearts no selfish, stern, absorbent stuff. 

That neither gives — though humbly takes enough ; 
The little fate allows, they share as soon. 

Unlike sage, pioveib’d Wisdom’s hard-wrung boon. 
The wot Id were bless’d did bliss on them depend — 
Ah < that “ the frienuly e’er should want a friend ' ” 
Let Prudence number o’er each sturdy son. 

Who life and w isdom at one race begun. 

Who feel by reason, and who give by rule, 

(Instinct ’s a brute, and sentiment a fool ') 

Who make poor tall do wart upon I should — 

We own they ’re prudent, but who feels they’re gcod 
Ye wise ones, hence ' ye hurt the social eye ' 

God’s image rudely etch d on base alloy ' 

But come ye who the godlike pleasuie know — 
Heaven’s uttiibutc distinguish’d — to bestow’ 

Whose arms of love would grasp the human race ) 
Come, ihoii who giv’st with all a courtier’s grace. 
Friend of iry life, Uue patron of my rhymes' 

Plop of my dearest hope for futuie times 
Why shrinks my soul, half blushing, half afraid, 
Backwaid, abashed to ask thy fuendly aid? 

I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 

1 crave thy Iriendship at thy kind command j 
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But there are such who court the tuneful Nine,— 
Heavens ! should the branded character be mine 
Whose verse m manhood’s pride sublimely flows, 

Yet vilest rejitiles in their begging prose. 

Mark, how their lofty, independent spirit 
Soars on the spurning wing of injur’d merit ’ 

Seek not the proofs m private life to find ' 

Pity the best of words should be but wind * 

So to heaven’s gates the laik’s shrill song ascends, 

But grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 

In all the clamorous cry of starving want, 

They dun benevolence with shameful front ; 

Oouge them, patronise their tinsel lays. 

They peisecule jou all jour futuic days' 

Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain. 

My horny fist assume the plougli again , 

The piebald jacket let me patch once moie , 

On eighteen-pence a week I’ve lived before 
Though, thanks to heaven' 1 dare even that last shift I 
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy gilt, 

That placed by thee upon the wished-for height. 
Where, Man and Nature faiier in her sight, 

My Muse may imp her wmg for some sublimer flight 


TO THE SAME. 

Late crippled of an arm, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg ; 
DuU, listless, teas’d, dejected and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple’s rest,) 
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Will gen’rous Graham list his Poet’s wail f 
(It soothes poor Miserj heark’nmg to her tale,) 
And hear him curse the light he first survey’d, 
And doubly curse the luckless, rhyming trade I 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign; 

Of thy caprice maternal I complain 
The lion and the bull thy care have found ; 

One shakes the forest, and one spurns the ground 
Thou gi'est the ass hia hide, the snail his shell, 

Th’ envenomed wasp, victorious, guards his oelL 
Thy minions, kings defend, control, devour. 

In all th’ omnipotence of rule and power 
Foxes and statesmen, subtle wiles insure , 

The cit and jiolecal slink and aie secure 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug, 
Ihe pnest and hedgeliog in their rohts are snug; 
Ev’n sillv woman has her waihke arts. 

Her tongue and eyes, her dieaded spear and darts 

But, oh ' thou bitter step-mother, and hard. 

To thv poor, fencfiess, naked child — the Bard I 
A thing unteachable in tlic world’s skill. 

And half an idiot, too, more helpless stilL 
No heels to bear him liom the op'ning dun, 

No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun; 

No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 
And those, alas ' not Amalihea’s horr 
No nerves olfact’ry. Mammon’s trusty cur, 

Clad m iich dulness, comloil ible fur, 

111 naked feeling, and m aching pride. 

He bears th’ unbroken blast from ev’ry side ; 
Vampyie booksellers dram bun to the heart, 

And scornion critics cureless venom dart 
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Critics ' appall’d 1 venture on the name, 

Those cut-throat bandits m the paths of fame I 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes ; 

He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless, wanton malice wrung, 

By blockheads’ daring into madness stung ; 

Hia well-won bays, than life itself more dear; 

By miscreants torn, who ne’er one spng must wear ; 
Foil’d, bleeding, tortur’d m th’ unequal strife, 

The hapless poet flounders on thro’ life, 

Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir’d. 

And fled each Muse that glorious once inspir’d. 

Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age. 

Dead, ev’n resentment, for bis injur’d page. 

He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic’s rage. 

So, by some hedge, the gen’rous steed deceas’d. 
For half-starv’d, snarling curs a dainty feast; 

By toil and famine worn to skin and bone, 

Lies senseless of each tuggin’ bitch’s son. 

O, Dulness ' portion of the truly blest ; 

Calm, shelter’d haven of eternal rest ' 

Thy sons ne’er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune’s polar frost, or torrid beams. 

If mantling high she fills the golden cup. 

With sober, selfish ease they sip it up , 

Conscious the bounteous meed they well deserve. 
They only wonder “ some folks ” do not starve. 

The grave sage hern thus easy picks his frog. 

And thmks the mallard a sad, worthless dog 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 

And thro’ disastrous mght they darkhng grope, 
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With deaf enduranoe sluggishly they bear, 

And just conclude that “ fools are Fortune’s care.” 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest’s shocks. 

Strong on the signpost stands the stupid ox. 

Not BO the idle Muses’ madcap train. 

Not such the workings of their moon-struck bram , 
In equanimity they never dwell, 

By turns in soaring heav’n or vaulted hell. 

I dread thee. Fate, relentless and severe, 

With all a poet’s, husband’s, father’s fearl 
Already one stronghold of hope is lost, — 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust ; 

(Fled, like the sun eclips’d as noon dpjiears. 

And left us darkling in a world of tears ,) 

0* hear my ardent, grateftd, selfish prayer* 
Fintha, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 

Thro’ a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; 

And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down I 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; 

Give energy to life, and soothe his latest breath, 
With many a filial tear cucling the bed of death. 


TO THE SAME, 

ON RECEIVING A EAVOR. 

I CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 

A fabled Muse may suit a bard that feigns ; 
Friend of my life ' my ardent spuit burns, 
And all the tribute of my heart returns. 
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For boons accorded, goodness ever new, 

The gift stQl dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day * thou other paler light ; 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 

If aught that giver from my mind e&ce ; 

If I that giver’s bounty e’er disgrace ; 

Then roll to me, along your wand’ring spheres, 
Only to number out a villain’s years I 


TO A GENTLEMAN 

WHOM THE AUTHOR HAD OPPENDED, 

The friend whom wild from wisdom’s way. 
The fumes of wine infuriate send , 

(Nor moony madness more astray ,) 

Who but deplores that hapless fnend P 

Mine was the insensate, frenzied part. 

Ah ' why should I such scenes outlive P 
Scenes so abhorrent to my heart I 
’Tis thme to pity and forgive. 
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TO A GENTLEMAN 

WHO HAD BENT HIM A NEWSPAPER, AND OFFERED TO 
CONTINUE. IT FREE OF EXPENSE 

Kind sii, I’ve read jour paper through. 

And faith, to me, 'twas really new ' 

How guess’d ye, sir, what tnaist I wanted” 

This mome a day I’ve grain'd and gaunted. 

To ken what Fieiich mischief was brewm , 

Or what the drumblie Dutch were doin , 

That vile doup-skelper, £mi>ernr Joseph, 

If Venus yet had gothia nose off, 

Or how the collieshangie works 
Atweeii the Kussiaiis and the Turks ,• 

Or if the Swede, befoie he h.ilt. 

Would play uiiither Charles the Twaltj 
If Denmark, any bod) spak o’t , 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o’tj 
How cut-throat PiusM.ui blades were htngiD, 

How libbet Italy was singin , 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

W^ere say in or takin aught amiss , 

Or how our merry lads at hame 
In Britain’s court kept up the game , 

How royal George, the Lord leuk o’er him, 

Was managing St Stephen’s quorum; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was hvm’, 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nleve m , 

How daddie Buike the plea was cookm’, 

If Warren Hastings’ neck was yeukin’ j 
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How oesses, stents, and fees wen rax’d, 
Or if bare a — sea yet were tax’d ; 

The news o’ princes, dukes, and earls. 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls ; 
If that daft buckle, Geordie Wales, 

Was threshing still at hissies’ tails. 

Or if he has grown oughtlins douser, 

And no a perfect kintra cooser , 

A’ this and mair I never heard of. 

An’ but for you I might despair’d of 
So gratefu’, back your news I send you. 
And pray a’ guid things may attend you. 

EUxtland, 1790 


SKETCH, 

TO MB.8. DtWLOP, ON A NEW TEAK’S DAT 

This day. Time winds th’ exhausted chain 
To run the twelvemonth’s length agam ; 

I see the auld bauld-pated fellow. 

With ardent eyes, complexion sallow, 
Adjust the ummpair’d machine. 

To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 

In vain assail him with their prayer ; 

Deaf as my friend, he sees them press, 

Nor makes the hour one moment less. 

Will you (the Major ’s with the hounds. 
The happy tenants share his rounds ; 
Coila’s fair Rachel’s care to-day. 

And blooming Keith’s engaged with Gray,) 
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From housewife’s cares a minute borrow — 
That grandchild’s cap u ill do to-morrow, — 
And join with me a-morali2iiig, 

This day ’s propilious to be wise in. 

First, what did jesternight deliver*’ 

“ Another year is gone for ever ” 

And what IS this day’s strong suggestion P 
“ The passing moment’s all we rest on ” 
Rest on — tor what do we hear? 

Or why regard the passing year*’ 

Will time, amus’d with nrovcrh’d lore, 

Add to our date one minute more*’ 

A few days m<iy — a few j cars must — 
Repose us in the silent dust 
Then is it wise to damp our bliss P 
Yes — all such reisonings are amiss’ 

The voice of Nature loudly cries. 

And many a mess.ige from the skies. 

That soinetliing in us never dies , 

That on this fiail, uncertain state. 

Hang matte'-s of eteina! weight. 

That future life, in woilds unknown, 

Must take its hue from this alone 
Whether as heaseiily glory bright, 

Or dark as miseit’s wroful night — 

Since, then, m\ honor’d first of friends, 

On this jioor being all depends , 

Let us th’ important now employ. 

And live as those that never die 
Tho’ you, with diys and honors crown’d. 
Witness that filial circle round, 

(A Bight life’s borrows to lepulse, 

A Bight pale Ein'j to convulse,) 

Others now claim ^ our chief regard | 
Yourself, you wait your bright reword. 
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THE AULB FARMER’S NEW- YEAR MORNING 
SALUTATION TO HIS AULB MARE MAGGIE, 

os GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMEI) RIP OF CORN TO 
HANSEL IN THE NEW TE4R 

A GHID New Year I wish thee, Maggie ! 

Hae, there’s a rip to thj auld baggie • 

Tho’ thou’s howe-hackit now, an’ knaggie, 

I'se seen the day 

Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie, 

Out owre the lay 

Tho’ now thou’s dowie, stiff, an’ crazy, 

An’ thy auld hide ’s as white ’s a daisy, 

I’ve seen thee dnppl’t, sleek, an’ glaizie, 

A home gray , 

He should been tight that daur’t to raise thee 
Ance in a day 

’Thou ance was T the foremost rank, 

A filly, buirdly, sleeve, an’ swank. 

An’ set weel down a shapely shank. 

As e’er tread yard. 

An’ could hae flown out owre a stank, 

Like onie bird. 

It ’s now some nine-an’-twenty year 

Sin’ thou was my guid father’s meere; 

He gied me thee, o’ tocher clear. 

An’ fifty mark ( 
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Tho’ it was sma’, ’twas weel-won gear, 

An’ thou was stark. 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 

Ye then was trotun’ wi’ your minniej 
Tho’ ye was triclae, slee, an’ funnie, 

Ye n’er was donsie , 

But hamely, tawie, quiet, an’ came, 

An’ unco sonsie 

That day ye jiranc’d wi’ mutkle pride. 

When ye hure hame my home bride ; 

An’ sweet an’ gracefu’ she did ride 
AYi’ maiden air ' 

Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide 
For SIC a pair 

Though now ye dow but hoyte an’ hobble, 

An’ wintle like a samount-coble. 

That day ye was a jinker noble. 

For heels an’ win’ 1 
An’ ran them till they a’ did wauble. 

Far, far behin’ 

When thou an’ I were joung an’ skeigh, 

An’ stable meals at fans were dieigli, 

How thou wad prance, an’ snore, an’ skreigh, 
An’ t.ik the road ’ 

Town’s bodies ran, an stood abeigh, 

An’ ca't thee mad. 

When thou was corn’t, an’ I was mellow. 

We took the road ay like a swallow; 

At Brooses thou had ne’er a fellow. 

For pith an’ speed ; 
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But ev’ry tail thou pay’t them hollow, 
Where'er thou gaed 

The ema’, droop-nimpl’t, hunter-cattle 
Might aihlma waur’t thee for a brattle t 
But sax Scotch miles, thou try’t their mettle. 
An’ gar’t them whaizle ' 

Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 
O’ saugh or hazel 

Thou was a noble dttie-inn’. 

As e’er in tug or tow was drawn ! 

Aft thee an’ 1, in aught hours gaun, 

On guid March weather, 

Hae turn’d sax rood beside our han’, 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg’t, an’ fech’t, an’ fliskit. 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit, 

An’ spread abieed thy weel-fill’d brisket, 

Wi’ pith and pow’r, 

Till spntty knowes wad rair’t and risket, 

An’ slypet owre 

When frosts lay long, an’ snaws were deep, 
Au’ threaten’d labor back to keep, 

I gied thy cog a wee bit heap 

Aboon the timmer , 

I kenn’d my Maggie wad na sleep 
For that, or simmer 

In cart or ear thou never restit , 

The steyest brae thou wad hae fac’d it | 

Thou never lap, and sten’t, and breastit, 

Then stood to blaw ; 
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But just thy step a wee thing hastit, 
Thou snoov’t awa. 

My pleugh is now thy bairn-time a’ j 
Four gallant brutes as e’er did draw ; 
Forbye sax mae, I’ve sell’t awa, 

That thou hast nurst , 
They drew me thretteen pund an’ twa, 
The Tera warsL 

Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought. 
An’ wi’ the weary warl’ fought I 
An' monie an anxious day, I thought 
We wad be beat , 

Yet here to crasy age we’re brought, 

Wi’ something yet. 

An’ think na, my auld trusty servan’, 
That DOW, perhaps, thou’s less desemn’, 
An’ thy auld days may end in starvin’, 
For my last fou, 

A heapit stunpart. I’ll reserve ane 
Laid by for you 

We’ve worn to crazy years thegitheri 
We’ll toyte about wT ane amther ; 

Wi’ tentie care I’ll fit thy tether 
To some ham’d ng, 

Whaie ye may nobly rax your leather 
WT sma’ &tigue. 
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THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOB 
MAILEE, THE AUTHOR’S ONLY PET YOWE. 

AN UNCO MOURNFU’ TALE 


As Mailie an’ her Iambs thegither, 
Were nibbling to tether, 

Upon her c\pot she cooata hUch,^*"^' 
An’ owre she warariTin the ditch j 
There, groaning, djing, she did he. 
When Hughoc • he came doytin by. 


Wi’ glonnn’ een, an’ lifted ban’s, 

Poor Hughoc like a statue stan’s ; 

He saw her days were near-hand ended. 
But, waes my heart • he could nae mend iL 
He gaped wide, but nacthing spak, 

At length poor Maihe silence brak. 


“ 0 thou, whase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my w ofu’ case 1 
My dpng words attentive hear, 

An’ bear them to my master dear. 

“ Tell him, if e’er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 

O, bid him nev er tie them mair 
Wi’ wicked strings o’ hemp or hair, 
But ca’ them out to park or hill. 
An’ let them wsndei at their will , 


▲ neighbor herd-caUan 
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8o may hi8 flock increase, an’ grow 
To scores o’ lambs, an’ packs o’ woo’. 

“ Tell him he was a master km.’, 

An’ ay was guid to me an’ mine , 

An’ now my dying charge I gie him, 

My helpless lambs I trust them wi' him 

“ O, bid him save their harmless lives 
Frae dogs, an’ tods, an’ butchers’ knives. 

But gie them guid cow-milk their fill. 

Till they be fit to feed themsel’ ; 

An’ tent them duly, e’en an’ morn, 

Wi’ teats o’ hay, an’ rips o’ com 

“ An’ may they never learn the gaets 
Of ither vile, nanrestfu’ pets ' 

To slink thro’ slaps, an’ reve, an’ steal. 

At stacks o’ peas, or stocks o’ k.iil 
So may they, like their great forbears, 

For mome a year come thro’ the sheais j 
So wives will gie them bits o’ bread, 

An’ bairns greet for them when they’re dead 

“ My poor toop-lamb, my son an’ heir, 

0, bid him breed him up wi’ care ! 

An’, if he live to be a beast. 

To pit some bavins in his breast ' 

An’ warn him what I winna name. 

To stay content wi’ yowes at hame ; 

An’ no to rin an’ wear liis cloots, 

Like ither menseless, graceless brutes. 

‘‘ An’ niest my yowie, silly thing, 

Oude keep thee fiae a tether-string, 
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O, may thou ne’er forgather up 
Wi’ onj blastil, moorland loop, 

But ay keep mind to moop an’ mell 
Wi’ sheep o’ credit like thysel’ ’ 

“ An’ now , my bairns, wi’ my last breath, 
I lea’e my blessin’ wii’ you baith , 

An’ when you thmk upo’ your mither, 

Mind to be kin’ to ane anither 

“ Now, honest Hughoc, dmna fail 
To tell my master a’ my tale , 

An’ bid him burn this cursed tether. 

An', for thy pains, thou’se get my bleAer.” 

This said, poor Mailie turn’d her head. 
An’ clos’d her een amang the dead. 


POOR MAILIE’S ELEGY. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 

Wi’ saut tears trickhn’ down your nose I 
Our bardie’s fate is at a close, 

Past a’ remead ; 

The last sad cap-stane o’ his woes I 
Poor Maihe’s dead I 

It’s no the loss o’ warl’s gear, 

That could sae bitter draw the tear, 

Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed| 
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He’s lost a fnend and neebor dear, 

In Maihe dead 

Thro’ a’ the toun she trotted by him ; 

A lang half mile she could descry him ; 
Wi kindly bleat, when she did spy him, 
She ran wi’ speed j 

A friend mair faitlifu’ ne’er cam nigh him. 
Than Mailie dead 

I wat she was a sheep o’ sense, 

An’ could behave hersel’ wi’ mense , 

I’ll say’t, she never brak a fence, 

Thro’ thievish greed ; 

Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 
Sin’ Maihe’s dead 

Or, if he wanders up the howe, 

Her living image in her yowe, 

Comes bleating to him o’er the knows, 
For bits o’ bread ; 

An’ down the briny pearls rowe, 

For Mailie dead 

She was nae get o’ moorland tips, 

Wi’ tawted ke£ an’ hairy hips , 

For her forbears were brought m ships 
Frae yont the Tweed : 

A bonier fleesh ne’er cross’d the chps 
Than Madie dead 

Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing — a rape I 
It maks guid fellows gim an’ gape, 

Wi’ chokm’ dread | 
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An’ Robin’s bonnet wave wi’ erape, 
For Moihe dead. 

O, a’ ye bards on bouie Doon' 

An’ wha on Ayr your chanters tune, 
Come, join the meUncliohous croon 
O’ Robin’s reed • 

His heart will never get aboon 
His Mailie dead I 


TO CLARINDA 

WITH A PRESENT OF A PtlR OF DUINKING-GLASSES 

F SIR empress of the Poet’s soul, 

And queen of poetesses j 

Clannda, take this little boon, 

This humble jnur of glasses 

And fiU them hi,;h -(.ith genevnna jvnee. 

As generous as your mind , 

And pledge me m the generous toast — 

“ The whole of humankind ! ” 

“To those w ho love us ' ” — second fill , 

But not to those whom we love, 

Lest we love those who love not us ’ 

A third — “ To thee and me, love ' ” 

Long may we lire I long may w e love I 
And long may we be happy ! 

And may we never want a glass 
Well charged with generous nappy 1 
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TO CLARINDA. 

Befobe I saw Clarinda’s face 
My heart was blithe and gay, 

Free as the wind, or feathered race 
That hop from spray to spray 

But now dejected 1 appear, 

Clai inda proves unkind , 

I, sighing, drop the silent tear, 

But no relief can find 

In plaintive notes my tale rehearses 
When I the fair have found ; 

On ev ery tree appear my verses 
That to her praise resound 

But she, ungrateful, shuns my sight. 
My faithlul love disdains, 

Mj V ows and tears her scorn excite — 
Another hapjiy reigns 

Ah, though my looks betray 
I envy your success. 

Yet love to friendship shall give way, 
1 cannot wish it less 


TO CLARI!«DA. 

“ I BURN, I bum, as when through ripened com, 

By driving w inds, the crackling flames are home ! ' 
Now maddening, wild, I curse that fatal night; 

Now bless the hour which charmed my gudty sight. 
In vain the laws their feeble force oppose ; 

Chained at his feet they groan. Love’s vanquished foes 
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In vain Religion meets my shrinking eye , 

I dare not combat — but I turn and fly 
Conscience in vain upbraids the unhallowed fiiei 
Love grasps its scorpions — stifled thej expire , 
Reason drops headlong from his sacred throne, 
Your dear idea reigns, and reigns alone 
Each thought intoxicated homage yields, 

And riots wanton in forbidden fields t 

By all on high, adoring mortals know ' 

By all the conscious villain fears below • 

By your dear self ' — the last great oath I swear — 
Nor life nor soul was ever half so dear ' 


TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, OF GLENRIDDEL. 

EXTEMPORE LINES ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER CON. 
TAINING CRITICISMS ON THE POPT’S 'WORKS 

Your news and review, sir, I ’ve read through and 
through, sir. 

With little admiring or blaming , 

The papers are barren of home news or foreign, 

No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends, the reviewers, those chippers and hewera, 
Are judges of mortar and stone, sir , 

But of meet or unmeet, in a fabric complete, 

I boldly pronounce they are none, sir 

My goose-quill too rude is to tell all your goodness 
Bestowed on jour servant, the Poet; 

Would to God 1 had one like a beam of the sun, 

And then all the world, sir, should know it I 
SUuland, Monday Evening. 
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TO JOHN TAYLOR. 

With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo weary flying, 

Through frosty hills the journey lay, 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor slipshod giddy Pegasus 
Was but a sorry walker , 

To Vulcan then Apollo goes. 

To get a frosty caulker • 

Obhging Vulcan fell to work. 

Threw by his coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol’s business in a crack 
Sol paid him with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan’s sons of Wanlockhead 
Pity my sad disaster j 
My Pegasus is poorly shod — 

I’ll pay you like my master 
Bamag^s, 3 o’clock Robert Burns. 


THIRD EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK 

SEPTEMBER 13, 1785. 

Quid speed an’ furder to you, Johnny, 

Guid health, hale ban’s, an’ weather bonny ) 
Now when ye’re nickan down fu’ canny 
The staff o’ bread. 

May ye ne’er want a stoup o’ bran’y 
To clear your head 


* ▲ baQ pQt Into A ihoo to preTont the foot froiu tUpptng In froety weAthiv 
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May Boreaa never thresh your rigs, 

Nor kick your nckles aff their legs, 
Sendin’ the stuff o’er muirs an’ haggs 
Like driviii’ wiack ; 

But may the tapmast grain tliat wags 
Come to the sack 

I’m bizzie too, an’ skelpin’ at it, 

But hitter, daudm’ showers ha’e wat it, 

Sae my auld stumpie pen I gat it, 

\Vi’ muckle wark. 

An’ took my jocteleg an’ whatt it, 

Like ony dark 

It’s now twa month that I’m your debtor, 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter. 
Abusin’ me for harsh ill-nature 
On holy men. 

While de’il a hair yoursel’ ye’re better. 

But mair profane 

But let the kirk-folk ring their bells, 

Let 's Slug about oui noble sel’s , 

We 'll cry nae jads frae healhen hills 
To help or roose us. 

But browster wives an’ whisky -stills, 

They are the Muses. 

Your friendship, sir, 1 winna quat it, 

An’, if ye mak' objections at it. 

Then han’ in nieve some day we ’ll knot it. 
An’ witness take. 

An’ when wi’ usquabae we’ve wat it, 

It winna break 

But if the beast and branks be spared 
Till kye be gaun without the herd. 
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An' a’ the 711161 in the yard, 

An’ theekit right, 

I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter mght. 

Then muse-inspirm’ aqua-vit® 

Shall make ua baith sae hlythe an’ witty, 

Tdl ye forget ye’re auld an’ gatty, 

An’ be as canty 

Aa ye were nine year less than thretty, 

Sweet ane an’ twenty I 

But stocks are cowpet wi’ the blast, 

An’ now the sinn keeks in the west, 

Then I maun rin aniang the rest 

An’ quat my chanter ; 

Sae I subscribe my self, in haste. 

Yours, IUb the lUNTEt 


DELIA 

AN ODE 


•*To TH* ‘Stab’ I^ewspapsk. 

Printer, — If the productions of a simple ploughman can merit a 
^lace in the same paper with tho other favorites of the Muses who illumi 
Date the Star with ilie lustre of genius, your Insertion of the enclosed 
trLde m.' be succeeded bj future communications from yours, Ac , 

''Bobebt Bnuts 

near Durt\frie*^ May 18, 1789 " 


Faie the face of orient day, 

Fair the tints of opening rose; 
But fairer still my Delia dawns, 
More loiely far her beauty blows. 
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Sweet the lark’s wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear j 
But, Delia, more delightful still. 

Steal thine accents on mine ear 

The flower-enamored busy bee 
The rosy banquet loves to sip j 
Sweet the streamlet’s limpid lapse 
To the sun-browned Arab’s hp 

But, Delia, on thy balmy bps 
Let me, no vagrant insect, rove ' 

O, let me steal one liquid kiss ' 

For, O I my soul is parched with love I 


VERSES 

TO JOHN MAXWELL, OF TERRAOQHTT, ON HIS BIRTHDAT, 

Health to the Maxwells’ veteran chief I 
Health, aye unsoured by care or grief- 
Inspired, I turned Fate’s sibyl leaf 
This natal mom ; 

I see thy life is stuff o’ prief. 

Scarce quite half worn. 

This day thou metes threescore eleven, 

And I can tell that bounteous Heaven 
(The second sight, ye ken, is given 
To ilka poet) 

On thee a tack o’ seven times seven 
Will yet bestow it 


* Mr UsxweU wu grandson s grandsoo to Lord Heirles, the rsltti/U] 
and devoted adherent of Mary, (Jneen of Bcou On his knees Lord Her 
rlea entreated the unhappy Queen to prosecute Bothwell for the murder 
afDaniler He aftenrardi fought tbr her a* the battle of langilde 




BUENS’S POEMS 


243 


If envious buckles view wi‘ soriow 

Thy lengthened dajs on this blest moriow, 

May Desolation’s lang-tcetlied hairow, 

Nine miles an hour, 

Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In bi unstane stoure ' 

But for thy friends, and they are mony, 
Baith honest men and lasses bonny. 

May couthie Fortune, kind and canny, 

In social glee, 

Wi’ mornings blithe and evenings funny. 
Bless them and thee ' 

Fareweel, auld biikie ' Loid be near ye. 

And then the de’il he daurna steer ye 
Your friends aye love, your faes aje fear ye ; 

For me, shame fa’ me. 

If neist my heart I dinna wear ye, 

While Burns they ca’ me! 


EPISTLE TO THE REV JOHN M’MATH,* 

IKE OP THE PEbSBTTERIAN CI.EBGT WHO PEEACHEB 
AGAINST THE " AULD-LICHT ” DOCTKINE8. 

SEPTEMBER 17, 1785 

While at the stock the shearers cower, 

To shun the bitter blaudin’ shower, 

Or m gulravage minin’ scower 

To pass the time. 


* Aoeoapanled by * copy of ** Holy WUUe'i Prayer " 
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To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme 

My Musie, tired ni’ mony a sonnet 
On gown, an’ ban’, an’ douse black bonnet, 

Is grown right eerie now she ’s done it, 

. Lest tney should blame bei 

An' rouse their holy thunder on it. 

And anathem her 

I own 'twas rash, an’ rather hardy, 

That I, a simple, countiy bardie, 

Should meddle wi’ a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me. 

Can easy, wi’ a single wordie, 

Lowse hell upon me 

But I gae mad at their grimaces, 

Their sighin’, cantin’, grace-])roud faces. 

Their three-mile prayers, an’ hauf-mile graces, 
Their rasin’ conscience, 
Whase greed, revenge, and pride disgraces 
Waur nor their nonsense 

There ’s Gawn, misca’t waur than a beast, 

Wha has mair honor in his breast 
Than mony scores as guid’s the priest 
Wha sae ahus’t him 
An’ may a bard no crack his jest 

What way they’ve use’t him? 

Bee him, the poor man’s fiiend m need, 

The gentleman in word an’ deed. 

An’ shall his fame an’ honor bleed 

By worthless skellums, 

An’ not a Muse erect her head 

To oowe the bellums P 
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O Pope, had I thy satire’s darts, 

To gi’e the rascals their deserts ' 

I’d rip their rotten, hollow hearts. 

An’ tell aloud 

Their jugglin’ hocus-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 

God knows I’m no the thing I should be, 
Nor am I even the thing I could be, 

But twenty times, I rather w ould be 
An atheist clean. 

Than under gosjiel colors hid be 

Just for a screen 

An honest man may like a glass. 

An honest man may like a lass. 

But mean revenge, an’ malice fouse 
He’ll still disdain. 

An’ then cry zeal for gosjiel laws, 

Like some we ken. 

They take religion in their mouth ; 

They talk o’ mercy, grace, an’ truth. 

For what^ — to gie their malice skouth 
On some ])uir wight. 

An’ hunt him down, o’er right an’ ruth. 

To luin straight 

All hail. Religion • maid divine ' 

Pardon a muse sae mean as mine, 

Who, in her rough, imperfect line 

Thus daurs to name thee j 
To stigmatize false fiiends of thine 

Can ne’er defame thee. 

Though blotch’t an’ foul wi’ mony a stain, 
An’ far unworthy of thy tram, 
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With trembling yoice I tune my strain 
To jom with those 
Who boldly daur thy cause maintain 
In spite o’ foes 

In spite o’ crowds, in spite o’ mobs, 

In spite o’ undei mining jobs, 

In spite o’ dark banditti stabs 

At woiih an’ merit. 

By scoundrels, even wi’ holy robes. 

But hellish spirit 

O Ajt I my dear, my native ground. 

Within thj presbjtenal bound, 

A candid, liberal band is found 

Of public teachers, 

As men, as Cliristians too, renowned. 

An’ manly preachers. 

Sir, m that circle you are named i * 

Sir, in that circle jou ore famed ; 

An’ some, by whom your doctiine’s blamed, 
(Which gi’es you honor,) 
Even, sir, by them your heart 's esteemed. 

An’ winning manner. 

Pardon this freedom I have ta’en. 

An’ if impertinent I’ve been. 

Impute It not, good sir, in ane 

Whase heart ne’er wranged ye. 
But to bis utmost would befiiend 

Aught that belanged t’ ye. 


* Mr M'Matli preiched sgslnit the UTere Calrlnlstlc doctrinal called 
be “Auld Llstit.” 
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(EPISTLE TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ,» 

KECOMMENDING A BOY. 

MosgamUe, May 3, 1786 
I HOLD it, sir, my bounden duty 
To warn you how that Master Tootle. 

Alias, Laird M‘Gaun,t 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
’Bout whom ye spak’ the tither day. 

And wad ha’e done ’t aff han' , 

But lest he learn the calUn tricks. 

As, faith, I muckle doubt him, 

Like scrapin’ out auld Crumnue’s nicks, 
And tellin’ lies about them 
As lieve then, I’d have then. 

Your clerkship he should sair, 

If sae be, ye may be 
Not fitted other where 

Although I say ’t, he ’s gleg enough. 

And ’bout a house that ’s rude and rough. 
The boy might learn to swear , 

But then wi’ you he’ll be sae taught, 

And get sic fair example straught, 

I haena ony fear 
Ye ’ll catechise him every quirk. 

And shore him weel wi’ heiJ , 

And gar him follow to the kirk 
Aye when ye gang joursel’ 


* Hr HamUton wai a solicitor at Mauchllne He was mnch opposed 
0M Light,” or iLgh Calvinistic pruiclplei of the ScottUh Kirk 

that day 

t Tootte was a cheating eattte-dealer, who was In the habit of oatttng 
the nicks or markings the boras of cattle, to disguise their ara and 
main a higher price for them. 


8.C 
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If ye then, maim be then 

Frae hame this comm’ Friday, 
Then please, sir, to lea’e, sir. 

The orders wi’ your lady 

My word of honor I ha’e gi’en, 

In Paisley John’s that night at e’en, 
To meet the warld’s worm , 

To try to get the twa to ’gree. 

And name the aiiles and the fee 
In legal mode and form 
I ken he weel a sneck tan draw. 
When simple bodies let him , 

And if a d€\il be at a’. 

In faith he ’s sure to get him 
To phrase )ou, and praise jou, 
Te ken your laureate scorns • 
The prayer still you share still, 
Of grateful Minstrel Burns. 


POETICAL INVITATION TO MR JOHN 
KENNEDY, 

iOCOMPAMED BY A COPT OF “ THE COTTEK’s 8ATUS< 
DAT NlOnx” 

Now Kennedy, if foot or horse 
E’er bring y ou in by Mauchlme Corse, 

Lord, man, there’s lasses there wad force 
A hermit’s fancy , 

And down the gate, in faith they ’re worse. 

And maur uncbancv. 

But, as I’m sayin’, please step to Dow's, 

And taste sic gear as Johnnie brews. 
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nil some bit callant bring me news 
That jou are there ' 

And if we dinna hand a bouze 

I'se ne’er drmh mair. 

It ’s no I like to sit and swallow, 

Then like a swine to puke and wallow ; 
But gi'e me just a true good fellow, 

\Vi’ right ingme, 

And spunkie, ance to make us mellow, 
And then we'll shine 

Now, if ye’re ane o’ world’s folk, 

Wha rate the wearer by ibe cloak. 

And sklent on poverty thoir joke, 

Wi’ bitter sneer, 

Wi’ you no friendship will I Iroke 
Nor cheap nor dear. 

But if, as I’m informed weel. 

Ye hate, as ill’s the very de’il, 

The flinty heart that canna feel — 

Come, sir, here ’a tae you > 
Hae, there’s my haun, I wish you weel. 
And guid be wi’ you 


EPISTLE TO MR M'ADAM, OF CRAIGEN- 
GILLAN, 

»N KECEIVISQ AN OBLIGING LETTER FROM MR M'ABAM 

Sir, o’er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow It made me proud ; 

“ See wha tak’s notice o’ the bard ' " 

I lap and cry fu’ loud 
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Now de’il-ma-care about their jaw, 

The aenseleas, gawky million , 

I’ll cock my nose aboon them a' — 

I’m loosed by Craigengillan ' 

’Twas noble, sir, ’twas like yoursel’, 

To grant your high protection 
A great man’s smile, ye ken fu’ well, 
la ay? a bleat infection 

Though by hia banes wha in a tub 
Matched Macedonian Sandy • • 

On my am legs, through dirt and dub, 

I independent stand aye 

And when those legs to guid warm kail, 
Wi’ welcome canna bear me, 

A lee dike-side, a sjbow tail. 

And barley-scone shall cheer me 

Heaven spare you lang to kiss the breath 
O’ mony flowery simmers ' 

And bless your bonny lasses baith — 

I’m tauld they’re lo’esome kimmers ! 

And God bless young Dunaskm’s laud. 
The blossom of our gentry ' 

And may he wear an auld man’s beard, 

A credit to his country ' 


EPISTLE TO MAJOR LOGAN. 

Hail, thaum inspirm’ rattlin’ WiUie ! f 
Though I'ortune’s road be rough and hJly, 
To every fiddling, rhyming bilhe, 

We never heea, 


* Alexander the Great. Sand} to the Scotch abbrevlatloii fbr AViTinflif 
t Ma)or Logan wm a fir»t-rafco vioUnlaU 
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But tak’ it like the unbacked filly, 

Proud o’ her speed. 

When idly goavan whiles we saunter, 

Yirr, Fancy barks, awa’ we canter, 

Up hill, do«n brae, till some mischanter. 
Some black bog-hole, 

Ai rests us, then the scaith and banter 

We’ie forced to thole. 

Hale be your heart • hale be your fiddle 1 
Lang may your elbuck jink and diddle. 

To cheer you through the weary widdle • 

O’ this wild warl', 

Until you on a cummock dnddle 

A gra) -haired carl 

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon. 
Heaven send your heart-strings aye m tune, 
And screw your temper-pins aboon, 

A fifth or mair, 

The melancholious, lazy ci oon 

O’ cankrie care 1 

May still your life from day to day 
Nae lente largo in the play. 

But allegretlo forte gay 

Haimonious flow . 

A sweeping, kmdhng, bauld strathspey — 
Encore ’ Bravo ' 

A blessing on the cheery gang 
Wha dearly like a jig or sang, 

And never think o’ right and wrung 
By square and rule. 

But as the clegs o’ feeling stang. 

Are wise or fool • 


TbeM three Uneft also occur in the Second Epistle to l>aTte 
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My hand-waled curse keep hard in chase, 

The harpy, hoodock, purse-proud race, 

Wha count on poortilh as disgi ace — 

Their tuneless hearts ! 

May fireside discords jar a bass 

To a’ their parts ' 

But come, your hand, my careless blither — 

I’ the ither warl’, if there’s amther — 

And that there is I’ve little swither 

About the matter — 

We cheek for chow shall jog thegither, 

I’se ne’er bid better 

We’ve faults and failings — granted clearly. 
We’re frail backsliding mortals merely. 

Eve’s bonny squad, priests wyte them sheerly 
For our grand fa’. 

But still — but still — I like them dearly — 
God bless them a’ ' 

Ochon ' for poor Castaliui dunkeis, 

When they fa’ foul o’ earthly jmkeis. 

The witching, cursed, delicious blinkers 
Ha’e put me hyte, 

And gart me weet my wauknfe u inkers 
Wi’ girniii’ spite 

But by yon moon ' — and that ’s high sweann’ 
And every star within my heariii’ ’ 

And by her een wha was a dear ane 
I’ll ne’er foi get , 

I hope to gi’e the jads a clearin’ 

In fair play yet 

My loss I mourn, but not repent it, 

I’ll seek my pursie whare I tint It, 
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Ance to the Indies 1 were wonted, 

Some cantrip hour, 

By some sweet elf I’ll yet be dinted, 

Then, Vive I'amour ' 

Fattea mes haisemains respectueusea 
To sentimental sister Susie, 

And honest Lucky , no to roose ye 
Ye may be pioud. 

That sic a couple Fate allows ye 

To glace your blood 

Nae mair at present can I measure, ^ 

And trouth my rhymin' ware ’s nae treasure j 
But when in Ayr, some half-hour’s leisure, 

Be’t light, be’t dark, 

Sir Bard will do himseV the pleasure 
To call at Paik 

Uoaagriel, Oct 30, 1786 Robekt BuuNa 


EPISTLE TO WILLIAM CREECH* 

WRITTEN AT bCJ hIKK 

Auld chuckle Iteekie ’s sair distrest, 

Down droops her ance nerl-burnisht crest, 

Nae joy her bonnie biiskit nest 
Can yield ava, 

Her darling bud that she lo’es best, 

Willie 's awa’ I 

O, Willie was a witty wight. 

And had o’ things an unco slight ; 

* Tt « most celebrated publisher In Ldinbunih He published the works 
0f all the best Scottish authors kuowii at ttie close of the eighteenth cen 
buy Be was blmsel/ a writer He poUlshed ^ Edinburgh Fugid?« 
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Aold Reekie aye he keepit tight 

An’ trig an’ braw : 

But now they’ll busk her like a fright, 
Willie ’s awa’ * 

The stiffeat o’ them a’ he bowed ; 

The bauldest o’ them a’ he cowed , 

They durst iiae mair than he allowed, 

That was a law 

We’ve lost a hirkie weel worth gowd, — 
Wilhe ’s awa’ • 

Now gawkiea, tawpies, gowks, and fools, 
Frae colleges and boarding-schools. 

May sprout like simmer puddock-stools 
In glen or shaw , 

He wha could brush them dow ii to mools, 
Willie ’s awa’ ' 

The brethren o’ the Commeice-Uiaumer * 
May mourn their loss wi’ doolfu’ clamor , 
He was a dictionar’ and grammar 
Ainang them a’ , 

I fear they’ll now mak’ mon) a stammer, 
Wilhe 's awa’ ' 

Nae mair we see his levde door f 
Philosophers and poets pour. 

And toothy critics bj the score. 

In bloody raw ! 

The adjutant o’ a’ the core, 

Wilhe .’s awa’ I 

Now worthy Gregory’s Latin face, 

Tytler’s and Greenfield’s modest grace ; 
Mackenzie, Stewart, sic a brace 


* At Edinburgh 

t Mr Craecb gAre hranfcfaitj to hit nutbon ; tbn/ wen celled Creecn i 
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As Rome ne’er saw ; 

They a’ maun meet some ither place, 

WiUie 's ana’ ' 

Poor Burns — e’en Scotch drink canna quicken. 
He cheeps like some bewildered chicken. 

Scared fiae its minnie and the deckin’ 

By hoodie-craw ; 

Grief’s gi’en his heart an unco kickin’, — 
Wilhe ’s awd’ i 

Now every sour-mou’d girnin’ hlellum, 

And Calvin’s fock, are fit to fell him , 

And self-conceited critic skelliim 

His quill may draw ; 

He wha could brawlie ward their bellum, 

Willie ’s awa’ • 

Up wimphng, stately Tweed I’ve sped. 

And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 

And Ettnck banks now roaring led. 

While tempests blaw 5 
But every joy and pleasure ’s fled, — 

Willie ’s awa’ ' 

May I be slander s common speech j 
A text for infamy to preach , 

And lastly, streekit out to blcu-k 
In winter snaw , 

When I forget thee, Willie Creech, 

Though far awa’ I 

May never wicked fortune louzle him I 
May never wicked men bamboozle him I 
Until a pow as mild ’s Methusalem 
He canty daw ! 

Then to the blessed New Jerusalem, 

Fleet Wing awa’ I 
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EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER* 

In this strange land, this uncouth clime, 

A land unknown to prose or rhyme , 

Where words ne’er crost the Muse’s heckles,'! 
Nor limpit in poetic shackles , 

A land that piose did never view it, 

Except when drunk he stacher’t through it • 
Here, ambushed by the chimla cheek, 

Hid 111 an atmosjihere of reek, 

I hear a wheel thrum i’ the neuk, 

I hear it — for m vain I leuk 

The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel, 

Enhusked by a fog infernal 

Here, for mj wonted rhjming raptures, 

1 sit and count my sins bj chapters , 

For life and spunk hke ither Christians, 

I’m dwindled down to mere existence , 

Wl’ iiae converse but Gallowa’ bodies, 

Wi’ nae kenned face but Jenny Geddes. 
Jennj, my Pegasean pride ' 

Howie she saunters down Nilhside, 

And a)e a westhn’ leuk she throws. 

While tears hap o’er her auld brown nose * 
Was It for this, wi’ canny care. 

Thou bure the Raid through many a shire? 
At howes or hdlocks never stumbled, 

And late or early never grumbled '’ 


* This epistle, dated Jane, 1788, was addressed to Mr Parkar, 

ncrchant. In Kilmarnock, one of the Poet s earliest friends and patrona 
Mr Parker subscribed for tlitrt} copies of the Poet ■ Works, when he flrsi 
brouj^ht tliem out at the Kilmarnock press 
t Sharp-pointed spikes ui ed for dreasiii^; flav 
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O, had I power like inclination, 

I’d heeze thee up a constellation, 

To canter with the Sagitirre, 

Or loup the ecliptic like a bar. 

Or turn the pole like any arrow , 

Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow, 
Down the zodiac uige the race. 

And cast diit on his godship’s face. 

For I could lay my bicad and kad 
He’d ne’er cast eaut upo’ my tad — 

Wi’ a’ this care and a’ this grief, 

And sma’, sina’ prospect of relief, 

And naught but jieak-reek i’ my head. 

How can I write what je can read •’ — 
Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o’ June, 

Ye’ll find me in a better tune , 

But till we meet and wcet our whistle, 

Tak’ this excuse for nae epistle. 

Kobebt Bubns. 


SECOND EPISTLE TO UOHEIll' GRAHAM, ESQ., 
OF FINTKY. 

ON THE CLOSE OE TUE DISPUTED ELECTION BETWEEN 
SIB JtMLS JOnNSTDNF AND CAPTAIN MILLEE, FOB 
THE DUilFRlLb DISIUICT OF BOROUGU3. 

Fintky, my stay in worldly strife, 

Friend o’ my Muse, fuend o’ my life. 

Are ) e as idle ’s 1 am P 
Come then, wi’ uncouth, kiiitrs fleg, 

O’er Pegasus I’ll fling roy leg, 

And ye shall see me try him. 
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I’ll sing the zeal Drumlanng * bears, 

Wha left the all-important cares 

Of princes and their darlms j 
And, bent on winning borough touna. 

Came shaking hands wi’ wabster louns, 
And kissing barefit carlms t 

Combustion through our boroughs rode, 
Whisthng his roanng pack abroad, 

Of mad, unmuzzled lions , 

As Queenaberry “ buff and blue ” unfurled. 
And Westerha’ % and Hopeton hurled 
To every Whig defiance 

But cautious Queenaberry left the war, 

Th’ umnannered dust might sod his star | 
Besides, he hated bleeding . 

But left behind him heroes bright, 

Heroes in Caesarean fight. 

Or Ciceronian pleading 

01 for a throat like huge MonB-ineg,J 
To muster o’er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Drumlanrig’a banners ; 
Heroes and heroines commix. 

All m the field of pohtics. 

To win immortal honors 

M'Murdo II and his lovely spouse, 

(The enamoured laurels kiss her brows ') 
Led on the loves and graces , 


* Th* fourth Dohe of QuMasb^rry, of luftmoui mentor/ 
t Barefooted old womea 
X Blr Jemet Johaiione, the Tory ceudldete 
|A Ur/e old cmuiOB In £diuhar/h 

I The ChamherUlp of the l>ake of Queensherry at BnuaUnxlfs 
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She won each gaping burgeas’ heart, 

While he, all-conqueiing, plajed his part 
Among their wi\es and lasses 

Craigdarroch * led a light-armed corps , 
Tropes, metaphors, and figuies ])our. 

Like Ilecla streaming thunder : 
Glenriddeljt slalled in rusty coins. 

Blew up each Tory's dark designs. 

And baled the treason under 

In either wing two champions fought, 
Bedoubled Staig,I who set at naught 
The wildest savage Torj 
And Welsh, § who ne’er yet flinched his ground, 
High-waved his magnum-bonum round 
With Cyclopean fury. 

Miller brought up th’ ai tiliery ranks. 

The many-pounders of the Banks, 

Resistless desolation ' 

While Maxwelton, that baron bold, 

"Mid Lawson’s {| port intrenched his hold, 

And threatened worse damnation. 

To these, what Tory hosts opposed , 

With these, what Tory wariiors closed, 
Surpasses my descriving . 

Squadrons extended long and large, 

With furious speed rushed to the charge, 

Like raging devils driving 


* Ferguson of Craigdarroch 
t Captain Riddel of Olenriddel, a fliend of the Poet 
t FroToat Staig of DumlHea | Aherlff Webla 

I Lswaon. a wine meretiant In DomMaa. 
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What verse can sing, what prose narrate, 
The butcher deeds of blood) fate 
Amid this might) tul/ue ' 

Grim Honor grinned — pale Teiror roared, 
As Murther at his thrapple* shoied, 

And Hell mixed in the brulzie ! 

As highland crags by thunder cleft, 

When lightnings file the storm) lift, 

Hurled down wi’ crashing rattle 
As flames amang a hundred woods. 

As headlong foam a hundred floods 
Such IS the r.ige of battle • 

The stubborn Tones dare to die ; 

As soon the looted oaks would fly 

liefoie th’ approaching lellers 
The Whigs come on lil.e Ocean's roar, 
When all lus winti) billows pour 

Against the Buclian Builers f 

Lo ' from the shades of Death's deep night, 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight, 

And think on former daring 
The muffled murtlieicrl of Charles 
The Magna Charla flag unfuils, 

All deadly gules Us bearing 

Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fime. 

Bold Sciimgeoui § follows gallant Grahame, 
Auld Cos euanters shi\ er. 


• ThMat 

t A tremendous roebj recess on tlie Aberdeenshire coast, near Petar- 
head, ha\ ing an opening? to the 8(>a The sea, constantly raging in it, glyai 
It the appearance ot a pot or boiler 

( The executioner of Charles I was mashed 
( John Graham of Claverhouae, 'Viacount Dandeo. 
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(Forgive, forgive, much-wronged Montrose ’ • 
While death and hell ingulf thy foes, 

Thou hv’st on high forever') 

Still o’er the field the combat hums, 

The Tones, Whigs, gne waj hy turns, 

But Fate the uoid has spoken; 

For woman’s wit and sticngth o’ man, 

Alas ! can do but w hat they can — 

The 'lory ranks are broken ! 


O that my een were flowing burns • 

My voice a lioness that mourns 

Her daihng tubs’ undoing' 
That I might gieet, that I might cry. 
While Tones fall, while Tones fli, 

Aad furious Whigs puuumg' 


What Whig but wails the good Sir James ^ 
Dear to liis country by the names 

Fiiend, patron, benefactor ' 

Not Pulteiiej's w< alth can Fulteney save 1 
And Hopeton falls, the generous brave ! 
And Stewart, bold as Hector 


Thou, Pitt, shall rue this overthrow ; 
And 1 huilow growl a curse of woe : 

And Mthille melt in wailmg ! 
Now Fox and SheiiJan rejoice! 

And Burke shall sing, *'0 Prince, arise 1 
Thy power is all prevailing.” 


* The great Marquie of Uontroee 




262 


BURKs’s POEMS. 


For your poor friend, the Bard, afar 
He heal a, and only heara, the war, 

A cool spectator purely 
So, when the storm the foi-est rends. 
The robin in the hedge dcseends. 

And sober chiips securely 


EPISTLE FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA* 

From those drear solitudes and frowsy cells. 
Where infamy with sad repentance dwills ; 

Where turnkejs make the jealous mortal fast. 
And deal from non hands the spare repast; 
Where truant 'prentices, jet young in sin. 

Blush at the curious stranger peeping in , 

Where strumpets, relics of the drunken roar, 
Resolve to dunk, naj, half to whore, no more : 
Where tiny thieves, not destined jet to swing. 
Beat hemp lor others, nper lor the string' 

From these dire scenes my wretched lines I date, 
To tell Maria her Esopus’ fate 

“ Alas ' I feel I am no actor here ' " 

'Tis real hangmen real scourges bear ' 

Prepare, Maria, for a horrid tale 
Will turn thy very rouge to deadly pale ; 

Will make thy hair, though erst from gipsy polled. 
By barber woven, and by barber sold, 


* The Esoppt of this epistle was Williamson the actor, and the MarU, 
to whom it was addressed* was Mrs. Blddel* who was a true and generous 
friend to Boms 




BURNS'S POEMS 


263 


Though twisted smooth with Harry’s nicest care. 
Like hoary bristles to erect and stare 
The hero of the mimic scene, no more 
I start in Hamlet, in Othello roar , 

Or haughty chieftain, ’mid the dm of arms. 

In Highland bonnet woo MaUina’s charms. 
Whilst sans culottes stoop up the mountain high. 
And steal fiom me Maria’s prying cje. 

Blest Highland bonnet ' once my proudest dress, 
Now piouder still, Maria’s temples press 
I see her ware thy towering plumes afar. 

And call each coxcomb to the wordy war , 

I see her face the first of Ireland’s sons. 

And even out-lush his Hibernian bronze; 

The ciafty colonel leaves the tartaned lines, 

For other wars, where he a hero shines. 

The hopeful youth, m Scottish senate bred, 

Who owns a Bushby’s heart without the head; 
Comes, ’mid a string of coxcombs, to display 
That new, vidi, met, is his waj , 

The shrinking bard adown an alley skulks, 

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich hulks ; 
Though there, Ins heresies in church and state 
Might well award bun Muir ami Palmer's fate: 
Still she, undaunted, rtels and rattles on, 

And dares the public like a noontide sun. 

(What scandal called Maria’s jaunty stagger 
The Ticket reeling of a crooked svragger >’ 

Whose spleen e’en worse than Burns’s venom when 
He dips in gall unmixcd his eagei pen, — 

And pours his vengeance m the burning hne, 

Who christened thus Maria’s Ij re divine , 

The idiot strum of vamty bemused. 

And even th’ abuse of poesy abused ! 

Who called her verse a parish workhouse, made 
For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or strayed?) 
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A workhouse * ha, that sound awakes my woes, 
And pillows on the thorn my racked repose ' 

In durance vile here must I wake and weep, 

And all my frowsy coufli in sorrow steep ' 

That straw where many a rogue has lam of yore. 
And vermined gipsies littered heietolore. 

Why, Lonsdale, thus, thy wrath on vagrants pour. 
Must earth no rascal save thyself endure ? 

Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell. 

And make a vast monopoly of hell'' 

Thou know 'si the viitucs cannot hate thee worse, 
The vices also, must they club their cuise** 

Or must no t.ny sin to others fall, 

Because thy guilt’s supieme enough for allf 

Maria, send me too thv griefs and cares ; 

In all of thee sure thy Jisopus shan't 
As thou at all mankind the flag un fulls, 

Who on my lair one taint’s vengeance hulls? 

Who calls thee licrt, aflected, vain coquette, 

A wit in folly, and a fool in vvil? 

Who say s, tliat fool alone is not thy due. 

And quotes thy treacheries to prove it tiue? 

Our force united, on thy foes vie 11 turn, 

And dare the war with all of woman born 
For who can write and speak as thou and I? 

My periods that deciphering defy'. 

And thy stdl matcliless tongue that conquers all reply 
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BOOK IV. 

JkJMOBOUS, SATIRICAL, EPICRAMMATICAL, 
AJO) MISCELLANEOUS 


TAM O’SHAOTER 

A TALE 

Of Brownyls and of Bogllis ftiU this buke 

Oahiv Bodoui. 

Wheji chapman billies leave the street, 
And drouthy neehors, neebors meet, 

As market-d 15 s are tveaiiii;; late, 

An’ folk be"!!! to tak tlie gate , 

While we set bousing at the nappy, 

An’ gettm’ fou and unco happj , 

We think na on the king Stots miles. 

The mosses watcis, slaps, ,iiid stjles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 

Whare sits our sulky, sullen dame, 
Gaih'rmg her blows, like gath ring storm, 
Nuising her wrath to keep it waim 

This truth fand honest Tam O Shunter, 
As he, frae Aj r, ae night did canter, 

(Auld Ajr, wham ne’er a town surpasses, 
For honest men and borne lasses.) 
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O Tam ' hadst thou but been sae wiae, 

As taen thy am wife Kate’s advice ' 

She tauld thee weei thou was a skellum, 

A blethering', bhisteriii", drunken blellum ; 
That frae Nov ember till October, 

Ae market-daj thou nas na sober ; 

That ilka melder, wi’ the miller, 

Thou sat as Ung as thou had sillei , 

That ev’rv naig was ca’d a shoe on, 

The emilh and thee gat roaring fou on , 

That at the L — d’s house, ev’n on Sunday, 
Thou drank tvi’ Kiikton Jean till Monday. 
She projiliesied that, late or soon. 

Thou would he found deep drown’d in Doon, 
Or catch'd wi’ wai locks in the miik. 

By Allow ay's auld haunted kirk 

Ah, gentle dames * it gars me greet, 

To think how mouie counsels sweet, 

How monie lengthen’d, sage advices. 

The husband fi ae the wife despises ' 

But to our tale — Ae market night, 

Tam had got jilanted unco right j 
Fast by an ingle, bleeziiig finely, 

Wi’ reaming swats, that drank divmely. 

And at his ilbow, souter Johnny, 

His ancient, trusty, drouther crony , 

Tam lo'ed him like a vera bnther ; 

They had been fou foi weeks thegither. 

The night duive on wi’ sangs and clatter, 
And ay the ale was growing better , 

ITie landlady and Tara grew gracious, 

Wi’ favors, secret, sweet, and precioni : 
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The Bouter tauld hie queerest stones ; 

The landlord’s laugh was ready chorus • 

The storm without might rair and rustle, 

Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy. 

E’en drown’d himself amang the nappy, 

A.S bees flee harae wi’ ladea o’ treasure, 

The minutes wing’d their way wi’ pleasure. 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O’er all the ills o’ life Mctoiious 

But pleasures are like poppies spread, 

You seize the flow’r, its bloom is shedL 
Or, like the snow-falls in the river, 

A moment white — then melts for ever , 

Or like the borealis lace. 

That flu ere you can point their place j 
Or like the rainbow’s lovely form. 

Evanishing amid the storm ' 

Nae man can tether time or tide , 

The hour approaches Tam maun ride , 

That houi , o’ night’s black arch the key-stane. 
That dieary houi he mounts his beast m , 

And SIC a night he taks the road in, 

As ne’er poor siniicr was abroad in 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last , 

The rattling show’rs rose on the blast j 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow’d j 
Loud, deep, and long, the thunder bellow'd. 
That night, a child might understand, 

The Dell had businesB'on his hand. 
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Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg, — 

A better never lifted leg, — 

Tam skeljnt on thro’ dub and inire, 

Despising Hind, and rain, and fire j 
Whjles balding fast his guid blue bonnet, 
Whjles crooning o’er some auld Scots Bonnet, 
Whjles glow’rnig round wi’ prudent cares, 
Lest bogles catch him unawares , 
Kirk-Allowaji was drawing nigh, 

Whare ghoists and houlets nightly cry 

By this time he was cross the ford, 

Whaie 111 the siiaw the chapman smoor’d; 

And past the buks and meikle stane, 

Whare diunken Cliaihe biak’s neck-bane; 
An’ tin o’ the whins, and bj the cairn, 

Whaic hunteis fand the niuidei'd bairn ; 

And near the thoin, aboon the well, 

Whale Mungo’s niilhcr bang'd heisel’ 

Before him, Dooii pours all Ins floods, 

The doubling stoiin roars tliio’ ihe woods; 

The hglitmiigs flash fiom pole to pole. 

Near and nioie near the thuiideis roll j 
When, ghmm iing tliio’ the gioaiiing trees, 
Kiik-Allowaj seem’d in a blceze ’ 

Thro’ ilka boie the beams were glancing. 

And loud lesouiided miith and dancing! 

Inspiiiiig, bold John Barlej corn ’ 

What dangeis ihou caiist make us scorn I 
AVr tijipenii) we fear nae e\il , 

Wi’ usqiiebae well face the deiil ! 

The swats sae ream’d in Tamraie’s noddle, 
Fair play, he car’d na Deils a boddle. 
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But Maggie stood right sair astonish’d. 
Till, bv the heel and hand admonish'd, 

She ventur’d forward on the light, 

And, vow ’ Tam saw an unto sight I 
Warlocks and witthes in a dance, — 

Nae cotillon brent new frae Fiance, 

But hoininpes, jigs, stiathspejs, and reels, 
Fut hfe and mettle in their heels 
A winnock-hunkcr in the east, 

There sat auld N'ltk, in shape o’ beast ; 

A towzie tvke, black, grim, and large. 

To gic them music was his thaige 
He screw’d his pipes, and garl them skirl, 
Till roof and rafteis a’ did dirl 

Coffins stood round like open presses. 
That sliaw’d the dead m llifr last diesses, 
And, h) some devilish cantrip slight. 

Each in Its tauUl hand held a light, 

Bj winch lieioit Tam was able 
To note, upon the hal^ ta'ule, 

A muidiei's banes m gib..et aims, 

Tw 1 sjian-lang, wee, unchnsten’d baims, 

A thief, iicw-cutted fiae a rape, 

Wi’ his last gasji his gab did gape , 

Five tomahawks, wi’ bluid red-rusted, 

Five scimitais, wi’ murder crusted , 

A garter winch a babe had stiangled, 

A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom lus am son o’ life beieft, — 

The gia) hairs jet stack to the heft { 

Thiee lawjers’ tongues tam’d inside out, 
Wi’ lies seam'd like a beggar’s clout , 

And priests’ hearts, rotten, black as muck, 
Lay, stinking, vile, m ev’ry neuk. 
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Wi’ man o’ homble and awfu’, 

Which ev’n to name wad be unlawfu’. 

As Tammie glo-nVd, amaz’d, and curious, 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious: 

The piper loud and louder blew. 

The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 

They reel'd, they set, they cross’d, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 

And coost her duddie« to the wark. 

And hnket at it m her sark ' 

Now Tam, (1 Tam ' had they been queans, 
A’ plump and strapping, in their teens , 

Their saiks, instead o’ creeshie flannen, 

Been snaw-white, sesenteen bunder hneni 
These hreeks o’ mine, my only jiair. 

That ante were plush, o’ guid blue hair, 

I wad hae gi'eii them aff my hurdles. 

For ae blink o’ the home burdies! 

But wither’d beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 

Low ping an’ flinging on a crummock, 

I wonder didna turn tby stomach. 

But Tam kenn’d what was what fu’ brawlw | 
There was ae winsome wench and walie, 

That night enlisted in the core, 

(Lang after kenn’d on Carrick shore I 
For moine a beast to dead she shot, 

And peiibh’d monie a home boat 
And shook baith meikle corn ao^ b*^, 

And kept the country-side m feae.y 
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Her "itty-»ark, o raisley ham, 

That while a lassie she had worn, 

In longitude tho’ sorely scanty, 

It was uer beet, and she was vauntie 
An ’ little kenn’d thy rev’rend grannie. 

That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 

Wf twa pund Scots, (’twas a’ her riches,) 
Wad ever grac’d a dance o’ witches 1 

But here my Muse her wing maun cow’r | 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow’r ; 

To sing how Nannie lap and Bang, 

(A Bouple jad she was and Strang ,) 

And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch’d. 

And thought Ins very een enrich’d , 

Ev’n Satan glow’r'd, and Sdg’d fu’ fain. 

And holch'd and blew wT might and main | 
Till first ae caper, sj ne anithcr, 

Tam tint his reason a’ tliegither, 

And roars out, “ Weel-done, Cutty-sark ! ” 
And in an instant a’ was dark ' 

And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 

When out the hellish legion sallied 

As bees bi/z out wi’ angry fyke, 

When plund’iing herds assail their byke ; 

As open pusBie’s mortal foes. 

When, pop ' she starts before th’ir nose I 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 

When “ Catch the thief! ” resounds aloud. 
So Maggie runs, — the witches follow, 

Wi’ monie an eldritch screech and hollow ! 

Ah, Tam 1 ah, Tam ' thou’U get thy fairin, 
In hell they’ll roast thee like a bemn I 
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In vain thy Kate awaits thy coinin’ I 
Kate soon will be a wofu’ woman ' 

Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 

And win the key-sUne* o’ the bngj 
There at them thou thy tail may toss. — 
A running stream they dare nae cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The feint a tale she had to shake * 

For N annie, far before the rest. 

Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 

And flew at Tam wi’ funous ettle ; 

But little wist she Maggie’s mettle) — 
Ae spring bi ought aff liu master hale, 
But left behind her am gray tail ' 

The cailin caught her by the rum]), 

And left poor M iggie scarce a stump t 

Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read. 
Ilk man and mother’s son take heed , 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin’d, 

Or cuttt-sarks run in your mind, 

Ihiiik, ye may buy the joys o’er dear, 
llemember Tam O’Slianter’s mare 


* It la H well iniittu fud that Itches, or any evil Bpints have no 
power to follow a puorwijfht am larllurtlian the middle of the next 
running stri mi Jiina> beproptr bkewKe to mt iitlon to the benighted 
traveHer ♦hat i* lien lie falls lii wJl ^ m hate>er danger auij be in 
fOi&c forward, there la much more Ua.aard In turning back 
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fThe following poem will, by many readeri, be weU enoagh nnder 
rlc<od , tut for the sake of those who are unacquainted with the manners 
and ti a<.litiona of the couutr) where the scene Is cast, notes arc added, 
logive some account of the principal charms and spells of tliat night, so 
big with prophecy to the peasantry in the west of Scotland The pas- 
sion of prj Ing into futurity makes a striking part of Uie history of human 
nature In its rude state, m all ages and nations , and tt may be some en 
tertaiiimcnt to a philosophic mind, if any such aliould honor the auLber 
with a perusal, to see the remains of it among the more unenlightened 
In our own ] 


HALLOWEEN • 

Yes ! let the rich dende, the proud disdslu, 

Iho simple pleasure*! of the lowly train, 
lo rue more dear, t on*,cnlal to my heart, 

Om native charm than all the gloss of art 

GOLJoaitm. 


I 

Uro\ that night when fairies light, 
On r.i'.salis Oownaiibt dance, 

Or on re the laj-., ni splendid blaze, 
On spiightly coursers prance , 

Or for Coif an the rout is taen, 
Beneath the moon’s pale beams, 
There, up the cose,l to stray an’ rove 


• It is thou,«l V be a night when witches, devils, and other mischief 
making beings art all aliroad on tin ir b inclul midnight errands , partlc- 
alarly those ncnal people, Uic fames are said on that night to hold a 
Iprand anno ers iry 

t Certain litile, romantic rotk\ green hills In the neighborhood of 
the ancient seat of tiie e iris ot ( assiiis 

t A noted cH\ern mar I nle>n ht>use, railed the Cove of Colean, 
which, as well at < assiiix lyuwnans, is tamed in country story for belni 
a Ikvorita haunt tor fames 
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Aflung the rocks an’ streams, 
To sport that night. 


n. 

Amang the home, wmdmg banks, 

Where Doon rms, wimphn, clear. 

Where Bruce * ance rul’d the martial ranka, 
And shook his Carnck spear, 

Some merry, friendly, countra folks. 
Together did convene. 

To bum their nits, an’ pou their stocks. 

An’ baud their Halloween, 

Fu’ blythe that night. 


m. 

The lasses feat, an’ cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when they ’re fine ) 
Their faces blythe, fu’ sweetly kythe. 
Hearts leal, an’ warm, an’ km’ 

The lads sae trig, wi’ wooer -hahs, 

Weel knotted on their garten, 

Some unco blate, and some wi’ gabs. 

Oar lasses’ hearts gang startin, 

Whyles fast that night. 

IV 

Then first and foremost, thro’ the kail 
Their siofikst maun a’ be sought ancej 


* Tfae fjuuoua auulO uf that nama, the aiiceston of Robert, the great 
dellTerer of hie country, wtre earU of ( anick 

t Tha first ceremony of liaUoweeu le, pulling each a stock, or plant 
of kail They must go out. hand In hand, with eyes sbnt, and poll tha 
first they meet with Re being Mg or Uttle, straight or crooked, la pro- 
phetic of the 'iize and shape of the grand ob}ect of all their ipelle — the 
hnsnand or wtfe If any ykd, or aarth stick to the root, that la towchw 
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They steek their een, an’ graip an’ wale, 

For muckle anes an’ straught anes, 

Poor hav rel Will fell art the drift, 

An’ wander’d thro’ the bow-kail. 

An’ pow’t, for want o’ better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow’t that night 


7 . 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane. 
They roar an’ cry a throu’ther , 

The vern wee things, todlin, nn 
Wi’ stocks out owre their shouther) 
An’ gif the custock’s sweet or sour, 

Wi’ joctelegs they taste them, 

Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi’ cannie care they ’re plac’d them, 
To lie that night. 

VI 

The lasses slaw frae ’mang them a’. 

To jiou their stalks o’ torn , * 

But Rab slips out an’ jinks about, 
Behint the mutkle thorn 
He grippet Nelly hard an’ fast. 


or fortune, and the taste of Die cuxtoek, that Is, the heart of the item, 
tiJndicatiTe of tho natuial tempt r and disposition Lastly, the itcmi, 
or, to give them their ordinary appellation, the runts, are placed some- 
where above the head of the df>or end the Christian names of the peo- 
ple whom chance brings into the h<iose, are, according to the priority ol 
placing the runts, the names In question 

* Ihej go to the barn-jard, and pu’i each, at three leverai times, a 
■talk of oats If the thlnl stalk wants the tap pickle, that zb, the grain 
at the top of the stalk, the party is question wlU come to the mairiaga 
'»ed anything but a maid 
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Loud skirled a’ the lasses ; 

But her tap-p<ckle maist vas lost, 
When kiutlin in the fnuse-house,* 
Wi’ him that nighL 

VII. 

The auld guidwife’s »eel-hoarded mts t 
Are round an’ round divided, 

An' monie lads’ an’ lasses’ fates 
Are there that night decided 
Some kindle, couthie, side by side, 

An’ burn thegilher tiimly ; 

Some start awa wi’ saucy pride. 

An’ jump out onre the chimlie, 

Fu’ high that night. 

vm. 

Jean slips in twa wi’ tentie e’e j 
Wha ’twas she v, adna tell , 

But this 13 Juck, and this is me, 

She 9 1 JS n (o bcrsel’ 

He blcez’d OHie hei, an’ she owre him. 
As they wad never mair part' 

Till, fuff' he started up the him. 

An’ Jean hud e’tn a snir heart. 

To see’t that night. 


* When the com Js in s doubtful itatet bj being too green or wet, the 
etftck binder by means of old Umber, due , makes a large apartment In 
hie itack,\vith an opening in the side which Is faircht exposed to the 
wind this ho culls n i lusL-housc 

t Uiinniig the nuts is a f inious charm They name the lad and lass to 
each particular nut as they lav tliom In the fire, and accordingly as they 
Wn quieUy together or start ftoiabeeuleoae another, the coune and Uia« 
•f the couruhip wiU ha> 
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Poor Willie, wi’ his bow-kail runt, 

Was brunt wi’ primsie Mullie ; 

An’ Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt. 

To be comjiar’d to Wilbe , 

Mall’s nit lap out \ii’ pridefu’ fling, 

An’ her am fit it brunt it , 
iVliile W illie lap, and swoor by jing, 

’Twaa just the waj he wanted 
To be that night 

X 

Nell had the fausc-house in her min’, 

She pits hersel' an’ llobin , 

In loiing hleeze they sweetly join. 

Till white 111 use they’re sobbin 
Nell’s heait was daiicm at the \iew. 

She whisper’d Ilob to leuk foi’l 
Rob, etuwliiis, pne’d her home mou, 

Fu’ tozic in the neuk for’l, 

Unseen that night 

XI 

But Merran sat bchint then backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell , 

She lea’es tliem gasliin at their tracks. 

An’ slips out liy htisel’; 

She thro’ the yaid the neaiest taks, 

An’ to tlie kiln she goes then, 

An’ darklins giapit for the hauks, 

And in the blue-clue • throw s then, 

Iliglit fear’t that night. 

* Whoever wonld, with succcas tr> this spell, moRt strictly obserrt 
Bmm dlrectloiis Steal out, all aloue. Into the kiln, and, darkiing, throw 
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An ay ahe wint, an’ ay abe awat, 

1 wat she made nae jaukin ; 

Till something held within the pat, 
Quid L — d, but she was quakin 1 
But whether 'twiis the Deil himael’ 
Or whether ’twas a bauk-en’, 

Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 
She did nae wait on talkm 

To spier that night 


xm. 

Wee Jennie to her grannie says, 

“ Will ye go wi’ me, graume? 
I’ll eat the apple* at the glass, 

I gat frae uncle Johnnie ” 

She fuf t her pipe wi’ sic a lunt, 

In wrath she was sae vap’nn. 
She notic’t na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worsit apron 

Out thro’ that night 

XIV 

“ Ye httle skelpie limmer’s face. 
How daur j ou try sic sportin, 
As seek the foul thief onie place, 
For him to spae your fortune? 


iBto the pot a cine of blue } am, wind it In a npw clue ofT the old one, and 
towards the latter end, some ihing will hold the thread Demand, Wha 
htudi ? • e , Who holds P An a»'*ncr will be relunied tVom the kllii-pot, 
bi naming tl o ( hr*Rtian and suniamo <»t >our ihture spouse 

* Take a candle, and go alone tu a looking-glass, cut an apple befon 
It, and some traditions 8a> you should comb }our balr all the time, the 
fhoe of y our conjugal companion to be, will be seen In the glass, aa If peep* 
tag OTer yoor ehomder 
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Nae doubt but ye may get a sight: 

Great cause ye haTe to fear it | 
For monie a ane has gotten a fnght. 
An’ bv d an’ died deleeret, 

On SIC a night. 

XV 

“ Ae haerst afore the Sberra-moor, 

I mind ’t as weel ’s yestreen, 

I was a gdpey then, I’m sure, 

I was nae past fyfteen ; 

The simmer had been cauld an’ wat, 
An’ atuflf was unco green j 
An’ ay a rantin kirn we gat, 

An’ just on Halloween 

It fell that night. 


IVl. 

“ Our stibhle-ng was Kab M’QraeiB, 
A clever, sturdy fellow , 

He’s Bin’ gat Eppie Sim wi’ wean. 
That lived in Atlimaoalla , 

He gat hemp-seed,* 1 mind it weel. 
An' he made unco light o’t , 

But monie a day was bj himsel’, 

He was sae sairly fnghtet 

That vera mght.” 


* Steal out, nnpereelTed, and fow a handAil of hemp-iMd, harrow U 

in with an> thing >ou ean coDvcniently draw after >ou Bepeat, now 
and then, ** Hemp-seod, I eaw thee , bemp-ecod, 1 saw thee and him (or 
her) that U to be my true-love, come after me, and poo thee.” Look 
over your left shoulder, and yon will see ^e appearance of the person 
Invoked, in the attitude of pulUng hemp Borne traditions say, "Come 
after me, and shaw th*s,’ that Is, ilu>w thyself, In which ease It simply 
appears Others omit the hatrowlsc, and saj, ** Gome after me, and 
harrow thee." 
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xvn. 

Then up gat fetchtin’ Jamie Fleck, 

An’ he 8woor by his conscience, 

That he could saw hemp-seed a peck. 

For it was a’ hut nonsense , 

The auld guid man raught down the pock, 
An’ out a handfu’ gied him j 
Syne hade him shp frae ’mang the folk, 
Some time when na ane see’d him, 

An’ try’t that night 

xvm. 

He marches thro’ amang the slacks, 

Tho’ he was something slurtm | 

The graip he for a harrow taks, 

An’ haurls at his curpin j 
An’ ev’rj now an’ then he says, 

“ Hemp-seed, I saw thee. 

An’ her that is to be my lass, 

Come after me, an’ draw thee 
As fast this night. 

XIX 

He whistl’d up Lord Lennox’ march, 

To keep his courage cheery ; 

Although his hair began to arch, 

He was sae flej ’d an’ eerie j 
Till presentl) he hears a squeak. 

An’ then a grane an’ gruntle . 

He by his shouther gae a keek, 

An’ tumbl’d wi’ a wintle 

Out owre that night 
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XX. 

He roar’d a horrid murder-shout, 

In dreadfu’ desperation < 

An’ young an’ auld came nnnm out, 
To hear the sad narration 
He swoor ’twas hilchm Jean M’Craw, 
Or crouchie Merran Humphne, 

Till stop ! she trotted thro’ them a’, 
An’ wha was it but Grumphie 
Asteer that night 1 

XXI 

Meg fain wad to the barn hae gaen, 
To win three wechta o’ naething ; • 
But for to meet the Dcil her lane, 

She pat but little faith m 
She gies the herd a pickle nits, 

An’ twa red-clieekit aiiples, 

To watch, while for the barn she sets, 
In hopes to see Tam Kipples 
That rera night. 

XXII 

She turns the key wi’ cannie thraw, 
And owre the threshold ventures ; 


• This ch*nn most likewise bo performed inperccived, and alon«> 
Too Ro to the hdm, and oj>cii both doors, takiiii, llicm off the bin)?CB If 
possible, for there isdmffcr thit the bcJiij: ihout to appear maj shut 
the doors and do 3 ou some mischief Ihcntikothit inbtrumoiif used 
to w Innowing the corn which, in our countrs dialect, we call a wccht, 
and go through all the altitudis of Irtling down corn agUiist the wind 
Repeat it three times ind tlic third time an appTriiion w ill pass through 
Ibe bam, In at the w indi door, and out at the other, has ing both the fig- 
ure In question, and tlio appearance or rcUtiue, marking the employmeDt 
or itatlon Is lift 
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But first on Sawnie gies a ca', 

Syne bauldly in she enters ; 

A ratton rattle^ up the wa’, 

An’ she cned, L — d, preserve hei I 
An’ ran thro’ midden-hole an’ a’, 

An’ pra’d wi' seal an’ fervor, 

Fu* fast that night. 


TTTTT . 

'They hoy’t out Will, wi’ sair advice | 
Then hecht him some fine braw ane. 

It chanc’d the stack he faddom’d thnce * 
Was timber-propt for thrawm : 

He take a swirlie, auld moss-oak, 

For some black, grousome carhn; 

An’ loot a winze, an’ drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes cam haurlin, 

Aff 's meves that mgbt 

xsiv 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As cant} as a kitthn ; 

But och ' that night, amang the shawl. 
She got a fearfu’ settlm ' 

She thro’ the whins, an’ by the caim. 

An’ owre the hiU gaed sorievin. 

Where three lairds’ lands met at a bum,t 


* Tale an opportnnity of golns unnoticed, to a bear-ftack, and fUh> 
om it three times round The last fathom of the last time, yoc wlB 
etich In your arms the appearance of your future conjugal yoke-feLow 
4 You go out, one or more, for this Is a social spelt, to a Boutb-rannln| 
spring or rivulet, where “three lairds’ lands meet,’ and dip your left 
lhi^t-slcc^e Uo to bed In sight of a fire, and bang your wet sletTe 
before It to dry Lie awake, and, sometime neM* midnight, an apparl* 
Iton, haring the exact figure of tlie grand object In question wlU eonif 
end tnni the sleeve, as if to dry the other side of it 
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To dip her left aark-BleeTe in, 

Waa bent that night. 


XXV. 

Whylea o’er a Imn the bumie plays, 
As thro’ the glen it wimpl’t j 
Whyleg round a rocky scar it strays | 
Whyles m a wiel it dimpl’t ; 

Whyles glitter’d to the nightly rays, 
Wi’ bickering, dancing dazzle j 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 
Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that night. 

XXVI 

Amang the brackens, on the brae, 
Between her an’ the moon. 

The Dell, or else an outler quey. 

Gat up an’ gae a croon ' 

Poor Leezit’s heart maist lap the hool | 
Near lav’rock-height she jumpit. 

But mist a fit, an’ in the pool. 

Out owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi’ a plunge that night. 

XXVII 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane, 
The luggies three • are ranged. 


* Taw 'hree dishea , put clean water in one, fnnl water In another 
leato t third empt> HlindfoUl apt^rson and lead him to titr in artli 
wherotb lishes are ranged , he (or she) dipR the left hand, If hy chance 
In the clt 4a water, the future husband or wife will tome to the bar of 
matrlmon^ J Jf In the foul, a widow, Jf in tlio empty diAh,U 

foretells, wrt ^ lal certainty, no marriage at all (t la repeated thTM 
timea, and vw ^ the arrangement of the dlahea li altered. 
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An’ ey’ry time great care » taen, 

To gee them duly changed , 

Auld unde John, wha wedloclt’i joyt, 
6in’ Mar’s year did desire, 

Because he gat the loom dish tlarice, 
He heav’d them on the fire. 

In wrath that nigl t. 

xxyiii. 

Wi’ merry gangs, an’ friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary , 

An’ unco tales, an’ fiinnie jokes. 

Their sjiorts were cheap an’ cheery, 
Till butter’d so’ns,* wi’ fragrant lunt. 
Set a’ their gabs a-stcenn , 

Syne, wi' a social glass o’ strunt. 
They parted aff careenn, 

Fu’ blythe that night 


THE JOLLY BEGGABS. 

X CXSTATX 
RECITAnVO 

When lyart leaves bestrow the yird. 

Or wav'uMg like the Bauckie-bird.t 
Bedim cniild Boreas’ blast , 

When hail-stanes diive wi’ bitter skyte. 


* Bowlni, with butter Initiad of milk to them, i« alwayi the Hallow 
MD supper 

t The old Bcutch name for the Bak 
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And infar t frosts begin to bite, 

In hoai y cranreuch drest j 
Ae night at e'en a merry core 
O’ ranc’ie, gangrel bodies, 

In Poosie Nansie’s held the sploie, 
To drink their orra duddies 
Wi’ quaffing and laughing, 

They ranted and they sang ) 
Wi’jum])ing and thumping, 

The vera girdle rang 

First niest the file, in auld red rags, 
Ane sat weel brac’d ni’ mealy bags, 
And knapsack a’ in order , 

His doxj laj nithin his arm, 

Wi’ usquebae an’ blankets warm — 
She hlmket on her sodger. 

An’ a) he gives the tousie drab. 

The ti her skeljiin kiss. 

While she Ik Id up her greedy gab 
Just 1 ke an a mous dish 

Ilk biiiaik still did ciack still 
Just like a cadger’s uhiji. 
Then, stagg’ring and Bwagg’rig^, 
He roared this ditty uji — 


AIR 

Tune — “ Soldier’s Joy ” 

I 

1 AM a son of Mars, who have been in many wari, 
And abow my cuta and scars wherever 1 come , 
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This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench. 
When welcoming the French at the sound of the drum. 

Lai de daudle, &c. 


n. 

My 'prenticeship I past where my leader breath’d his 
last, 

When the bloody die was cast on the heights of 
Abram , 

I serv’d out my trade when the gallant game was 
play’d. 

And the Moro low was laid at the sound of the drum 

Lai de daudle, &c 


m. 

I lastly was with Curtis, among the floating batt’nes, 
And there I left for witness an arm and a limb , 

Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to head me, 
I’d clatter on my stumps at the sound of a drum 

Lai de daudle, &c 


tv. 

And now, though I must beg, with a wooden arm and 

leg. 

And many a tatter'd rag hanging over my bum, 

I’m as happy with my wallet, my bottle, and my 
callet, 

As when I us'd m scarlet to follow a drum 

Lai de daudle, &c. 


What tho’ with hoary locks, 1 must stand the wintei 
stiocks. 

Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes for a home 
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When the t’other bag 1 lell, and the t’other bottle tell, 
I could meet a troop of hell at the sound of the drum. 

Lai de daudle, See 


BECITATITO 

He ended , and the kebara sheuk 
Aboon the chorus roar , 

While frighted rattans backward leuk. 

And seek the benmost bore; 

A fairy fiddler frae the neuk, 

He skirl’d out encore ' 

But up arose the martial chuck, 

And laid the loud uproar. 


AIB 

Ttoe — “ Soldier Laddie ” 

I 

I once was a maid, tho’ I cannot tell when. 

And still my delight is in proper )Oung men , 

Some one of a troop of dragoons was my daddie ; 
No wonder I’m fond of a sodger laddie 

bing, Lai de lal, Ac. 


n 

The fiist of my lores was a swaggering blade, 

To rattle the thundering drum was his trade 
His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so ruddy. 
Transported I was with mj sodger laddie 

Sing, Lal de lal, & 0 . 
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But the godly old chaplain left him m the lurch f 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the church • 
He ventur’d the soul, and I risked the body — 
Twas then 1 prov’d false to my sodger laddie 

Sing, Lai de lal, &c. 


IV. 

Full soon I giew sick of my sanctified sot, 

The regiment at large for a husband I got , 

From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready, 
I asked no more but a aodger laddie 

Sing, Lal de lal, & 0 . 


V 

But the peace it reduc’d me to beg in despair, 

Till I met my auld boj at Cunningham fair , 

His rags regimental they flutter’d so gaudy, 

My heart it rejoic’d at my sodger laddie 

Sing, Lal de lal, &c. 

VI 

And now I have lived — I know not how long — 

And still 1 can join in a cup or a song , 

But whilst with both hands I can hold the glass steady 
Here’s to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie 

Sing, Lal de lal, &c. 


KECITSTltO 

’Then niest outspak a raucle carhn, 

Wha kent sae weel to deck the sterhng, 
For monie a pursie she had hooked, 

And had m monie a well been ducked. 
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Her dove bed been a Highland laddie, 
But weary fa’ tbe waefu’ woody I 
Wi’ eighe and aobs she thus began 
To wail her braw John Higblandman. 


JkIK. 

Tdhe — “ 0, an’ ye toere dead, gtttdmoH," 

I 

A Highland lad m) love was bom. 

The Lalland laws he held in scorn ; 

But he still was faithfu’ to his clan. 

My gallant braw John Highlandman. 

CHORUS 

Bing, hey my braw John Highlandman! 
Sing, bo my braw John Highlandman I 
There’s not a lad. in a’ the Ian’ 

Was match for my John Highlandman. 

II 

With hi8 philibeg, an’ tartan plaid. 

An’ guid claymore down by his side, 
’The ladies’ hearts he did trepan. 

My gallant braw John Highlandman, 
Sing, hey, &a. 


m. 

We ranged a’ from Tweed to Spey, 
An’ liv’d like lords an’ ladies gay. 
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For a Lalland face he feared nan*, 
My gallant braw John Higblandman. 

Sing, hey, &o. 


IV. 

They baniah’d him beyond the aea, 
But ere the bud waa on the tree, 
Adown my cheeki the pearls ran. 
Embracing my John Higblandman. 

Sing, hey, &c. 


V. 

But, oh ' they catch’d him at the last, 

And bound him m a dungeon fast | 

My curse upon them, ev’ry ane, 

They^e hanged my braw John Highlandmaa 
Sing, hey, &c. 


VI, 

And now a widow, I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne’er return | 
No comfort but a hearty can, 

When I think on John Higblandman. 

Smg, hey, &a 


EECITATIVO. 

A pigmy scraper wi’ his fiddle, 

Wha us’d to trysts and fairs to driddle. 
Her strappan limb and gaucy middle, 
He reach’d na higher, 
Had hol’d his heartie like a nddle, 

An’ blawn’t on fira. 
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Wi’ hand on haunch, an* upward e’e, 
He croon’d hit gamut, one, two, three, 
Then, in an Arioso key. 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wi’ Allegretto glee^ 

His giga solo. 


AIK. 

Tcjte — *' Whistle o'er the lave e't" 

I 

Let me ryke up to dight that tear, 
An’ go wi' me to be my dear. 

An’ then your ev’ry care an’ fear 
May whistle o’er the lave o't 

CHORCB. 

I am a fiddler to my trade. 

And a’ the tunes that e’er I play’d, 
The sweetest still to wife or maid. 
Was whistle o’er the lave o’t 

n 

At kims and weddings we’se be there, 
And O ’ sae nicely’s we will fare j 
We’ll bowse about till daddie Care 
Smg whistle o’er the Ibtb o’t. 

I am, &0. 


m. 

Sae merrily the banes we’ll pyke. 
An’ sun oursel’s about the dyke. 



An’ at our leisure, rrhen we like, 
We’ll whistle o’er the lave o’t 
I am, &e. 


IT. 

But bless me wi’ your heav’n o’ charms, 
An’ while I kittle hair on thairms, 
Hunger, cauld, an’ a’ sic harms. 

May whistle o’er the lave o’t 

1 am, Ac. 


BECITATIVO 

Her charms had struck a sturdy Caird, 

As well as poor gut-scraper } 

He taks the fiddler by the beard, 

And draws a rusty rapier 
He swoor by a’ was sweanng worth, 

To speet him like a phver, 

Unless he would, from that tune forth. 
Relinquish her for e\er 

Wi’ ghastly e’e, poor tweedle-dee 
Upon his hunkers bended, 

And pray 'd for grace, wi’ ruefu’ face. 

And sae the quarrel ended 
But though hiB httle heart did grieve. 
When round the tinker press’d ner. 

He feign’d to snirtle in his sleeve. 

When thus the Caird address’d her : — 
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Tuitii — “ Clout the Caudron." 

I 

My bonie lass, I work in brass, 

A tinker is my station ; 

I’ve travelled round all Christian ground 
In this, my occupation 
I’ve ta’en the gold. I’ve been enroll’d 
In man} a noble squadron , 

But vain they search’d, when aff I march’d 
To go and clout the caudron. 

I’ve ta’en the gold. See. 

u 

Despise that shrimp, that wither’d imp, 
Wi’ a’ his noise and cap’rin. 

And tak a share wi’ those that bear 
The budget and the apron 
And by that stowp ' my faith and houp, 
And by that dear Keilbaigie,* 

If e’er ye want, or meet wi’ scant. 

May I ne’er weet my craigie. 

And by that stowp, &o. 


KECITATIVO 

The Caird prevail’d — th’ unblushing fair 
In his embraces sunk ; 

Partly wi’ love o’ercome sae sair. 

An’ partly she was drunk 


* A peculiar sort of wblsAej, so calledt a vreat faTorlta wltti PoosM 
Hansle’i olubt 



r BUSNS'S POEHB. 


2M 


Sir VioUno, wl’ an_air 
That show'd a man of spunk, 

Wish’d unison between the pair, 

An’ made the bottle clunk 

To their health that night 

But urchm Cupid shot a shaft 
That play’d a dame a shane. 

The fiddler rak’d her fore and aft. 
Behind the chicken cavie. 

Her lord, a wight o’ Homer’s • craft, 
Tno’ limpin’ wi’ the spavie, 

He hirpl’d up, and lap like daft. 

And shor'd them damtie Dayie, 

O’ boot that night. 

He was a care*def}ing blade. 

As ever Bacchus listed j 
Tbo’ Fortune sair upon him laid. 

His heart she ever miss’d it. 

He had nae wish but — to be glad j 
Nor want, but — when he thirsted i 
He hated nought, but — to be sadj 
And thus the Muse suggested 
His sang that night. 


Am. 

Tumb — “ For o’ that, and o’ that” 

I. 

I am a bard of no regard 
Wi’ gentle folks, an’ a’ that ; 


HonMr U allowed to be the oldeat iMUled-Blnger oa recetd* 
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l^ut Homer-hke, the glowran byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that 

CHOBUS. 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

And twice aa muckle’e a’ that | 
We loat but ane, I’ve twa behm’, 
I’ve wife enough for a’ that 

n 

I never drank the Muaea’ atank, 
Caataha’a burn, and a’ that ; 

But there it atreama, and richly reami, 
My Helicon I ca’ that 

For a’ that, &c. 

in 

Great love I bear to a’ the fair. 

Their humble slave, and a’ that , 

But lordly will I hold it atiU 
A mortal am to tliraw that 
For a’ that, &c. 

IV 

In raptures sweet, this hour we meet, 
Wi’ mutual love, and a’ that; 

But for how lang the fiie may stang, 
Let inclination law that 

For a’ that, &o. 


V. 

Their tncka and craft have put me daft, 
They’ve ta’en me m, and a’ that ; 

But clear your decks, and here’s the sex, 
I like the jads for s’ that. 
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For s’ that, and a’ that, 

And twice aa muckle’s a’ that ; 
My dearest bluid, to do them guid, 
They’re welcome till’t for a’ that. 


RECITATIVO. 

8o sung the bard — and Nansie's wa’s 
Shook wi’ a thunder of applause, 

Re-echo’d from each mouth . 

’They loom’d their pocks, an’ pawn’d their duds, 
They scarcely left to co’er their fuds, 

To quench the.r Iowan drouth. 

Then owre again, the jovial thrang 
The poet did request. 

To loose his pack, an’ wale a sang, 

A ballad o’ the best 
He, rising, rejoicing. 

Between his twa Deborahs, 

Looks round him, and found them 
Impatient for the chorus 


AIR. 

Tun* — “ Jolly morUiU,JM yow gUuiea.'' 

I. 

See the smoking bowl before us I 
Mark our jovial, ragged rmg I 
Round and round take up the chorus, 

^d m raptures let us sing. 
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CHORUS 

A fig for those by law protected ) 
Liberty’s a glorious feast ' 

Courts for cowards were erected, 
Churches built to please the priest 

u 

What 18 title f what is treasure P 
What is reputafaon’s care ? 

If we lead a life of pleasure, 

’Tis no matter how or where. 

A fig, &c 


in. 

With the ready trick and fable. 
Bound we wander all the day ; 
And at night, in barn or stable, 
Mug our dox.es on the hjy 

A fig, &c. 


IV 

Does the train-attended carriage 
Thro’ the country lighter rove P 
Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of loveP 
A fag, & 0 . 


V. 

Life 18 all a variorum, 

We regar d not how it goes } 
Let them cant about decorum, 
WLo Have characters to l ose 

A fig, &C. 
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Here’s to budgets, bags, and wallets I 
Here’s to all the wand’nng tram I 
Here’s our ragged brats and callets I 
One and all cry out. Amen * 

A fig for those by law protected I 
Liberty’s a glonous feast ! 

Courts for cowards were erected. 
Churches built to please the priest. 


DEATH AND DR HORNBOOK. 
A TKUE 8TOBT. 

Some books are lies frae end to end. 
And some great hes were never penn'd ! 
Ev’n ministers, they hae been kenn’d, 

In holy rapture, 

A rousing whid at times to vend. 

And nail’t wi’ Scnpture. 

But this that I am gaun to tell, 

Which lately on a night befell, 

Is just as true’s the Deil’s in hell 
Or Dublin city , 

That e’er he nearer comes oursel’ 

’S a muckle pity 


The Clachan yill bad made me canty, 
1 was nae fou, but just lad plenty { 
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[ itacher’d whylea, but yet took tent ay 
To free the ditches ; 

An’ hiUocka, stanes, an’ bushes, kenn’d ay 
Free ghaists an’ witches. 


The rising moon began to glow’r 
The distant Cumnock hills out owre | 
To count her horns, wi’ a’ my pow’r, 
I set mysel’ , 

But whether she had three or four, 

I could na tell 


I was come round about the hill, 

An' todlm down on WUlie’a mill. 
Setting my staff wi’ a’ my skill, 

To keep me sicker j 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will, 
I took a bicker 


I there wi' something did forgather, 
That put me in an eerie swither , 

An awfu’ scythe, out owre ae shouther. 
Clear dangling hang ; 

A three-tae’d leister on the ither 
Lay, large an’ long. 


Its stature seem d lang Scotch ells twa, 
The queerest shape that e’er I saw. 

For fient a wame it had ava ' 

And then, its shanks. 
They were as thin, as sharp, an’ sma’ 
As cheeks o’ branks 1 
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"Guide’en," quo’I; "Fnendl hae you been mawte 
When ither folk are busy sawin P ” • 

It seem’d to mak a kind o’ stan’, 

But naething apak \ 

At length, says I, “Fnend, whare ye gaunP 
Will ye go back? ” 

It spak right howe — “My name is Death I 
But be na fley’d ” Quo’ I, “ Guid faith I 
Ye’re may be come to stap my breath ; 

But tent me, bilhe ; 

I red ye weel, tak care o’ ekaith. 

See, there ’s a gully ' ” 

•• Quidman,” quo’ he, " put up your whittle, 

I’m no design’d to try its mettle | 

But if I did, 1 u ad be kittle 
To be mislear’d, 

I wad na mind it, no that spittle 

Out owie my beard ’’ 

“Weel, weel ! ’’ says 1, “ a bargain be’t | 

Come, gie ’s your hand, an’ sae we ’re gree't | 

We’ll ease our shanks, an’ tak a seat ; 

Come, gie’s your news i 
This whj le t ye hae been monie a gate, 

At monie a house.” 

“ Ay, ay ' ” quo’ he, an’ shook his head, 

“ It ’s e’en a lang, lang time, mdeed, 

8m’ I began to nick the tread. 

An’ choke the breath; 


* Tlili rencontre happened In leed-tlme, 178&. 
t An epidemical fCrnr waa then raging In that eoimtist 
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Folk maun do something for tUeii bread. 
An' sae maun Death 1 

“ Sax thousand years are near hand fled 
Sm’ I was to the hutching bred, 

An’ monie a scheme in vain ’s been laid 
To stap or scar me j 

Till ane Hornbook ’s * taen up the trade, 
An’ faith, he ’ll waur me I 

' Ye ken Jock Hornbook, i’ the Clachan, 
Dell mak his king's-hood in a spleuchan f 
He’s grown sae weel acquaint wi’ Buchan, f 
An’ ither chape. 

The weans baud out their fingers laughin. 
An’ pouk my hips 

“ See, here’s a scythe, and there’s a dart. 
They hae pierc’d monie a gallant heart j 
But Doctor Hornbook, wi’ his art. 

And cursed skill, 

Has made them baith no worth a f- — t, 
D-mn’d haet they ’ll kill I 

’Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen, 

1 threw a noble throw at ane , 

Wi' less, I’m sure. I’ve hundreds slain. 

But ded-may-care. 

It just play’d dirl on the bane, 

But did nae mair 


* This gentleman, Dr HornbooX, U, profeaslonally, a brother of the 
eorerelgn order of the Ferula, but. by IntulUoD and InaplrmUon, If hi 
osee an apothecary, surgeon, and physician 
t Bachim's Itainestic Medlclaa. 
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“ Hornbook wa«_by, wi’ ready art, 

And had aae fortified the part, 

That when I looked to my dart, 

It was sae blunt, 

Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the heart 
Of a kail-nmt. 

“ I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 

I near baud cowpit wi’ my hurry { 

But yet the bauld Apothecary 

Withstood the shock j 
I might as weel hae tried a quarry 
O’ hard whin rock. 

“ Er’n them he canna get attended, 
Altho’ their face he ne’er had kenn’d it, 

Just in a kail-blade, and send it. 

As soon ’s he smells ’t, 
Baith their disease, and what will mend 
At once he tells ’t. 

“ And then a’ doctor’s saws an’ whittles, 
Of a’ dimensions, shapes, an’ mettles, 

A’ kind o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles. 

He’s sure to hae ; 

’Their Latm names as fast he rattles 
As ABC 

" Calces o’ fossils, earth, and trees | 

True sal-marinum o’ the seas ; 

The fanna of beans and peas. 

He has ’t in plenty : 
Aqua-fortis, what you please. 

He can content ye. 
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" Forbye, lomB new, uncommon wesponB, 
Urinua a pintus o’ capons ; 

Or mite-hom shavings, filings, sotapinga, 
DisUH’d per te ; 

Sal alkah o’ midge-tail-cHppings, 

And monie mae ” 

“ Wae’a me for Johnny Ged’s Hole * now, * 
Quo’ I, “ if that the news be true . 

His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew, 

Sae white an’ home, 

Nae doubt they ’ll rive it wi’ the pleugh ; 

They’ll rum Johnny ! ” 

The creature grain’d an eldnctch laugh. 

And says, "Ye need na yoke the pleugh f 
Kirkyards will soon be till’d eneugh, 

Tak ye nae fear 

They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ monie a sheugh, 

In twa-three year 

“ Whare I kill’d ane, a fair strae death. 

By loss o’ blood, or want o’ breath, 

This night I ’m free to tak my aith, 

That Hornbook’s skill 
Has olad a score i’ their last claith. 

By drap an’ pilL 

•< An honest wabster to his trade, 

Whase wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel bred. 
Oat bppence-worth to mend her head. 

When It was sair ; 


• Tbs fTSTS-SlBpr 




104 


BiniNa’B roEMs. 


The wife ilade cannie to her bed, 

But ne’er gpak mair. 

“ A countra laird bad taen the batta, 

Or gome curmumng m his guts ; 

His only son for Hornbook sets, 

An* pays him well 
The lad, for twa gnid gimmer pets, 

Was laird himsel’. 

“ A home lass, ye kenn’d her name, 

Some ill-brewn drink had bor’d her waiM 
She trusts herael’, to hide her shame, 

In Hornbook’s care 
Horn sent her aff to her lang bame, 

To hide It there 

•* That’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s w»y| 
Thus be goes on from day to day, 

Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay, 

An’s weel paid for’t ) 

Yet stops me o’ my lawfu’ prey, 

\V i’ bis d-mn’d dirt. 

“ But hark ' I'll tell you of a plot, 

Tho’ dinna ye be speakmg o’t, 

I ’ll nail the self-conceited sot 

As dead’s a hernn ; 

Niest time we meet, 1 ’ll wad a groat. 

He gets his fairm ! ” 

But just as he began to tell. 

The suld kirk-hammer strak the beB, 
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Some wee short hour ayont the twal, 
Which rais’d us baith ; 
I took the way that pleas’d mysel’, 
And sae did Death. 


A DKEAM. 

^ Thoaghts, words, &ud derds, th« autate blAmes with reaion , 

Bot iur«ly dreAms were ne er Indicted treason ' 

[On reading, In the puhltc papers, the Lanreat s Ode, with the othat 
parade of June 4, 1786, the author was no sooner dropt asleep, than ha 
Imagined himself transported tlie birthday Joce, and in hii dream' 
lug fane;; made the follownij^ address ] 

I 

Guid morning to your Majesty ! 

Maj heav’n augment your bhsses, 

On e\ery new birthday ye see, 

An humble poet wishes ' 

My bard&hiji here, at your leyee, 

On Bic a day as this is, 

Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang the birthday dresses 
Sae fine this day. 

n. 

1 see ye're complimented thrang 
By monie a lord and lady ; 

“ God save the king ' ” ’s a cuckoo sang, 

That ’s unco easy said ay ; 

The Poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi’ rhymes weel-tum’d and ready, 
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Wad gar ye trow ye ne’er do wrang^ 
But ay unerring steady, 

On BIO a day 

m 

For me' before a monarch’s face, 
Er’n there I wmna flatter ; 

For neither pension, post, nor place, 
Am I your humble debtor ; 

So, nae reflection on your grace. 

Your kingship to bespatter j 
There '$ monie waur been o’ the raoe^ 
And aiblins ane been better. 

Than you this day. 

IV 

'Tis very true, my sov’reign king, 

My skill may weel be doubted ; 
But facts are chiels that wmna ding, 
An’ downa be disputed 
Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 
Is e’en right reft an’ clouted. 

And now the third part o’ the string. 
An’ less, will gang about it 
Than did ae day. 


V. 

Far be’t frae me that I aspire 
To blame your legislation, 

Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation 1 
But faith ' I muckle doubt, my Sire, 
Ye’ve trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, m a barn or byre. 
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Wad better fill’d their station 

Than courts jon day. 

VI 

And now ye’ve gien auld Britain peace, 
Her broken shins to plaster j 
Your sair taxation does her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester 
For me, thank God * niy life’s a lease, 
Nae bargain ueaiing faster, 

Or, faith ' I fear, that wi’ the geese 
I shortly boost to pasture, 

I’ the craft some day 

VII 

I’m no mistrusting Willie Pitt, 

When taxes he eiilaiges, 

(An’ Will’s a true guid tallow’s get, 

A name not eii\y spairges,) 

That he intends to pay your debt. 

An’ lessen a’ your charges , 

But, G-d’s sake' let nae saving-fit 
Abndge your home barges 

All’ boats this day 

vm 

Adieu, my Liege ' may freedom geek 
Beneath your high protection, 

An’ may ye rax coiruptioii’s neck, 

And gie her for dissection ' 

But since I ’m here, 1 ’ll no neglect, 

In loyal, true affection, 

To pay your Queen, vilh due respect. 
My fealty an’ subjection. 

This great birthday. 



808 


buknb’b foehb. 


a. 

Hail, Majesty most excellent I 
While nobles strive to please ye, 

Will ye accept a compliment 
A simple Poet gies ye ? 

Thae borne bairn-time, Heav’D has lent. 

Still higher may they heeze ye 
In bliss, till fate some day is sent 
For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

X 

For you, young potentate o’ Wales, 

I tell your Highness fairly, 

Down pleasure’s stream, wi’ swelling sails, 
I’m tauld ye’re diiving rarely , 

But some day ye may gnaw your nails, 

An’ curse your folly sairly. 

That e’er ye brak Diana’s pales, 

Or rattl’d dice wi’ Charlie, 

By night or day 

XI 

Yet aft a ragged cowte’s been known 
To mak a noble aiver , 

So ye may doucely fill a throne, 

For a’ their clish-ma-claver : 

There him * at Agincourt wha shone, 

F ew better were or braver ; 

And yet, wi’ funny, queer Sir John,t 
He was an unco shaver. 

For moiue a day 

* Klat Bmaj V t (Hr John Fslstsff VUs Bbsk^sai^ 
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xn 

For you, right rev’rend Osnabuigh, 
Nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter, 
A.Itho’ a nbbon at j our lug 
Wad been a dress completer; 

As je disown yon paughty dog 
That bears the ke) s of Peter, 

Then, swith ' an’ get a wife to hug. 
Or, trouth* ye'll stain the mitre 
Some luckless day. 

XIII. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeks, I learn, 
Ye’ve lately come athwart her; 

A glorious galley,* stem an’ stem, 
Weel rigged for Venus’ barter; 
But first hang out, that she’ll discern 
Your hymeneal charter. 

Then heave aboard y our grapple aim. 
An’ large upo’ her quarter, 

Come full that day 


xrv. 

Ye, lastly, borne blossoms a’. 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 

Heav'n mak you guid as weel as braw, 

An’ gie y ou lads a plenty ; 

But sneer nae Biitish boys awa’. 

For kings are unco scant ay , 

An’ German gentles aie but sma’, 

They’re better just than want ay. 

On onic day. 

• to the newfpaper Account of a certAio fojaI f aUoi^j Aaofir 
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Ood bleas you a’ ! conaider nov 
Ye’re unco muckle dautet ; 
But ere the course o' life be thro 
It may be bitter aautet . 

An’ I hae seen their coggie fou, 
That yet hae tarrow’d at it , 
But or the day was done, I trow, 
The laggen they hae clautet, 
Fu’ clean that day. 


SCOTCH DBINK. 


Ql« him strong drink antil be wink, 

1 hat's sinking In despair » 

As Ijqmr gujd to iljre bJs Mold, 

That 8 prestwl grief an care, 

There let him bouse, an deep caronaa, 

Wt bumpers flow Ing o’er, 

Till he forgets hts loves or debts, 

And minds his griefs no more 

80L01I0» 8 l^OVBBBS, ZUh 1, 1 


Let other poets raise a fracas 

’Bout Tines, an’ wines, an’ di unken Bacchus 

An’ crabhit names an’ stones wrack us, 

An’ grate our lug, 

I Bing the juice Scots bear can mak us. 

In glass or jug 


O thou, my Muse' guid auld Scotch Drink, 
Whether thro’ wimphng woims tboujick, 
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Or, ricUy brown, ream o’er the brink. 

In glorious faem. 

Inspire me, till I lisp and wink, 

To sing thy name. 

Let huiky Wheat the haughs adorn. 

And Alts set up their awnie horn. 

An’ Pease and Beans at e’en or mom 
Perfume the plain, 

Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou king o’ grain ' 

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood. 

In Bouple scones, the wail o’ food ; 

Or tumblin’ in the boiling flood, 

\Vi’ kail an’ beef ; 

But when thou pours thy strong heart’s blood, 
There thou shines chief 

Food fills the wame, an’ keeps us Imn’ , 

Tho’ life’s a gift no worth receivm’. 

When heavy dragg’d wi’ pine an’ gnevin’ j 
But oil’d by thee. 

The wheela o’ life gae down-hill, acneyin' 

Wi’ rattlin’ glee 

Thou clears the head o’ doited Lear ; 

Thou cheers the heart o’ droopmg Care ; 

Thou strings the nerves of Labor sair, 

At’s weary toil , 

Thou even brightens dark Despair 
Wi’ gloomy smile 

Aft, clad m massy silver weed, 

Wt’ Gentles thou erects thy headi 
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Yet humbly kind m time o’ need, 

The poor man’s wine, 

His wee drap parritch, or his bread, 

T'hou kitchens fine 

Thou art the life o’ public haunts ; 

But thee, what were our fairs and rantsF 
Ev’n godly meetings o’ the saunts, 

By thee inspir’d, 

When gaping they besiege the tents. 

Are doubly fir’d 

That merry night we get the com in, 

O sweetly then thou reams the horn m I 
Or reekin’ on a New-Year mornin’ 

In cog or bicker, 

An’ just a wee drap sp’ritual burn m. 
An’ gusty sucker 1 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, 
An’ ploughmen gather wi’ their graith, 

O rare ' to see the fizz an’ freath 
I’ the lugget caup ' 

Then Burnewin comes on like death 
At ev’ry chaup 

Nae mercy, then, for aim oi steel , 

The brawnie, baime, ploughman chiel. 
Brings hard owrehip, with sturdy wheel, 
The strong forehammer, 
Till block an’ studdie ring an’ reel 
Wi’ dmsome clamor. 

When skirlm weaiues see the hght. 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright, 
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How fumlin’ cuifs their dearies slight; 

Wae worth the Hamel 
Nae howdie gets a social night. 

Or plack frae them 

When neebors anger at a plea, 

An’ just as wud as wud can be. 

How easy can the barley bree 

Cement the quarrel ; 

It’s aye the cheapest lawyer’s fee, 

To taste the barrel 

Alake ' that e’er my Muse had reason 
To wyte her countrj men wi’ treason ; 

But monie daily weet their weason 
Wi' liquors nice, 

An’ hardly, in a winter’s season. 

E’er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning trasQ, 
Fell source o’ monie a pain an’ brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken bash, 
O’ half his days , 

An’ sends, beside, auld Scotland’s cash 
To her waist faes 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well 1 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 

Poor plackless deiils like mysel’’ 

It sets you ill, 

Wi’ bitter, dearthfu’ wines to mell, 

Or foreign gill 

May grayels round his blather wrench, 
An’ gouts torment him inch by mch, 
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Wha twists his gruntle wi’ a glunch 
O’ sour disdain, 

Out owre a glass o’ whiskey-punch 
Wi’ honest men 

O Whiskey ' soul o’ plays an’ pranks ' 
Accept a bardie’s humble thanks > 

When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 
Are my poor verses ! 

Thou comes — they rattle i’ their ranks 
At ither’s a s ' 

Thee, Fenntosh 1 O sadly lost ! 

Scotland, lament irae coast to coast I 
Now cohc grips, and barkin hoast, 

May kill us a’ , 

For loyal Forbes’ chartered boast 
Is ts’en awa’ t 

Tbae curst horse-leeches o’ tb’ Excise, 

Wha mah the whiskey stells their prise ' 
Haud up thy ban’, Deil ' ance, twice, thnc*. 
There I seize the blinkers I 
An’ bake them up m brunstane pies 

For poor d — n’d drinkers. 

Fortune 1 if thou’U but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an’ whiskey gill, 

An’ rowth o’ rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a’ the rest. 

An deal’t about as thy blind skill 
Directs thee best 
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THE AUTHOR’S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER,* 

CO THE SCOTCH KEPREsENTATIVEB IN THE HOPBE OF 
COMMONS 

Deftrest of distillAtlon ! Ust and bOBt^ 

Bow an tbou lost I Parody oh Miltov. 

Ye Irish Lords, je Knights an’ Squires, 

"Wha represent our burghs an’ shires, 

An' doucely manage our affairs 
In parliament , 

To you a simple Poet’s prayers 
Are humbly sent. 

Alas I my roupet Muse is hearse ! 

Your Honors’ hearts wi’ grief ’twad pierce, 

To see her sittm’ on her a — e. 

Low i’ the dust. 

An’ Bcriechin’ out prosaic verse, 

Au’ like to brust I 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 

Scotland an’ me’s in great affliction. 

E’er sin’ they laid that curst restriction 
On AquaviUe | 

An’ rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An’ move their pity. 


* Tbif waa written before tbe act anent the Scotch dlftlUertetf of 
f aaalon 1796 , tbr which Scotland and the author return their moat grata- 
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Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier Youth, 
The honest, open, naked truth , 

Tell him o’ mine and Scotland’s drouth, 
Ills servants humble i 
The muckle Deil blaw je south. 

If je dissemble ' 

Does onie great man glunch an’ gloom | 
Speak out, an’ never fash your thumb • 

Let posts an’ pensions sink or soom 

Wi’ them wha grant ’em . 

If honestly they canna come, 

Far better want ’em. 

In gath'nng votes you were na slack ) 

Now stand as tightly by your tack j 
Ne’er claw your lug, an’ fidge your back. 
An’ hum an’ haw , 

But raise your arm, an’ tell your crack 
Before them a’. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle { 
Her muchkin stoup as toom’s a whissle ] 
An’ d-mn’d excisemen in a bussle, 

Seixm a stell. 

Triumphant crushin’t like a mussel 
Or lampit shell 

Then on the tither hand present her, 

A blackguard smuggler right beliint her. 
An’ cheek-for-chow, a chuffie vintner, 
CoUeagulng join 

Picking her pouch as bare as winter, 

Of a’ kmd com. 
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Is there, that bears the name o' Scot. 

But feels his hearts bluid rising' hot, 

To see hia poor auld mithtr's pot 
Thus dunpf in staves, 

An’ plunder’d o’ hei hindmost groat 
Bj gallows knaves ^ 

Alas ' I'm hut a luimeless night, 

Trode i’ the mire, an’ out o’ sight , 

But could I like Montgonieiios fight. 

Or gab like Roswell, 

There’s some sark necks I n ad draw tight. 
An’ tie gome hose well. 

God bless your Honors, can je see’t, 

The kind, auld, cantie Cailin greet, 

An’ no get warmly to )our feet. 

An’ gar them hear it, 

An’ tell them wi’ a patriot heat, 

Ye winna bear itl 

Some o’ you nicely keu the laws, 

To round the period an’ pause, 

An' wi’ rhetoric clause on clause 
To mak harangues ; 

'Then echo thro’ Saint Stephen’s wa’s 
Auld Scotland’s wrangs. 

Dempster, a true-blue Scot I’se warran’j 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran j • 
An’ that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Land o’ Graham } t 


•Ir Adam rtiiBsoii. f TluprosantDiilMof Montn—- [MOO]. 
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An’ ane, a chap that’s dam’d auldfarran : 
l)undac> his name 

Erskine, a spunkie Norland billie , 

True Campbells, Frederick an’ Hay ; 

An’ Livingstone, the bauid Sir VViUie , 
An’ moiiie ithers. 

Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own for bntliers 

Arouse, my boys ' exert your mettle. 

To get auld Scotland back her kettle i 
Or faith ’ I'll wad mj' new pleugh-pettle, 
Ye’ll see’t or lang, 

She’ll teach you, wi’ a reekin’ whittle, 
Anitlier sang 

This while she’s been la canc’rous mood, 
Her lost Militia fir’d her bluid ; 

(Dell na they never mair do guid. 

Play’d her that pliskie ') 

An’ now she’s like to rin red-wud 
About her Whiskey. 

An’ L — d, if ance they pit her till’t, 

Her tartan petticoat she’ll kilt, 

An’ durk an’ pistol at her belt. 

She’ll take the streets, 

An’ rin her whittle to the hilt, 

1’ the first she meets I 

For O — d sake. Sirs 1 then speak her fair 
An’ straik her canme wi’ the hair, 

An’ to the muckle bouse repair, 

Wi’ instant speed, 
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An’ Btnve wi’ a’ your wit an’ leal 
To get remead 

Yon lU-tongu’d tinkler, Charlie Fox, 

May taunt you m’ his jeers an’ mocks. 

But gie him’t het, my hearty cocks i 
E’en cowe the caddie. 

An’ send him to his diciiig-box 
An’ sportin’ lady 

TeU yon guid bluid o’ auld Bockonnock s, 

I’ll be his debt twa mashlum bannocks, 

An’ drink his health m auld Nunse Tinnocks,* 
Nine times a week, 

If he some scheme, like tea and winnocks. 
Wad kindly seek 

Could he some commutation broach, 

I’ll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 

He need na fear their foul reproach, 

Nor erudition , 

Yon miitie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch, 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ) 

She’s just a devil wi’ a rung, 

An' if she promise auld or young 
To tak their part, 

Tho’ by the neck she should be strung. 

She’ll no desert 


> A mttbT «ld liotteM of tha aotlior'i, In MsachUn*, whar* b$ 
IMiUnM poUUci (r?«r * |1 am of gold ftaU Bootdi diink* 
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An’ now, )e chosen Five-and-Forty, 

May still your Mither’s heart support ye| 
Then, tho’ a minister grow dorty, 

An’ kick your place, 
ye’ll snap your hngers, poor an’ hearty, 
Before his face 

God bless your Honors a’ your days, 

Wi’ soups o’ kail, an’ brats o’ claise, 

Ir spite o’ a’ the thiemsh kaes 

That haunt Saint J anue’s f 
Your bumble Poet sings an’ prays 

While Rab his name i*. 


FOBTSCBIPT. 

Let half-starved slaves, in warmer skiea, 

See future wines, nch-clust’ring, rise j 
Their lot auld Scotland ne’er envies. 

But blythe and frisky. 

She eyes her freeborn, martial boys, 

Tak aff their whiskey 

What tho’ their Phoebus kinder warms. 
While fragrance blooms, and beauty charms! 
When wretches range, in famish’d swarms, 
The scented groves, 

Or hounded forth, dishonor arms. 

In hungry droves P 

Their gun’s a burden on their shouther ; 

They downa bide the stink o' pouther j 
Their bauldest thought 's a huik'niig swither 
To Stan' or rin, 
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Till skelpt — a shot ; — they’re aff, a’ trowther, 
To save their skm 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 

Say such is royal George’s -will, 

An’ there’s the foe > 

He has na thought but how to kill 
Twa at a blow 1 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ] 
Death comes, wi fearless eye he sees him j 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gies him. 

An’ when he fa’s, 

His latest draught o’ breathin’ lea’es him 
In faint huzzas I 

Sages their solemn een may steek, 

An’ raise a philosophic reek, 

An’ physically causes seek, 

In clime an’ season ; 

But tell me Whiskey’s name in Greek, 

I’ll tell the reason I 

Scotland, my auld respected Mither ! 

Tho’ whyles ye moistify your leather, 

Till whare ye sit, on craps o’ heather. 

Ye tine your dam ) 

(Freedom an’ Whiskey gang thegither!) 

Tak aff your dram I 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEIL, 

0 Prince 1 0 Chief of many-throned Pow'ra, 

That led th' embattled Seraphim to war 

O THOD ' whatever title suit thee, 

Auld Homie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 

Wha m yon cavern grim an’ sootie, 

Clos’d under hatches, 

Spairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To Bcaud poor wretches I 

Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee, 

An’ let poor damned bodies be ; 

I’m sure sma’ pleasure it can gie, 

E’en to a deil. 

To skelp an’ scaud poor dogs like me, 

An’ hear us squeel I 

Great is thy pow’r, an’ great thy fame ; 

Far kenn’d and noted is thy name j 

An’ tho’ yon lowin’ heugb’s thy hame, 

Thou travels far , 

An’ futb I thou’s neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate nor scaur 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin’ lion. 

For prey, a’ holes and comers tryin’ ; 

Whyles on the strong-wing’d tempest flyia’, 
Tirlmg the kirks ; 

Whyles, in the human bosom pryin’, 

Unseen thou lurks. 
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I’tc heard m> reverend Grannie saj, 

In lanely glens you like to stray ,• 

Or where auld ruin’d castles gray, 

Nod to the moon, 

Ye fright the nighllj wand’rers way, 

Wi’ eldiitch croon 

When twilight did mj Grannie summon, 

To say her prajers, douce honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dike she’s heard jou bummm’, 
Wi' eerie drone , 

Or, rustlin’, thro’ the boortries comm’, 

W i’ heavy groan 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night. 

The stars shot down wi’ sklentin’ light, 

Wi’ yon. tnyseT, I gat a fright, 

Ajont the lough , 

Ye, like a rash-bush, stood in sight, 

Wi’ waving sough 

’The cudgel in my nieve did shake. 

Each bristl’d hair stood like a stake. 

When wi’ an eldritch stour, quaick — quaick 
Amang the springs, 

Awa ye squatter’d, like a drake. 

On whisUing wings. 

Let warlocks gnm, an’ wither’d hags 
Tell how wi’ you on ragweed nags, 

They skun the muirs and dizzj crags, 

Wi’ wicked speed ; 

And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 
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Thence uountra wnes, «i’ toil an’ pam, 
May plunge an’ plunge the kirn in vain | 
For, oh ' the yellow treasure 's taen 
By witching skill 

An’ dawtit, twal-pmt Hawkie’s gaen 
As yell’s the Bill 

Thence mi stic knots mak great abuse, 

On young guidmen, fond, keen, an’ crous* 
When the best wark-lume i’ the house, 

By cantrip wit, 

Is instant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
And float the jingling icy-boord. 

Then water-keljues haunt the foord. 

By your direction ; 

An’ ’nighted trav’llers are sUur'a 
To their destruction. 

An’ ail your moss-traversing spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an’ drunk u : 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkies 
Delude his eyes. 

Till in some miry slough he sunk is. 

Ne’er mair to rise. 

When Mason’s mystic word an’ gnp, 

In storms an’ tempests raise you up. 

Some cook or cat your rage maun stop. 
Or, strange to tell I 
The youngest brother ye wad whip 
Aff straugbt to h-lL 
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Lung syne, in Eden’s borne yard 
When youlhfu’ lovers fiist weie jjdir’d, 
An’ a' the suul of love (hej shni’d, 

The raptur’d hour , 

Sweet on the flagrant, tlow’ij swaiid, 

In sh.idy bmv’r 

Then you, ye auld, sniek-drawing dog, 
Ye came to Paradise incog , 

An’ play’d on man a cursed brogue 
(Black he jour fa' ') 

An’ gied the infant warld u shog, 

’Maist rum d a’ 

D’ye mind that day, when in a bizi, 

Wi’ reekit duds, un’ lecstit gizz, 

Ye did present y our smoutie phiz 
’Mang belter folk. 

An’ sklented on the man of Uz 

Y'our spitefu’ joke’ 

An’ how ye gat him i’ your thrall. 

An’ hrak him out o’ house an’ hall, 
While scabs an’ blotches did him gal], 
Wi’ bitter claw. 

An' lows'd his ill-tongu’d, wicked Scawl, 
Was warst avaP 

But a’ your doings to rehearse, 

Your wily snares an’ fechtin fierce. 

Sin that day Michael * did you pierce, 
Down to this time, 


• Tide Hilton, Book VL 
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Wad ding a Lalland tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or ihjme 

An’ now, auld Cioots, I ken 5 e ’re thmkin 
A certain Bardie’s rantin, drinkin, 

Some luckless hour will send him hnkm 
To jour black pit 

But, faith ' he 'll turn a corner jinkin, 

An’ cheat jou jet ' 

But, fare jou weel, auld Nitkie-ben! 

0, wad je tak a thought, an’ men’! 

Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a’ stake — 

I’m wae to think upo’ your den, 

Ev’n for jour sake I 


ON THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE’S PEREGBt 
NATIONS THROUGH SCOTLAND, 

COLIECTINO THE ANTIQUITIES OP THAT EINODOIL 

Hear ’ land o’ cakes, and brither Scots, 

Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat’s, 

If there ’s a hole in a’ your coats, 

I rede je tent it: 

A chiel 's amang you taking notes. 

And, faith, be '11 prent it. 

If m your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fet, fodgel wight, 
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O’ stature short, but genius bright, 

That’s he — mark weelj 
And trow ' he has an unco slight 
() cmik and keel 

By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin,* 

Or kirk deserted hi its riggin. 

It’s ten to ane ye ’ll find him snug in 
Some eldritth part, 

Wi’ deils, they say, L — d save’s ' coUeagmn, 
At some black art 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha’ or cham’er, 
Ye gipsi -gang that deal in glamour. 

And you, deep-read in hell’s black grammar, 
Warlocks and ■witches ! 

Ye ’ll quake at his conjuring hammer. 

Ye midnight bitches 1 

It’s tauld he was a sodger bred. 

And ane wad rather fa’n than fled ; 

But now he ’s quat the spurtle blade, 

And dog-skin wallet. 

And taen the — antiquarian trade, 

I tlunk they call it. 

He has a fouth o’ all mck-nackets ' 

Rusty airn cajis and jinghn jackets,! 

Wad had the Lolhians three in tackets, 

A towmont guid , 

And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets, 
Before the flood. 


* Vld< hli Antiqultlej of Scotlaail 
t yids Ilia Treatlfto on anciont AnooT and Vo tpon s. 
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Of Eve’s first fire he has a cinder ; 

Auld Tubal Cain’s fiie-shool and fender) 
That which distingaislied the gender 
O’ Balaam’s ass , 

A broomstick o’ the witch of Endor, 
Weel shod wi’ brass. 

Forbye he’ll shape you aff, fu’ gleg, 

The cut of Adam’s phdibeg , 

The knife that nicket Abel's craig 
He’ll pro\ e you fully : 

It WM a faulding jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail gulhe. 

But wad ye see him m his glee, 

For meikle glee and fun has he, 

Then set lum down, and twa or three 
Guid fellows wi' him 
And Port, O Port ' shine thou a wee. 
And then je’ll see him 1 

Now, by the pow’rs o’ verse and prose. 
Thou art a dainty chiel, O Grose I 
Whae’er o’ thee shall dl suppose. 

They sair misca’ thee j 
1 ’d tak the rascal by the nose. 

Wad say, Shame fa’ thee I 
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LINES 

WRITTEN IN A WRAPPER, ENCLOSING A LETTER TO 
CAPTAIN GROSE, TO BE LEFT WITH MR. CAKDON- 
NKL, ANTIQUARIAN. 

Tune — “ Sir John Malcolm ” 

Ken ye aught o’ Captain Grose P 
Igo, and ago. 

If he 's amang hie friends or foes * 

Iram, corani, dago. 

Is he south, or is he north ^ 

Igo, and ago, 

Or drowned m the river Forth P 
Iram, ooram, dago. 

Is he slain by Highland bodies P 
Igo, and ago. 

And eaten like a wether-haggis P 
Iram, coram, dago 

Is he to Abram’s bosom gane P 
Igo, and ago. 

Or hauden Sarah by the wame P 
Iram, coram, dago. 

Where’er he be, the Lord be near him, 

Igo, and ago, 

As for the Deil, he daur na steer him f 
Iram, coram, dago. 



830 


BURNS’S POEMS. 


But please trazisnut the enclosed letter, 
Tgo, and ago, 

Which will oblige jour humble debtor, 
Iram, coram, dago 

So maj ye hae auld stanes in store, 

Igo, and ago, 

The very stanes that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye get in glad possession, 

Igo, and ago. 

The corns o’ Satan’s coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 


EPIGRAM ON CAPTAIN GROSE. 

The Dell got notice that Grose was a-dying, 

So, whip ' at the summons, old Satan came flying ; 

But when he approach’d where poor Francis lay moaih 

mg. 

And saw each bed-post with its burden a-groaning. 
Astonish’d' confounded' cried Satan, “ByO — d, 

1 ’ll want ’im, ere I take such a d ble load.” * 


• Mr Grose wai eiccedmely oorpnlcnl, and used to rsllj hlmulg 
with the greatest good humor, on the singular rotundity of his figure. 
This epigram, written hj Bums In • moment of fhsUvlty, was so mndi 
relished by the antlqn&rian, that be made it serve as an excoae fbr pro- 
longing the oonvlvlal ocomIod that gsve H birth, to a very let* how 
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LINES 

OM AN INTERVIEW WITH LORD DAER. 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 

I, Rhymer Robin, alias Burns, 

October twenty-third, 

A ne’er-to-be-forpottcn day, 

Sae far I spretkled up the brae, 

I dinnei’d wi’ a Lord' 

I’ve been at drucken writers’ feasts. 

Nay, been bitch fou ’mang godly priests, 

Wi’ rev’rence be it spoken 
I’ve e\en join’d the honor’d jorum, 

When mighty squire'-hips of the quorum 
Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

But wi’ a Lord — stand out, my shin t 
A Lord, a Peer, an Earl’s son ' 

L^p higher yet, my bonnet I 
And SIC a Lord — lang Scotch ells twa I 
Our peerage he o’erlooks them a’. 

As I look o’er my sonnet. 

But oh, for Hogarth’s magic power ' 

To show Sir Bardy’s willy art glow’r, 

And bow he star’d and stammei'ii I 
When goavan, as if led wi’ branks. 

An’ stumpm on his ploughman shanks, 

He in the parlor hammer’d. 
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I, sliding, shelter’d in a nook, 

An’ at his Loidship steal't a look 

Like some portentous omen | 
Except good sense and social glee, 

An’ (what surpris’d me) modesty, 

I marked nought uncommon. 

I watch'd the symptoms o’ the great, 

The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The arrogant assuming ; 

The Cent a pride, iiae pride had he. 

Nor sauce, nor state, that I could see, 

Mair than an honest ploughman. 

Then from his Lordship I shall learn. 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as weel’s another s 
Nae honest, worthy man need care, 

To meet with noble, youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 


THE INVENTORY. 

n AMSWEE TO A MANDATE BY THE BTIEVEYOE OP TSl 
TAXES 

Snt, as your mandate did request, 

1 send you here a faithfu’ lut 
O' gudes an’ gear, an’ a’ my graith. 

To which Tm clear to gie my aith. 
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Jmprimi’i, then, for carrmge cattle, 

I hae four brutes o’ gallant mettle, 

As ever drew afoie a pettle 
My Lan'-afore’s • a guid auld hat-beeti, 
An’ wight an’ wilfu* a’ his days been , 

M; Lan'-ahin’s f a weel gaun filhe. 

That aft has borne me hame frae Killie, J 
An’ your auld burro’ monie a time, 

In days when riding was nae crime ; 

But a’lce, when in my woomg pnde, 

I, like a bloAhead, boost to ride. 

The wilfu’ creature sae I pat to, 

(L — d pardon a’ my sms, an’ that too !) 

I play’d my fiUie sic a shai le, 

She’s a’ bedevil d wi’ the spavie 
My Fiirr-ahin’s § a wordy beast 
As e’er in tag or tow was trac’d 
The fourth’s a Highland Donald hastia, 
A d~n’d red-wud Kilburnie blastie ; 
Forbye a Cowt o’ Cowt’s the wale, 

As ever ran afore a taiL 
If he be spar'd to be a beast, 

He’ll draw me fifteen pun’ at least. 

Wheel-carnages I hae but few, — 
Three carts, an’ twa are feckly new | 

Ane auld wheel-barrow, mair for token, 
Ae leg an’ baith Che trams are broken; 

[ made a poker o’ the spin’le, 

An’ my auld mither brunt the trin’le. 


* Ths fbrt-hons on tbs len aand. In the ploush. 
f The hlBdmott on ttie left bnndv tn Uie plon^ 

I Kflmenio^ 

I Ths hindmost horH on ths rlf ht hand. In ths pkogh. 
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For men, I’ve three mischievous boys, 
Run-deils for runtm and for noise ; 

A gaudsman ane, a thrasher t’other, 

Wee Davoc hands the nowt in fother 
I rule them as I ought, discreetl) , 

An’ aftcn labor them completely , 

An’ aj on Sundays, duly, nightly, 

I on the Questions targe them tightly; 

Till, faith ' wee Davcc’s turn'd sae gleg, 
Tho’ scarcely langer than your leg. 

He'll screed y ou aff Effectual Calling, 

As fast as onie m the dw ailing 
I’ve nane in female servan’ station, 

(L — d, keeji me ay frae a’ temptation 
I hae na wife , and that my bliss is. 

An’ ye hae laid na tax on misses , 

An' then, if kiik-folk diiina clutch d»«. 

I ken the devils dare na touch me 

Wi’ weans I’m mair than weel conteM«d. 
Heav’n sent me ane mair than I wanted 
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 

She stares the daddie in her face, 

Enough of aught ye like but grace j 
But her, my home, sweet, wee lady 
I’ve paid enough for her already , 

An’ gm y e tax her, or her mither, 

B’ the L — d, ye’se get them a’ thegithar. 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 

Nae kind of license out I’m takin’. 

Free this time forth, I do declare, 

I’se ne’er ride horse nor hizzie mairj 
Thro’ dirt an’ dub for life I’ll paddle. 

Ere I see dear pay for a saddlel 
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My travel a oa foot I’ll shank it, 

I’ve sturdy bearers, Gude be thankit 

The kirk an’ you may tak you that, 

It puts but httle in your pat 
8ae dmna put me in your buke, 

Nor for my ten white shillings luke 

Thjs list, wi’ my am hand I wrote it. 

Day and date as under notit , 

Then, know all ye whom it concerns, 
Subscnpst hutc, Robebt Buems. 

Mo*igiel, Feb 22, 1786. 


TO A LOUSB, 

OH SEEIHa oms ON A lady’s bonnet, at OHtTBCB 

Ha I whare ye gaun, ye crowlm ferlie P 
Your impudence protects you sairly , 

I catma eay but ye strunt rarely 

Owre gauze an’ lace ; 

Tho’ faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 
On SIC a place. 

Ye ugly, creepm, blastit wonner. 

Detested, shunn’d by saunt and sinner, 

How dare ye set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady P 

Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner 
On some poor body 1 
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Bwith, m some beggar’s haffet squattle . 

There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattla, 
Wi’ ither kindred jumpin cattle, 

In shoals and nations 
Wharo horn nor bane ne’er dare unsettle 
Your thick plantations 

Now baud ye there, ye’re out o’ sight. 

Below the fatt’rils, snug an’ tight. 

Na, faith, ye yet • ye’ll no be right 
Till ye’ve got on it, 

The vera tapmost, tow’ring height, 

O’ Miss’s bonnet. 

My sooth ' right bauld ye set your nose out, 
As plump and gray as onie grozet ; 

0 for some rank, mercurial rozet. 

Or fell red smeddum, 

I’d gie you sic a hearty dose o’t, 

Wad dress your droddim I 

1 wad na been surpris’d to spy 
You on an auld wife’s flainen toy| 

Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

On’s wjhecoat ) 

But Miss's fine Lunardie I fie. 

How dare you do’tf 

O, Jenny, dinn a toss your head. 

An’ set your beauties a’ abread t 
Te httle ken what cursed speed 

The blastie’s makin’ ! 

Thae winks and finger-ends, 1 dread. 

Are notice takm’ I 
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O, wad some pow’r the giflie gie as 
To see oursels as ithers see us ’ 

It wad frae monie a blunder free us, 
And foolish notion , 

What airs m dress an’ gait wad lea’e us. 
And ev’n Devotion 1 


ADDEESS TO THE TOOTH-ACHE. 

My curse upon thy venom’d stang, 

That shoots m\ tortui’d gums along , 

An’ thro’ mj lugs gies monie a twang, 
AVi’ gnawing vengeance 1 
Tearing my nerves wi’ bitter pang, 
liike racking engines 1 

When fevers burn, or ague freezes, 
Eheumatics gnaw, or colic squeezes, 

Our neighbor's sjmpalhj may ease us, 
WT pit) mg moan , 

But thee, thou hell o’ a’ diseases, 

A) mocks our groan ’ 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle ' 

I tlirow the wee stools o’er the mickle, 
As round the fire the giglets keckle 
To see me loup , 

While, raving mad, 1 wish a heckle 
Were in their doup I 

O’ a’ the num’rous human dools, 

HI bar’sts, daft bargains, outty-atooli. 
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Or worthy fnends rack’d i’ the mools, 
Sad Bight to see * 

The tnckfl of knaves, or fash o’ fools, 
Thou bear’st the gree. 

Where’er that place be priests ca’ hell, 
Whence a’ the tones o’ mis’ry yell. 

And ranked plagues then- numbers tell, 
In dreadfu’ raw. 

Thou, Toothache, surely bear’st the bell 
Amang them a’ ! 

O thou grim tnischief-making chiel. 
That gars the notes of discord squeel. 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 
In gore a shoe-thick j 
(Ke a’ the faes o’ Scotland’s weal 

A towmond’s Toothache I 


TO A HAGGIS. 

Fan fa’ your honest, sonsie face. 
Great chieftain o’ the puddm’ race I 
Aboon them a’ ye tak your place, 

Fainch, tripe, or thairm | 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 
As lang’s my arm. 

The groanmg trencher there you All, 
Tour hurdles like a distant hfll, 
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Ycur pin wad help to mend a mill 
In time o’ need. 

While thro’ your poiee tlie dews distil 
Like amber bead 

His knife see rustic labor dight, 

An’ cut you up wi’ ready slight, 

Trenching your gushing entiails bright, 
Like onie ditch , 

And then, O what a glorious sight. 
Warm-reeking, rich I 

Then horn for horn they stretch an’ strive, 
Dell tak the hindmost, on they drive) 

Tdl a’ their weel-swall’d kytes belyve 
Are bent like drums , 

Then auld guidman, maist like to rive, 
Bethankit hums 

Is there that o'er his French ragout, 

Or oho that wad staw a sow. 

Or fricassee wad mak her spew 
Wi’ perfect sconner. 

Looks down wi’ sneering, scornfu’ view 
On 810 a dinner P 

Poor Devil ' see him owre his trash. 

As feckless as a wither’d rash, 

His spindle-shank, a guid whiplash, 

His nieve a nit ; 

’Thro’ bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit I 

But mark the rustic, baggls-fed, 

The trembling earth resounds his tread | 
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C3ap in his wahe nieve a blade, 

He’ll male it whistle ; 

An’ legs, an* arms, an' heads will sned. 
Like taps o’ thissle. 

Ye Pow’rs wha mak mankind jour care^ 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland w ants na skinkmg ware, 
That jaupa in luggies ; 
But, if ye wish her gratefu’ pray’r, 

Gie her a Haggis I 


THE HOLY FAIR.* 

A rob€ of seeming tratb and tniit 
Hid crafty Obaonatlon . 

And lecret htiug^ with poiaon d enuu 
The dirk of l>eraraatlon 
A mask that like the ftorget ahow'd, 

Vy 6- vary ing on the pipeon , 

And for a mantle largo and broad. 

He wrapt him In Religion 

lirrocjuai a la Mdda 

L 

Upon a simmer Sunday morn, 
When Nature’s face is fair, 

I walked forth to Tiew the com, 
An’ snuff the caller air 


* HolrFilr Is a oommon la ttw west sf 8cotUn4 ftrs taai* 

— aUlwwiilnD. 
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The rising sun owie Galston muirs 
Wi’ glorious light was glintin’ , 

The hares were hii plin’ clow n the furs, 
The lav’rocks they were chantin’ 

Fu’ sweet that day. 

II 

A* lightsomely I glow’r’d abroad. 

To see a scene sae gay. 

Three Hizzies, e.irlj at the road. 

Cam skelpin’ up the way, 

Twa had manteeles o’ dolefu’ black. 
But ane wi’ hart lining. 

The third, that gaed a-wee aback, 

Was i’ the fashion shining 

Fu’ gaj that day. 

in 

The twa appear’d like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an’ claes ; 

Their visage wither’d, lang, an’ thin, 
An’ sour as onic slaes 
The third cam up, h.ip-step-an’-loup. 
As light as onie lamhie. 

An’ wi’ a curchic low did stoop. 

As soon as e’er she saw me, 

Fu’ kmd that day. 

IV 

Wi’ bonnet aff, quoth I, “ Sweet lasi^ 

I think ye seem to ken me ; 

I’m sure I’ve seen that borne face, 

But yet I canna name ye ” 

Quo’ she, an’ laughing as she spak, 

An’ taks me by the hand*, 
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' Ye, for my sake, hae gien the fecK 
Of a’ the ten commands 

A inreed some day. 


V. 

“ My name is Fun — your crome dew, 

The nearest friend ye hae ; 

An’ this is Superstition here, 

An’ that’s Hypocrisy 
I’m gaun to Mauchhne Holy Fair, 

To spend an hour in duffin’ ; 

Gm ye’ll go thare, yon runkl’d pair, 

We srdl get famous laughin' 

At tliem this day.” 

VI 

Quoth I, “ With a’ my heart, I'll do’t' 

I’ll get my Sunday sark on. 

An' meet y ou on the holy spot 
Faith, we’se hae fine remarkin’ I " 

Then I gaed h.ime at crowdie time. 

An’ soon 1 made me ready , 

For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi’ monie a weary body. 

In droves that day. 

VU. 

Here farmers gash, in ridin' grmth, 

Qaed hoddm’ by their cotters j 
There, swankies, young, in braw braid-olotb 
Are spnngin’ o’er the gutters ; 

The lasses, skelpin’ barefit, thrang, 

In silks on’ scarlets glitter t 
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Wi’ Bweet-milk cheese, m mome a whang, 
An’ farls bak’d wi’ butter, 

Fu’ crump that day. 

■vin 

When by the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi’ ha’pence, 

A greedy glow’r Black Bonnet throws, 

An’ we maun draw our tippence 
Then in we go to see the show — 

On ev’ry side they’re gath’nn’, 

Borne carrying dales, some chairs an’ stocls. 
And some are busy blethrm’ 

Right loud that day. 

IX 

Here stands a shed to fend the show’rs, 
And screen our countra gentry, 

There racer Jess, an’ twa-three wh— res 
Are blinkin’ at the entry ; 

Here sits a raw of tittlin’ jades, 

Wi’ hea^ving breast and bare neck. 

An’ there a batch of wabster lads. 
Blackguarding frae Kilmarnock, 

For fun this day 

X. 

Here some are thinking on their sins. 

An’ some upo’ their claes } 

Ane curses feet that fyl’d his shins, 

Amther sighs an’ prays. 

On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi’ Bcrew’d-up, grace-proud faces. 



S44 


BrBKS’s POEMS. 


On that a set o’ chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin’ on the lasses 
To chairs that day 

XI 

O happy 18 the man an’ blest ' 

Nae vender that it pride him ! 

Whase am dear lass, that he likes best 
Comes clinkin’ down beside him' 

Wi’ arm repos’d on the chair-back, 

He sweetly does compose him ' 

Which, by degrees, slips round her neck« 
An’s loof upon her bosom, 

Unkenn’d that day. 

XII 

Now a’ the congregation o er 
Is silent expectation , 

For Moodie epeels the holy door, 

Wi’ tidings o’ damnation 
Should Ilornie, ns in ancient days, 

"Mang sons o’ G — d ]iresent him, 

The very sight o’ Moodie’s face, 

To's am het hame had sent him, 

Wi’ fright that day 

xin. 

Hear how he clears the points o’ faith 
Wi’ rattlin’ an’ wi’ thumpin’ 1 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath. 
He’s Btampm’ an’ he’s jumpin’ I 
Hu lengthen’d chm, his turn’d-up snout, 
Hu eldntch squeel and gestures, 
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O, how they fire the heart devout, 

Like cantharidian plasters, 

On SIC a day. 

XIV. 

But hark ' the tent has chang’d its voice 
There’s peace an’ rest na langer , 

For a’ the real judges rise, 

They canna sit for arger 
Smith opens out his cold harangues. 

On practice and on morals , 

An’ aff the godly jiour in thrangs. 

To gie the jars an’ barrels 
A lift that day 

XV 

What signifies liis barren shine, 

Of moral pow’rs and reason ? 

His English style, an’ gesture fine. 

Are a’ clean out o’ season 
Like Socrates or Antoniiie, 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 

The moral man he does define. 

But ne’er a word o’ faith in. 

That’s right that day. 

XVI 

In guid time comes an antidote 
Against the poison’d nostrum | 

For Peebles, frae the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostrum , 

8ae, up he’s got the Word o’ Q — d. 

An’ meek an’ mim has view’d 
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While Common Sense has taen the road. 
An’ aff, an’ up the Cowgate,* 

Fast, fast that day, 

xvn 

Wee Miller, meet, the guard relierea, 

An’ Orthodoxy raibles, 

Tho’ in hia heart he weel beheTei, 

An’ thinks it auld wives’ faibles; 

But, faith ' the birkie wants a manae, 

So, cannily he hums them, 

Altho’ his carnal wit an’ sense 

Like haffluis-ways o’ercomes him. 

At times that day 

XVIII 

Now butt an’ ben, the Change-house fills 
Wi’ yill-caup Commentators, 

Here's cr) mg out for bakes and giUe, 

And thei e the pint-stowp clatters ; 
While thick an’ thrang, an’ loud an’ lang, 
Wi’ Logic an’ wi’ Scripture, 

They raise a dm that, in the end, 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O’ wrath that day. 

xrx 

Leeze me on dnnk ’ it gies us mair 
Than either school or college j 
It kindles wit, it waukens lair. 

It pangs us fou o’ knowledge : 


* A atreet to caUaiL 
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' Be’t whiskey gill, or penny wheep, 

Or onie stronger potion, 

It never fails, on drinking deep, 

To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

XX 

The lads and lasses, blithely bent 
To mind baith saul an’ body. 

Sit round the table, weel content. 

An’ steer about the toddy. 

On this ane’s dress, an’ that ane’s leuk. 
They’re making observations j 
While some are cozie i’ the neuk. 

An’ formin’ assignations 

To meet some day. 

XXI 

But now the L — d’s am trumpet touts. 

Till a’ the hills are rairin’, 

An’ echoes back return the shouts j 
Black Russell is na spairm’ 

His piercing words, like Highland swords, 
Divide the joints and marrow ; 

His talk o’ Hell, where devils dwell. 

Our vera sauls does harrow* 

Wi’ fright that day. 

XXIL 

A vast, unbottom’d, boundless pit. 

Fill’d fou o’ lowin’ brunstane. 


Shakspeare • H junto t. 
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Wha’s ragin flame an’ scorchin heat 
Wad melt the hardest whunstane I 
The half-asleep start up wi’ fear, 

An’ think thej hear it roarin’, 

When presently it does appear 
Twas but some neebor snorin’, 

Asleep that day. 

XXIIL 

rTwad be owre lang a tale to tell. 

How monie stories past, 

An’ how they crowded to the yiU, 

When they were a’ dismist; 

How drink gaed round, m cogs an’ caupa, 
Amang the furms an’ benches j 
An’ cheese an’ bread, frae women’s laps. 
Was dealt about in lunches 

An’ dawds that day. 

XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie, gash guidwife. 

An’ sits down by the fire. 

Syne draws her kebbuck an’ her knife^ 
The lasses they are shyer 
The Buld guidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother, 

Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

An’ gies them’t like a tether 
Fu’ lang that day 

XXV 

WaesucksI for him that gets no lasa, 

Or lasses that hae naething I 
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8ma need has he to say a grace, 
Oi meivie his braw ciaething I 
0 wives, be mindfu’ ance joursel’ 
How home lads ye wanted ! 

An’ dinna, for a kebbuck heel, 
Let lasses be afronted. 

On SIC a day I 


rxvi. 

Now Clinkumbell, wi’ rattlin’ tow. 

Begins to jow an’ croon , 

Some swagger hame the best they dow, 
Some »ait the afternoon 
At slaps the billies halt a blink, 

Till lasses strip their shoon , 

Wi’ faith an’ hope, an’ love an’ dnnk, 
They’re a’ in famous tune 

For crack that day. 

XX VII 

How monie hearts this day converts, 

O’ sinners and o’ lasses ' 

Their hearts o' stane, gin night are gane. 
As saft as onie flesh is 
There 's some are fou o’ love dmne. 
There’s some are fou o’ brandy. 

An’ monie jobs that day begun 
May end in Houghmagandie, 

Some ither day. 
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THE ORDINATION. 


*For i«oi« they little owe to HeftT'n— 

To pleftie the mob they hide the little glT b ** 

1 . 

Kilmarnock wabsters fidge an’ claw, 
An’ pour your creeshie nations ; 

An’ ye wha leather rax an’ draw, 

Of a’ denominations , 

Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an’ a’, 
An’ there tak up your stations j 
Then aff to Eegbie’s m a raw. 

An’ pour divine libations 

For joy this day 


n. 

Curst Common Sense, that imp o’ hell. 
Cam in wi’ Maggie Lauder , * 

But Ohjihant aft made her yell, 

An’ Russell sair misca’d her , 

This day, M’Kiulay takes the flail. 

An’ he ’s the boy will blaud her I 
He ’ll clap a shangan on her tail. 

An’ set the bairns to daud her 
Wi’ dirt this day. 


• Alladlag to s scofBng ballad which was made on thr wlotaalaca d 

the Ute reverend and worthy Ur L to the Laigh Kirk. 
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m. 

Mak haste an* turn King DsTid owre, 
An’ lilt ■wi’ holy clangor , 

O’ double verse come gie us four, 

Ai^ skirl up the Bangor ; 

This day the Kirk kicks up a stoure, 
Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her, 
For heresy is m her power, 

And gloriously she’ll whang her 
Wi* pith this day. 


IT. 

Come, let a proper text be read, 

An' touch It aff wi’ vigor, 

How graceless Ham * leugh at his Dad, 
Which made Canaan a nigger , 

Or Phmeas t drove the murdering blade, 
Wi’ whore-abhomng rigor; 

Or ZipporaKt the scaulding jade. 

Was hke a hluidy tiger 

I’ the mn that day. 

V 

There, try his mettle on the creed. 

And bind him down wi’ caution. 

That Stipend is a carnal weed 
He taks but for the fashio i ; 

And gie him o’er the flock, to feed. 

And punish each transgression ; 


* Qenesu, ix 22 
t Number#, xxv 8. 
t Exodus, Iv 35 
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Especial, rams that cross the breed, 
Oie them sufficient threshin', 

Spare them nae day. 


VI. 

» 

Now auld Kilmarnock, cock tny tail. 

And toss thy horns fu’ canty ; 

Nae mair thou ’It rowte out-owre the dala, 
Because thy pasture ’s scanty ; 

For lapsfu’ large o’ gospel kail 
Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 

An’ runts o’ grace the pick and wale^ 

No gien bj w ay o’ dainty, 

But lika day 

VII 

Nae mair by Babel’s streams we’ll weep 
To think upon our Zion [ 

And lung our fiddles up to sleep. 

Like baby-clouts a-drjin’ 

Come, screw the pegs wi’ tunefu’ cheeps 
And o’er the thairms be trjin’; 

Oh, rare ' to see our elbucks wheep, 

An’ a’ bke lamb-tails fljin’ 

Fu’ fast this day! 

vra 

Lang patronage, wi’ rod o’ aim. 

Has shor’d the kiik’s undom’. 

As latel) Fenwick, siir forfaim, 
lias proi en to its i um . 

Our Patron, honest man 1 Glencaim, 

He saw mischief was brewin’, 
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And, like a godly elect bairn, 

He’s wal’d us out a true ane, 

And sound, this day. 


rr. 

Now, Robinson, harangue nae mair, 
But steek jour gib for ever, 

Or trj the wicked town of Ajt, 

For there they’ll think jou clever j 
Or, nae reflection on jour lear. 

Ye maj commence a shaver' 

Or to the Netfierton rejiair. 

An’ turn a cariiet-weaver 

Aff-hand tlus day 

X 

Mutne and you were just a match. 

We never had sic twa drones; 

Auld Horiiie did the Laigh Kiik watch, 
Just like a winkin’ baudrons 
An’ aje he catch’d tlie titlier wietch, 

To frj them in lus caudiuns , 

But now’ his honor maun detach, 

Wl’ a’ his brimstone squadrons, 

Fast, fast this day. 

XI 

See, see auld Orthodoij’e faes. 

She’s swingein’ through the city; 
Hark how the nine-tail'd cat she plays 1 
I vow It’s unco prcttj 
There Learning, wi’ his Greekish face, 
Grunts out some Latin ditty; 
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An’ Common Sense is gsun, she sajs, 
To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 


zn. 

But there’s Morahty himsel’, 
Embracing a* opinions | 

Hear how he gies the tither yell, 
Between his twa companions j 
Bee, how she peels the skin an’ fell. 

As ane were peelin’ onions ! 

Now there — they’re packed aff to hall 
An’ bamshed our dominions, 

Henceforth this day. 


xm. 

O happy day 1 rejoice, rejoice I 
Come bouse about the porter 1 
Morality’s demure decoys 
Shall here nae mair find quarter : 
M’Kinlay, Russell, are the boys. 
That heresy can torture ; 

They’ll gie her on a rape a hoyse. 
An’ cowe her measure shorter 

By th’ head some day. 


IIT. 

Come, bring the tither mutchkin in. 
An’ here’s for a conclusion 
To every new-light mother’s son, 
From this tune forth. Confusion ; 
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If maiT they deave us with their dm, 
Or Patronage intrusion, 

We’ll light a spunk, and, ev’ry skm, 
Well rm them aff in fusion, 

Like oil, some day. 


ADDPESS 

ro THB UNCO GOID, OK RIGIULT KIQHTEOU8. 

My son, these maxims make a rule, 

And lump them a> thcKitbcr 
The rigid ous i« a fool, 

The rigid wise anithir 
The cleanest com that e er was dlfbt 
May hao eome p^ Ics o call 1 n > 

8 o oe er a fcUow-crcaturo el^ht 
For random fits o’ daffln 

Bolomov '’-Ecclea rtl 16 . 

1 . 

O TE wha are sae guid yourser, 

Sae pious and bae holy, 

Ye’ye nought to do but mark and tell 
Your iieebors’ faults and folly I 
Whase life is Lke a \ieel-gaun mill, 

Supplied wi’ store o* Mater, 

The heapit happer ’s ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

li 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals. 
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That fi’equent pass doucu Wisdom’s door 
For glaiket Folly’s portals : 

I, for their thoughtless, careless sakea, 
Would here propone defences, 

Their donsie tricks, their black mistakea, 
Their failings and mischances 


m. 

Ye see jour state titi’ theirs compar’d. 
And shudder at the niffer , 

But cast a moment’s fair regard. 

What makes the mighty differ 
Discount what scant occasion gawe. 

That puiity je pride in. 

And (what’s aft mair than a’ the lave), 
Your better art o’ hiding 

IT 

’Think, when your castigated pulse 
Gies now and then a wallop. 

What ragmgs must his veins convulse. 
That still eternal gallop 
Wi’ wind and tide fair i' jour tod, 

Riglit on je scud jour sea-way | 

But in the teeth o’ baitli to sad. 

It makes an unco leeway. 

V 

See social life and glee sit down. 

All JO) ous and unthinking. 

Till, quite transmogiilj’d, the j 're grown 
Debauehei) and drinking, 

O would tliey stay to calculate 
Th’ eternal consequenoes j 
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Or, jour more dreaded hell to state, 
Damnation of expenses I 

TI 

Ye high, exalted, wtuous dames. 
Tied np in godly laces, 

Before ye gie poor Fiailty names, 
Suppose a change o’ cases • 

A dear-lov’d lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination j 
But, let me nhisper i’ your lug. 

Ye’re aiblins nae temptation. 

VII 

Then gently scan your brother man. 
Still gentler sister woman ; 

Tho’ they may gang a kenning wrang. 
To step aside is human , 

One point must still be greatly dark, 
The moving why they do it ; 

And just as lamely can ye mark 
IIow far perhaps they rue it. 


vni. 

Who made the heart, ’tis He alone 
Decidedly can try us 
He know s each chord, its various ton*. 
Each spiing, its various bias : 

Then at the baLince let’s be mute. 

We neier can adjust it , 

What’s done we partly may compute, 

' But know not what’s resisted. 
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THE TWA HERDS.* 

On, a’ ye pious, godly flocks, 

Weel fed on pastures orthodox, 

Wha now will keep j ou frae the fox. 

Or worrying tykes. 

Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks 
About the dykes? 

The twa best herds m a’ the wast. 

That e’er gaed gospel horn a blast. 

These five-and-twenty simmers past, 

Oh, dool to tell, 

Hae had a bitter, black out-cast 
A tween themsel’ 

O Moodie, man, and wordy Russell, 

How could you raise so vile a bustle. 

Ye’ll see how new-light herds wiU wliistle, 
And think it fine ; 

The L — d’s cause ne’er gat sic a twistle 
Sin’ I hae min’. 

O sirs ' whae’er wad hae expeckit, 

Your duty ye wad sae negleckit. 

Ye wha were ne’er by lairds respeckit 
To wear the plaid. 


* Thli ploce was among the ftnt of our aathor*f prodoctloni whleV 
he lubmitted to the public, and was occasioned bj a dispute between 
*wo clergymen, near KUmamocL 
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But b; the brutes themseWes eleckk 
To be theu: guide. 

What flock wi' Moodie’s flock could tank f 
Sae hale and hearty er’ry shank, 

Nae poison’d, sour Arminian stank 
He let them taste ; 

Frae Calvin’s well, ay clear, they drank, — 
O SIC a feast ! 

The thummart wiT-cat, brock, and tod, 
Weel kenn’d his voice thro’ a’ the wood, 
He smelt their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and m, 

And weel he hk’d to shed their bluid. 

And sell their skin. 

What herd like Russell tell’d his tale f 
His voice was heard thro’ muir and dale, 
He kenn’d the Lord’s sheep, ilka tail, 

O'er a’ the height, 

And saw gin they were sick or bale. 

At the first sight 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub. 

Or nobly fling the gospel club, 

And new-light herds could mcely drub, 

Or pay theur skm ; 

Could shake them o’er the burning dub^ 

Or heave them m 

Sic twaf — O do I live to eee'tl 
Sic famous twa should disagreet, 

An’ names, like villain, hypocrite, 

Uk ither gien, 
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While new-light herds, wi’ laughin’ spitei 
Say neither ’b lyin’ 1 

A.’ ye wha tent the gospel fauld, 

There’s lJuncan deej>, and Peebles shaul j 
But chiefly thou, apostle Auld, 

We trust in thee. 

That thou wilt work them, hot and CBuld^ 
Till they agree. 

Consider, sirs, how we’re beset ; 

There’s scarce a new herd that we get. 
But comes &ae ’mang that cursed set 
I winna name , 

I hope frae heav’n to see them yet 
In fiery flame 

Dalrymple has been lang our fae, 

M'Gill has wrought us meikle wae, 

And that curs’d rascal co’d M’Quhae, 

And baith the Shaws, 

That aft hae made us black and blae, 

Wi’ vengefu’ paws 

Auld W odrow lang has hatch’d mischief 
We thought ay death wad bring relief, 
But he has gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him, 

A duel wha’U soundly buff our beef j 
I meikle dread him. 

And monie a ane that I could tell, 

Wha fain would openly rebel, 

Forbye tum-coats amang oursel’ ; 

There Smith for ane ; 
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I doubt he’s but a gray-nick quill, 

An’ that ye’U fin’ 

O I a’ ye flocks, o’er a’ the hills, 

By mosses, meadows, moors, and fells, 
Come jom your counsels and your skills 
To cowe the lairds, 

And get the brutes the pow’r themsel’s 
To choose their herds. 

Then Orthodoiy yet may prance. 

And Learning in a woody dance. 

And that fell cur, ca’d Common Sense, 
That bites sae sair, 

Be banish’d o’er the sea to France | 

Let him bark there. 

Then Shaw’s and D’rymple’s eloquence, 
M’Gill’s close nervous excellence, 
M’Quhae's pathetic, manly sense. 

And guid M’Math, 

Wi’ Smith, wha thro’ the heart can glanoa, 
May a’ pack alt 
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THE CALF. 

TO THE SET. MB. BTETEN, ON HEB TEXT, MAEACHI, 
CH. IT., V 2 , — “ AND THET SHALL GO FORTH, AND 
QBOTF DP, LIKE CALVES OF THE STALL" 

Right, sir ! your text I’ll prove it true, 

Tho’ heretics may laugh j 
For instance, there’s yoursel' just now, 

God knows, an unco calf! 

And should some patron be so kind. 

As bless you wi’ a kirk, 

I doubt na, sir, but then we’ll find 
Ye’re still as great a stirk I 

But, if the lover’s raptur’d hour 
Should ever be your lot, 

Forbid it ev’ry heav’nly power, 

You e’er should be a stot I 

*1110 when some kind, connubial dear. 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 

’The like has been that you may wear 
A noble bead of horns I 

And in your lug, most rev’rend Jamet, 

To hear you roar and rowte. 

Few men o’ sense will doubt your ola’ms 
To rank amanir the nnwta. 
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And wiien ye’re number’d \ri’ the deed. 
Below a grassy hillock, 

Wi’ justice they may mark your head — 
“ Here lies a famous Bullock 1 ” 


HOLY WILLIE’S PRAYER. 

0 THOU, wha in the heavens dost dwell, 
Wha, as It pleases best thysel’. 

Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell, 

A’ for thy glory, 

And no for ony guid or ill 

They’ve done afore thee I 

1 bless and praise thy matchless might. 
When thousands thou hast left in night, 
That I am here afore thy sight, 

For gifts an’ grace, 

A bumin’ an’ a shinin’ hght. 

To a’ this place. 

What was I, or my generation. 

That I should get such exaltation ? 

I, wha deserve sic just damnaiion. 

For broken laws. 

Five thousand years ’fore my creation, 
Tbro’ Adam’s cause. 


When frae my mither's womb I fell. 
Thou might hae plung'd me into bell, 



To gnash my gums, to weep and wail, 

In burnm’ lake, 

Whare damned devils roar and yell, 
Chain’d to a staik. 

Yet I am here, a chosen sample, 

To show thy grace is great an’ ample | 

I’m here a pillar in thy temple. 

Strong ns a rock, 

A guide, a buckler, an example 
To a’ thy flock. 

O Lord, thou kens what zeal I bear. 

When drinkers drink, and swearers swear, 
And smgm’ here, and dancin’ there, 

Wi’ great an’ sma’ : 

For 1 am keepit b) thy fear, 

Free frae them a’. 

But yet, O Lord ' confess I must, 

At times I’m fash’d vi’ fleshly lust ; 

An’ sometimes, too, wi’ warldly trust, 

Vile self gets in I 
But thou remembers we are dust. 

Defil’d in sm. 


Besides, I farther maun avow, 

Wi’ Lizzie’s lass, three times I trow | 
But, Lord, that Friday I was fou. 

When I came near her. 

Or else, thou kens, thy servant true 

Wad ne’er hae steer’d hec 
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Maybe thoa lets this fleshly thorn 
Beset thy servant e’en and morn, 

Lest he owre high and proud should turn, 
’Cause he’s sae gifted ) 

If sae, thy han’ maun e’en be borne, 

Until thou lift iL 

Lord, bless thy chosen in this place, 

For here thou hast a chosen race ; 

But God confound their stubborn face. 
And blast their name, 

Wha bring thy elders to disgrace. 

An’ public shame 

Lord, mind Ga\m Hamilton’s deserts 1 
He dunks, an’ swears, an’ plays at carts, 
Yet has sae monie takin’ arts, 

Wi’ great an’ sma’, 

Frae God's am priest the people’s hearts 
He steals awa’. 

An' whan he chasten'd him therefor, 

Thou kens how he bred sic a splore. 

An’ set the warld in a roar 

O’ laughin’ at us , 

Curse thou his basket and his store. 

Kail an’ potatoes 

Lord, hear my earnest cry an’ pray’r. 
Against that presbyt’ry o’ Ayr ; 

Thy strong right hand. Lord, make it bare 
Upo’ their heads ’ 

Lord, weigh it down, an’ dmna spare. 

For their misdeeds. 
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O Lord, my Ood, that glib>tongued Aiken, 
My Tery heart an’ saul are quakin’. 

To think how we stood sweatm’, ghakin 

An’ d d wi’ dread, 

Whfle he, wi’ hinging lips and snakin’. 
Held up his bead. 

Lord, in the day of vengeance try him | 
Lord, visit them wha did employ him. 

An’ pass not in thy mercy by ’em. 

Nor hear their pray’r ; 

But for thy people’s sake, destroy ’em, 

And dinna spare. 

But, Lord, remember me and mine 
Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine. 

That 1 for gear and grace may shine, 
Excell’d by nane | 

And a’ the glory shall be thine. 

Amen, Amen 


EPITAPH ON HOLY WILUB. 

Here Holy Wdhe’s sair-wom clay 
Takes up its last abode ) 

His saul has taen some other way, 

I fear the left-hand road. 

Stop ! there he is as sure 's a gun. 
Poor, silly body, see him | 
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Nae wonder he’s as black’s the gnin, 
Observe wha’s standing wi’ him. 

Tour brunstsne devilship, 1 see, 

Has got him there before ye ; 

But baud your nine-tail cat a wee, 
Till ance you’ve heard my story. 


Tour pity I wiH not implore, 
For pity ye hae nane, 

Justice, alas ! has gien him o’er. 
And mercy’s day is gaen. 


But hear me. Sir l)eil as ye are. 

Look something to your credit > 

A coof like him wad stain your name, 
If it were kent ye did it 


THE KIRK’S ALARM* 

A 8ATIBE. 

OsTHOllOX, orthodox, wha believe in John Knox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience ; 
There's a heretic blast has been blawn in the wast 
That what is no sense must be nonsense 


* This po«m was wrlttan a short Umo alter the pobllcatioo of J)> 
ITGiU’s Xaaaar 
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Dr. Mac,* Dr. Mac, yoa should stretch on a rack, 

To strike eyil-doers wi’ terror j 
To join faith and sense upon onie pretence, 

Is heretic, damnable error 

Town of Ajr, Town of Ajt, it was mad, I declare, 

To meddle wi’ mischief a-brewmg , 

Provost John is still deaf to the church’s relief. 

And orator Bob t is its rum. 

D’rymple mild,t D’rymple mdd, tho’ your heart ’s bke 
a child. 

And ) our life Lke the new-dnv’n snaw. 

Yet that wiiiiia sate je, auld Satan must hae ye, 

For preaching that three ’s ane and twa. 

Rumble John,? Rumble John, count the steps wi’ a 
groan, 

Cr) the book is wi’ heresy cramm’d , 

Then lug out jour hidle, deal brimstone like adle. 

And roar eierj note of the damn’d 

Simper Jamcs,{| Simper James, leave the fair Ealhe 
dames. 

There’s a holier chase in jour view , 

I'll laj on jour head, that the pack je’ll soon lead, 

For puppies like jou there’s but few. 

Singet Sawnej,^ Singet Sawney, are ye herding the 
pennj , 

Unconscious what esils await'* 


• Dr MOIll 
t Mr IiikLrsmple 

I Mr 11 


t IleY John RnwU. 
$ Mr Euft8«U. 
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W? a jump, yell, an’ howl, alarm every soul, 
For the foul thief is just at your gate. 


Daddy Auld,* Daddy Auld, there’s a tod m the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the Clerk ; 
rho’ ye can do little skaith, ye’ll be in at the death. 

An’ if ye canna bite, ye may bark. 


Davie Blu8ter,t Davie Bluster, if for a saint ye do 
muster, 

The corps is no mee of recruits > 

Yet to worth let’s be just, royal blood ye might boast, 
If the ass was the king of tlic brutes 


Jamy Goose,! Jamy Goose, ye hae made but toom roos^ 
In hunting the wicked lieutenant , 

But the Doctor 's your mark, for the Lord’s haly ark, 
lie has cooper'd, and caw’d a nrang pm in’t. 


Poet Wilhe,§ Poet Willie, gie the Doctor a volley, 
AVi’ your liberty’s chain and your wit. 

O’er Pegasus’ side ye ue’er laid astride. 

Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sh-t. 


Andro Gouk,i| Andro Gouk, ye may slander the book, 
And the book nane the waur, let me tell \e ' 

Ye are rich, and look big, but liy by hat and wig, 
And ye’ll hae a calf's head o’ sma’ value 


* Tbe Kcv Mr Auld, of Manchluie t Grant, of OgUtTM. 

t Mr Yc:: v Camnock ^ Mr Peeblea, of Ayr 

I Dr A. MllcbelL 
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Birr Bteeme,* Barr Steeiue, what mean ye, whet 
mean yeP 

If ye’ll meddle nae mair wi’ the matter, 

Te may hae some pretence to havins and sense, 

W)’ people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine Side,t Irvine Side, wi’ your turkey-cock pnde. 
Of manhood but sma’ is your share , 

Ye’ve the figure, ’tis true, ev’n your faes will allow. 

And your friends they dare grant ye nae mair 

Muuland Jock,l MuirUnd Jock, when the Lord makes 
a rock, 

To crush Common Sense for her sms , 

If ill manners were wit, there’s no mortal so fit 
To confound the poor Doctor at ance 

Holy Will, 5 Holy Will, there was wit i’ your skull, 
When ye pilfer’d the nlrae o’ the poor 5 
The timmer is scant, when ye’re taeii for a samt, 

AYha should swing in a rape for an hour 

Calvm’s sons, Calvin's sons, seue your sp’ntual guns. 
Ammunition you never can need , 

Your hearts are the stuff, will be powther enough, 

And your skulls are storehouses o’ lead 

Poet Bums, Poet Burns, wi’ your priest-skelping tun^ 
Why desert ye your ould native shire ? 

Your Muse is a gipsie, e’en tbo’ she were tipsie, 

She could ca’ us nae waur than we are. 


* Stephen Toang, of Barr t Mr Smith of Galeton. 

t Mr fitaepheid. I Aa eMer la Mancihltne 
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LETTER TO JOHN OOUDIE, KOiMARNOCK 

ON THE POBUCATION OF HIS ESSAYS. 

0 Gohdie ' terror o’ the Whigs, 

Dread o’ black -coats and rev’rend wigs, 

Soor Bigotry, on her last legs, 

Girmn, looks back. 

Wishing the ten Egyptian plagues 
Wad seize you quick 

Poor gapin’, glownn’ Superstition, 

Waes me I she’s in a sad condition 
Fly, bring Black Jock, her state physician, 

To see her water , 

Alas 1 there's ground o’ great suspicion 
She’ll ne’er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 

But now she’s got an unco npple ; 

Haste ' gie her name up i’ the chapel, 

Nigh unto death , 

See how she fetches at the thrapple. 

An’ gasps for breath I 

Enthusiasm ’s past redemption, 

Gaen in a galloping consumption ; 

Not a' the quacks, wi’ a’ their gumption. 

Will eier mend herj 

Her feeble pulse gies strong presumption 
Death soon will end her. 



872 


BUBNS’a POBMB. 


Tfis you and Taylor • are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mischief | 
But gm the Loid’s am focks gat leave, 
A toom tar-barrel, 

An' twa red peats wad send relief, 

An' end the quarreL 


A DEDICATIOM TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESd 

Expect na, sir, m tlus narration, 

A fleechin’, flethcnn’ dedication. 

To rouse you up, an’ ca’ you guid, 

An’ sprung o’ great an’ noble bluid, 

Because ye’re surnam’d like His Grace, 

Perhaps related to the race ( 

Then, when I’m tir’d — and sae are ye, 

Wi’ monie a fulsome, sinfu’ he, 

Set up a face, how 1 stop short. 

For fear your modesty be hurt 

This may do — maun do, sir, wi’ them wha 
Maun ])lcase the great folk for a wamefou) 

For me, sae laigli I iicedus bow, 

For, Lord be Ihankit • 1 can plough ; 

And when I downa yoke a naig. 

Then, Lord be thankit ! I can beg ; 

Sae 1 shall 8a\, an’ that’s nae flatl’ria’, 

It’s just SIC Poet, an’ sic Patron 


Or. Tajte, or Xorwloli. 
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Hie Poet, some guid angel nelp him, 
Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp him. 
He may do weel for a’ he’s done yet. 
But only he’s no just begun yet 


The Patron, (Sir, ye maun foreie me, 

I winna he, come what will o’ me,) 

On ev’ry hand it will allow’d be, 

He’s just — nae better than he should be. 


I readily and freelv grant. 

He downa see a poor man want ; 
What’s no his am he wiiiii.a tak it, 
What ance he sajs he winna break itj 
Aught he can lend he’ll no refus’t, 

Till aft his goodness is abus’d 
And rascals whjles that do him wrang, 
Ev’n that, he does not mind it lang 
As master, landlord, husband, father, 
He does nae fail his part m either 


But then, nae thanks to him for a’ that 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca’ that; 

It’s naething but a milder fi ature 
Of oiir poor sinfu' corrupt nature : 

Ye’ll get the best o’ moral works, 

’Mang black Geiitoos and pagan Turks, 
Or hunteis wild on Ponota\., 

Wha’ never heard of orthodoxy. 

That he’s the poor man’s friend in need. 
The gentleman m word and deed, 

It’s nae thro’ terror o’ damnation, 

It’s just a carnal inchnation. 
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Moralit; I thou deadly bane. 

Thy tens o’ thousandi thou hast slain I 
Vain IB his hope, whose stay and trust ia 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice I 

No — stretch a point to catch a plack ; 

Abuse a brother to his back , 

Steal thro’ a w innock frae a wh-re, 

But point to the rake that takes the door ) 

Be to the poor like ome whunstane, 

And baud their noses to the grunstane ; 

Ply ev’ry art o’ legal thieving 
No matter, stick to sound behevmg. 

Learn three-mile prayers, and half-mile graces 
Wi’ weel- spread looves, an’ lang wry faces, 
Orunt up a solemn, lengthen’d groan, 

And damn a’ parties but your own . 
rU warrant, then, ye’re nae deceiver, 

A steady, sturdy, staunch believer 

O ye wha leave the springs of Calvin, 

For gumlie duds of your am delvin 1 
Ye sons of heresy and error. 

Ye'll some day squeel in quakin’ terror ! 

When Vengeance draws the sword m wrath. 
And in the fire thrrws the sheath ; 

When Rum, with his sweeping besom, 

Just fiets till heav’n commission gies him. 

While o’er the harp pale mis’ry moans. 

And strikes the ever-deep’nmg tones. 

Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans I 

Your pardon. Sir, for this digression, 

1 maist forgot my Dedication I 
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But when Divinity comes cross me, 

My readers still axe sure to lose me. 

So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft vapor, 
But I maturely thought it proper, 

When a' my works I did review, 

To dedicate them. Sir, to you j 
Because (ye need na tak it ill) 

I thought them something like yoursel*. 

Then patronize them wi’ your favor, 
And your petitioner shall ever — 

I had amaist said, e»er pray. 

But that’s a word I need na say , 

For prayin’ I hae little skill o’t , 

I'm baith dead-sweer, an’ wretched ill o’t) 
But I’se repeat each poor man’s pray’r, 
That kens or hears about you, Sir — 

“ May ne’er misfortune’s growhng bark 
Howl thro’ the dwelhng o’ the Clerk I 
May ne’er his gen’rous, honest heart, 

For that same gen’rous spirit smart I 
May Kennedy’s far-honor’d name 
Lang beet his hymeneal flame. 

Till Hamiltons, at least a dizen, 

Are frae their nuptial labors risen j 
Five borne lasses round their table, 

And seven braw fellows, stout an’ able, 

To serve their king and country weel, 

By word, or pen, or pointed steel 1 
May health and peace, with mutual rays. 
Shine on the evening o’ his days , 

Till his wee curlie John's ler-oe. 
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When ebbing life nar mair shall flow, 

The last, sad mournful ntes bestow I ” 

I will not wind a lang conclusion, 

Wi’ complimentary effusion ; 

But whilst your wishes and endeavors 
Are blest wi’ fortune’s smiles and favors, 

I am, dear Sir, with seal most fervent. 

Your much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Powers above prevent') 

That iron-hearted carl. Want, 

Attended in his grim advances, 

By sad mistakes and black mischances. 

While hopes, and jovs, and pleasures fly him. 
Make you as poor a dog as I am, 

Your hupahle servant then no more , 

For who would humbly serve the poorP 
But, by a poor man’s hopes in Heav’n I 
While recollection’s pow’r is given, 

If, m the vale of humble life, 

The victim sad of Fortune’s strife, 

I, thro’ the tender, gushing tear. 

Should recogmie my master dear. 

If friendless, low, we meet together. 

Then, Sir, your hand — my friend and brother I 
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LINES 

ADDRESSED TO HR JOHN BANKER. 

Ae day, as Death, that grousome carl, 

Was driTin’ to the tither warl’ 

A mixtie-maxtie motley squad. 

And monie a guilt-bespottid lad; 

Black gowns of each denomination. 

And thictes of etcrv rank and station, 
From him that wears the star and garter, 
To him that wiiitles m a halter , 

Asham’d himself to see the wretches. 

He mutters, glow’nng at the hitches, 

“ B) G — ' I'll not be seen behmt them. 
Nor ’mang the sp’ntual corps present them, 
Without, at least, ae honest man 
To grace this damn’d infernal clan ” 

By Adamlull a glance he threw, 

“ L — d G — d ' ” quoth he, “ I have it now ; 
There’s just the man I want, in faith ' ” 

And quickly stoppil llanken’t breath. 
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LINES 

WHITTZM BT BURNS, WHILE ON HIS DEATH-BED, TO 
THE SAME. 

He vho of Eanken sang, lies staff and dead, 

And a green grassy hillock hides his head ; 

Alas I alas t a devilish change indeed I 


EXTEMPORE. 

(At t nuMtlng of the DomMeishlro Volonteers, held to eommemo- 
rmto the annlvenary of Rodney's victory, April 12th, 1782, Bamf wu 
called upon for a song, Instead of which he delivered the following Unea 
extecapore ] 

Instead of a song, boys. I’ll give you a toast • 

Here’s the memory of those on the twelfth that we 
lost, — 

That we lost, did I say — nay, by Heaven I that we 
found. 

For their fame il shall last while the world goes round. 
The next in succession. I’ll give you the King , 

Whoe’er would betraj him, on high may he swing. 

And here’s tlic grand fabric, our free Constitubon, 

As built on the base of the great revolution 
And, longer with politics not to be cramm’d, 

Be Anarchy curs’d, and be TyTanny damn’d. 

And who would to Liberty e’er prove disloyal, 

May his son be a hangman, and he the first trial. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

ON THE LATE HE. WUXIAH eMEIXIE. 

To Crochallan came • 

The old cock’d hat, the gray aurtout, the same, 
Hia bristling beard just rising in its might. 

*Twa8 four long nights and days to shaving-night ( 
His uncomb’d gnzzly locks, wild staring, thatch’d 
A head for thought profound and clear, unmatch’d 
Yet, tho’ his caustic wit was biting, rude. 

His heart was warm, beneyolent, and good. 


TO MB SYME, 

ON KEFUSINa TO DINE WITH HIM, AFTER HAVING BEEN 
PROMISED THE FIRST OF COMP IN Y, AND THE F1B8I 
COOKERY 

No more of your guests, be they titled or not. 

And cook’ry the first in the nation j 
Who 18 proof to thy personal converse and wit. 

Is proof to all other temptation. 

December 17, 1795 


• Kr SmelUe and Bums were botb memteFi of a dob In RdlnbiBi^ 
nOM tiM CroobAlUn Faodblea 
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TO MR. STME, 

VITB A FBESENT OF A DOZEN OF FOBTEB. 

O, HAD the melt thy etrength of mind, 

Or hops the flavor of thy wit, 

Twere drink for first of humankind, 

A gift that e’en for Syme ware fit. 

JetuuHtm Tavtm, Dtm/nea 


EXTEMPORE, 

WBITTEN IN ANaWEB TO A CARD FBOH AN INTOfAT] 
OF BCBNS, INVITINO HIM TO BPEND AN BOm 
AT A TAVERN. 

The king's most humble servant 
Can scarcely spare a minute ) 

But I’ll be wi’ ye by-an’-by, 

Or else the Deil ’s in ik 



BTrK.N8’B rOIMB. 


381 


EXTEMPORE, 

■WRITTEN IN A LADT’8 POCKET-BOOK. 

Grant me, indulgent Heav’n I tlut I may liye 
To see the miscreants feel the pains they give j 
Deal Freedom’s sacred treasures free as air, 

Till slave and despot be but things which were. 


LINES 

ON MISS J SCOTT, OP ATR. 

Ob I had each Scot of ancient times 
Been Jeany Scott, as thou art, 

The bravest heart on Enghsh ground 
Had yielded like a coward. 


LINES 

written tinder the picture op tiie celebrated 
MISS burns. 

Cease, ye prudes, your emious railing, 

Lovely Bums has charms — confess I 
True It IS, she had one falling 

Had as woman ever leseP 
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LINES 

OM BEING ASKED WHT GOD HAD MADE KIBB DATU 

80 LITTLE, AND MIBB BO LARGE ; — ■WMTTKN 

ON A PANE OP GLASS, IN THE INN AT MOFFAT. 

Ask why God made the gem bo small, 

And why bo huge the granite I 
Because God meant mankind should set 
The higher value on it. 


LINES 

WRITTEN AND PKE8ENTED TO MRS. KEMBLE, ON BK» 
INO HER IN THE CHARACTER OF TARICO. 

Kemble, thou cur’st my unbelief 
Of Moses and his rod ) 

At Yarico’s sweet notes of grief, 

The rock with tears had flow’d I 
Dwnfrxtt Theatre, 1794. 
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LINES 

WBITTEB OR wnroOTTS or the globe tavebr, 

DUlCF’ErEg. 

The graybeard, old Wisdom, may boast of his treaa 
urea, 

Give me with gay Folly to Lve , 

I grant him his calm-blooded, time-settled pleasura, 
But folly has raptures to give. 


I MU&DEB hate by field or flood, 

Iho’ glory’s name may screen us; 

In wars at hame I’ll spend my blood — 
Life-giving war of Venus. 

The deities that I adore, 

Are social Peace and Plenty : 

I’m better pleas’d to make one more 
Than be the death of twenty. 


Mt bottle IS mj holy pool, 

That heals the wounds o’ care aod dool | 
And Pleasure is a wanton trout, — 

An’ ye drmk it dry, ye’ll find him out. 
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Iir politics if thou would’st mix, 

And mean thy fortunes be ; 

Bear this m mmd — be deaf and blmd | 
Let ^eat folks hear and see 


LINES 

WBITTEN ON A WINDOW, AT THE KING’S ASMB 
TAVERN, DITMFEIEB 

Ye men of wit and wealth, wi’ a’ this sneering 
'Gainst poor Excisemen Give the cause a hearing. 
What are your landlord’s rent-rolls ^ — taxing ledgers | 
What premiers, what even monarch’s mighty gaugers. 
Nay, what are priests ? those seeming godly wise men ( 
What are they, pray P but spiritual Excisemen. 


A VERSE 

presented by the adthor to the master of a 

HOD8F, AT A PLACE IN THE HIGHLANDS, WHERl 
HE ILAD BEEN HOSPITABLY ENTERTAINED 

Will N Death’s dark stream I ferry o’er, — 

A lime 1 hat surely shall come, — 

In heaven itself I’ll ask no more 
Than just a Higiiland welcome. 
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EPIGRAM. 


[Buns, fteeompanlad bj a Mesd, harlot fona to lOTerary at a *im* 
Wban soma eompaDy wafa thare on a Tisit to tha Duke of ArgjU, finding 
blmsalf and his companion entirely neglected by the Innkeeper, wbOM 
whole attention seemed to^ occnpled with the Tlsltors of his Oraee, 
expressed his disapprobation of tha InclTlllty with which they wan 
treated, In the following lines ] 

Whoe’er he be that sojourns here, 

I pity much his case, 

Unless he cornea to wait upon 
The lord their god, hia Grace. 

There’s naethmg here but Highland prid*t 
And Highland scab and hunger | 

If Providence has sent me here, 

Twas surely in an anger. 


EPIGRAM 

OR * EIJCHUrSTONE’S TRANSLATION OF MAXtlAL’t 
EFIGBAUS 

O THOU whom Poetry abhors I 
Whom Prose has turned out of doors, 

Heard’st thou that groan ? — proceed no further — 
Twas laurell’d Martial roanng “ Murder I ” 
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VEBSES 

W BI TTMH OH A WINDOW OF THK IHH AT OAXmOK, 

We otun na here to Tiew y^ur warks, 

In hopes to be mair wise, 

But only, lest we gang to hell, 

It may be nae surprise 

But whan we tirled at your door, 

Your porter dought na bear us ; 

Say may, ahould we to hell’s yetta come, 

Your billy Satan sair ui ! 


EPITAPH 

OH A CKLEBBATED KULINO KLDXE. 

Hekb Souter Hood m death does sleep | 
To hell, if he's gane thither, 

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep I 
He’ll baud it weel thegithei. 
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ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below thir ntanes he Jamie’s banes ; 

O Death I it’s my opinion, 

Thou ne’er took such a bleth’nn’ b-tcK 
Into thy dark dominion I 


ON WEE JOHNNY, 

Hlo JiMt wee Jobnay 

Whoe’ek thou art, O reader, know 
That Death has murder’d Johnny I 
An’ here his body lies fu’ low — 

For saul, he ne’er had ony. 


FOR O H, ESQ., 

The poor man weeps — here Gavin sleeps, 
Whom canting wretches blam’d : 

But with such as he, where’er he be, 

May 1 be sav’d or damn’d I 
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ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE. 

Lauent him, Mauchlme husbands a', 
He aflen diJ assist ye 
For had ye staid whole weeks aws’, 
Your wites, they ne’er had miss’d j*. 

Ye Mauchlme bairns, as on ye pass 
To school in hands thegitber, 

O tread ye hghtly on the grsss, — 
Perhaps he was your father I 


ON JOHN DOVE, 
nnt-KEErEB, maucbuek. 

Hebe lies Johnny Pidgcon | 

What was his religion ? 

Whae'er de-iires to ken, 

To some other wail' 

Maun follow the carl. 

For here Johnny Fidgeon bad naiMk 

Strong ale was ablution, 

Small beer persecution, 

A dram was memento vwn ; 

But a full flowing bowl 
Was the saving bis soul. 

And Port was celestial glory. 
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ON WAT. 


BiC • reptile wo* Wat, 

Sic a miscreant slare. 
That the worms even d— d 
When laid in his grave 


hi|i, 


“ In his flesh there’s a famine,” 
A starv’d rejitde cries , 

“ And his heart la rank poison,” 
Another replies 


ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE. 

As father Adam first was fool’d, 

A case that's still too common. 

Here Lea a man a woman rul'd — 

The Devil rul’d the woman I 


EPIGRAM ON SAID OCCASION. 

O Death ' hadst thou but spar’d his life, 
Whom we this day lament I 
We freely wad exchang’d the wife. 

And a’ been weel content. 
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£▼*0 u he IB, cauld in hu grafl^ 
The swap we yet will do’t ; 

Tak thou the carhn’a carcas* aff, — 
Thou’se get the saul to boot I 


ANOTHER. 

One Queen Artemisia, as old stones tell, 

When dejiriv’d of her husband she loved so well. 

In respect for the loi e and affection he’d shown her, 
She reduc’d him to dust, and she drank up the powder, 

But Queen Netherplace, of a dilTrent complexion. 
When call’d on to order the fun’ral direction, 

Would have ate her dead lord, on a slender pre- 
tence, — 

Not to show her respect, but — to save the expense I 


ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG NAMED 
ECHO 

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng. 

Your heavy loss deplore , 

Now half extinct your pow’rs of song. 

Sweet Echo is no more 1 
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Te jamng, screeching things around. 
Scream your discordant joys | 

Now half your dm of tuneless sound 
With Echo silent lies. 


IMPROMPTU ON MRS RIDDEL'S BIRTHDAY, 

4th novembeb, 1793. 

Old Winter, with his frosty beard, 

Thus once to Jove his prayer preferx’d: 

What have I done, of all the year. 

To bear this hated doom severe P 
My cheerless sons no pleasure know | 

Night’s horrid car drags dreary, slow ) 

My dismal months no joys are crowning, 

But spleeny English, hanging, drownmg 


Now, Jove, for once, be mighty civil' 

To counterbalance all this evd. 

Give me, and I've no more to say, — 

Give me Maria’s natal day I 
That brilliant gift will so ennch me, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, cannot match me. 
Tis done’ sajs Jove, — so ends my story, 
And Wmter once rejoic’d m glory. 
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MONODY, 

ON A LAST FAKED FOB HBB CAPBICB. 

How cold 18 that bosom which Folly once fir’d 1 
How pale 18 that cheek where the rouge lately gliti 
ten’d 1 

How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tir’d ! 
How dull IS that ear which to flatt’ry so listen’d 1 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await, 

From friendship and dearest affection remoVd | 

How doubly severer, Elisa, thy fate. 

Thou diest unwept, as thou lived'st unlov’d 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you j 
So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear i 
But come, all ye offspring of Folly so true, 

^ And flow rs let us cull for Eliza's cold bier 


We’ll search thro’ the garden for each silly flower, 
We'll roam thro’ the forest for each idle weed ) 

But chiefly the nettle, so tyyncal, shower, 

For none e’er approach’d her but rud the rash deed, 

We’ll sculpture the marble, we’ll measure the lay. 

Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre , 

There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 

Which spuming Contempt shall redeem from his in, 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Hebb lies, now a prey to insulting neglect, 
What once was a butterfly, gay in life’s beam j 
Want only of wisdom denied her respect. 

Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 


ODE, 

•ACBED TO THB MEMORY OF MBS OSWALD, Of 
AUCDINCKUIYE 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark. 

Hangman of creation ' mark 
Who in widon-weeds appears. 

Laden with unhonor’d years, 

Noosing with care a bursting purse, 

Baited with many a deadly curse I 


STROPHE 

View the wither’d beldam’s face ; 

Can thy keen inspection trace 

Aught of humanity’s sweet, melting grace? 

Note that eye, 'tis rheum o’erflows. 

Pity’s flood there never rose. 
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Be* those hands, ne’er stretch’d to *»t*, 
Hands that took — hut never gave 
Keeper of Mammon’s iron cheat, 

Lo I there she goes, unpitied and unblest I 
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest 


ANTI8TEOPHE 

Plund’efr of armies, hft thine eyes, 

(Awhile forbear, ye tott’nng fiends ') 

Seest thou whose step unwilling hither bends f 
No fallen angel, hurl’d from upper skies , 

’I’is thy trusty quondam mate ; 

Doom'd to share tli) fiery fate, 

She, tardy, hellward phes. 


EPODB. 

And are they of no more avail. 

Ten thousand ghtl’riiig pounds a yearf 
In other worlds can Mammon fail, 

Omnipotent as he is here? 

O bitter mock'ry of the pompous bier, 

While down the wretched vital part is driven I 
The cave-lodg’d beggar, with a conscience clear, 
Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to heav’n. 
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THE HEN-PECKED HUSBAND 

Curs’d be the man, the poorest wretch m life, 
The crouching vassal to the tyrant wife, 

Who has no will but by her high permission. 
Who has not sixpence hut in her possession , 
Who must to her his dear friend’s secret tell. 
Who dreads a curtain-lecture worse than helL 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 

I'd break her spirit, or I’d break her heart , 

I’d charm her with the magic of a switch. 

I’d kiss her maids, and kick the perverse b — h. 


ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. 

For lords or kings I dinna mourn. 

E’en let them die — for that they’re bom. 
But, oh ' prodigious to reflect, 

A Tonmont, sirs, is gane to wreck I 
O Eighty-eight ’ in thy sma’ space 
What dire events hae taken place * 

Of what enjoi meilt thou hast reft us I 
In what a pickle thou hast left us I 

The Spanish empire’s tint a bead. 

An’ my auld teethiess Bawtie's dead | 
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Th« tooliie’i teugh 'tween Pitt and Fox, 

An’ oxxr guidwife’e wee birdy-cocki ; 

The ane is game, a bluidy devil, 

But to the hen-birds unco civil ) 

The tither’s dour, has nae sic breedin’, 

But better stuff ne’er claw’d a midden I 

Ye ministers, come, mount the pulpit 1 
An’ cry till j e be hoarse an’ rupit ; 

For Eighty-eight, he wish’d you weel, 

An’ gied you a’ baith gear an’ meal: 

E’en monie a plack, an’ monie a peck, 

Ye ken yoursel’s, for httle feck I 

Ye borne lasses, dight y our een, 

For some o’ you luie tint a fnen’ j 
In Eiglity-eight, ye ken, was taen 
What ye’ll ne’er hae to gie again I 

Observe the very nowt an’ sheep, 

How dowff an’ dow le now they creep | 

Nay, ev’n the yirth itsel’ does cry. 

For Embro’ wells are grutten dry. 

O Eighty-nine ! thou ’s but a baim 
An’ no owre auld, I hope, to Icam 1 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care, 

Thou now has got thy daddy’s chair, 

Nae hand-cuff ’d, muzzl’d, half-shackl’d regent, 
But, like himself, a full, free agent . 

Be sure te follow out the plan 
Nae naur than he did, honest man! 

As muckle better as you can. 

January 1, 1789 
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TAM SAMSON’S* ELEGY. 


Asx honett man '• th« nobleit work of Qod 

Pan. 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the Deil ? 

Or great Mackinlay f thrown hia heel P 
Or Robinson J again grown weel, 

To preach an’ read P 
“Na, waur than a’’” cries ilka chiel, 

“ Tam Samson ’s dead I ” 

Kilmarnock long may grunt an' grane, 
An’ sigh, an’ sab, an’ greet her lane, 

An’ deed her bairns, man, wife, an’ wean. 
In mourning weed , 

To death she ’s dearlj paid the kane : 

Tam Samson ’s dead I 


The brethren of the mystic level 
Maj hing their head in wofu’ bevel. 
While by the nose the tears will revel. 
Like onie bead , 

Death ’s gien the lodge an unco devel : 

Tam Samson ’s dead ! 


* Wt«o IhJf worthy o>d •purtaiatn went out mulr-fow] BeMBon^ bB 
■apposed It was to be, In Osslan s plirase, ** the last of his flaMs , " ODd 
•xpresscd an ardent w isb to die and bo buried to the aaliv On thJj 
bint, the author composed his Eleity and Epitaph 
t A certain preacher, a great thToiite with the million Vida The Or- 
dination, stanza 11 

t Another preacher, an equal favorite with the few, who waa at thitf 
time aUlJtg For him, see also Tbe Ordination, atanxa is 
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When Winter muffies up hiB cloak, 

And binds the mire up like a rook ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 
Wi’ gleesome speed, 

Wha will they station at the cock P 
Tam Samson ’s dead t 

He was the king o’ a’ the core, 

To guard, or draw, or wick a bore ; 

Or up the rmk like Jehu roar, 

In time of need ; 

But now he lags on Death’s hog-soore — 
Tam Samson 'a dead t 

Now safe the stately salmon sail, 

And trouts bedropp’d wi’ crimson hail. 
And eels well kenn’d for souple tail. 

And geds for greed. 

Since dark in Death’s fish-creel we wad 
Tam Samson dead 1 

Bejoiee, ye birring paitncks a’ ; 

Ye cootie muircocks, crousely craw ; 

Ye maukins, cock your fud fu’ braw, 
Withouten dread , 

Your mortal fae is now awa’ • 

Tam Samson ’s dead I 

That wofu’ morn be ever mourn’d. 

Saw him m shootin' graith adorn'd, 
While pointers round impatient bum’d, 
Frae couples freed ; 

But, och ' he gaed, and ne’er return’d • 
Tam Samson’s dead I 
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In rain suld age his body batters | 

In Tain the gout his ankles fetters ; 

In Tain the bums come down like Traters, 
An acre braid t 

Now eTery auld wife, greetin’, clatters, 

Tam Samson 's dead t 

Owre many a weary hag he hmpit, 

An’ ay the tither shot he thumpit, 

Till coward Death behind him jumpit, 

Wi’ deadly feide ; 

Now he proclaims, wi’ tout o’ trumpet, 

Tam Samson ’s dead ! 

When at hia heart he felt the dagger. 

He reel’d his wonted bottle-swagger, 

But yet he drew the mortal tugger 
Wi’ weel-aim’d deed} 

“ L — d, fire 1 ” he cned, an’ owre did stagger 
Tam Samson ’s dead 1 

Ilk hoary hunter mourn’d a blither j 
Hk sportsman youth bemoan’d a father ; 

Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather, 
Marks out his bead, 

Whare Bums has wrote, m rhyming blether 
Tam Samson ’s dead I 

There .ow he hes, m lasting rest j 
Perhaps upon his mould’ring breast 
Some spitefu’ muirfowl bigs her nest, 

To batch an’ breed. 

Alas I nae mair he’d them molest I 
Tam Samson ’s dead I 
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When August winds the heather wara, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grare, 
Three volleys let his mem’ry crave 
O’ pouther an’ lead* 

Till Echo answer frae her cave, 

Tam Samson ’s dead I 

Heav’n rest his saul, where’er he be 1 
Is the wish o’ mome mae than me : 

He had twa faults, or maybe three. 

Yet what remead ? 

Ae social honest man want we ; 

Tam Samson ’a dead I 


THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson’s weel-wom clay here liea { 
Ye canting lealots spare him I 
If honest worth m heaven nse. 

Ye’ll mend or ye won near him. 
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PER CONTRA. 

Go, Fame, and canter like a filly 
Thro’ a’ the streets an’ neuks o’ Kilhe ; * 
Tell ev’rj social, honest billie 

To cease his grievm’, 

For yet, unskaith’d by Death’s gleg guBie, 
Tam Samson ’b hvm'. 


ELEGY ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO DEED THE PATENT FOB HIS HONOBS 
IMMEDItTELY FBOM MIGHTY GOD. 


Bat now his radiant course is run, 
For Matthew s course was bright 
Ills soul w as like the glorious son, 
A matchless, heavenly light 1 


O Death ' thou tyrant feU and bloody I 
The muckle devil wi’ a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie. 
O’er hurcheon hides. 

And bke stock-fish come o’er his studdie 
Wi’ thy auld sides t 


• KPcumock. 
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He’s gane, he’s gane ! he’s frae us tom, 
The ae best fellow e’er was bom ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature’s self shall mourn 
Bj wood and wild, 

Where, haply, Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exil’d. 

Ye hills, near neebors o’ the starns. 

That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns. 
Where Echo slumbers I 
Come, join, ye Nature’s sturdiest baimt. 
My wailing numbers 1 

Mourn ilka grove the cushat kens 1 
Ye haz’lly shaws and briery dens' 

Ye bumies, wimplin’ down your glens, 
Wi’ toddhn’ din. 

Or foaming strung, wi’ hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin 

Mourn, httle harebells o'er the lea | 

Ye stately foxgloves fair to see , 

Ye woodbines hanging bonilie, 

In scented bow’rs j 
Ye roses on your thorny tree. 

The first o’ flow’rs. 

At dawn, when ev’ry glassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head. 

At ey’n, when beans their fragrance shed 
r the rustling gale. 

Ye maukms whiddin thro’ the glade. 
Come, join my wail. 
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Mourn, ye wee songsters o’ the wood | 
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ; 

Ye curlews calling thio’ a clud ; 

Ye whisthng plover ; 

And mourn, ye whunng jiaitiick brood; 
He’s gane for ever I 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ; 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels. 

Ye duck and drake, ui’ airy wheels, 

Cii cling the lake ; 

Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Rair for his sake t 

Mourn, clam’rmg ci.iiks, at close o’ day; 
"Mang fields o’ flow’ring clover gay , 

And when ye wing jour annual way 
Fiae our cauld shore, 

Tell thae far warlds, wha lies in clay, 
Wham we deplore 

Ye houlets, frae j'our ivy bow’r, 

In some aul J tree, or eldi itch tow’r. 
What time the moon, wi’ silent glow’p. 
Sets up her horn. 

Wail thro’ the dreary midnight hour. 

Till waukiife morn ! 

0 rivers, forests, hills, and plains 1 
Oft have je heaid mj canty strains : 

But now, what else for me remains 
But tales of woe ^ 

And frae my een the Ui pping tains 
Maun ever flow 
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Mourn, Sjirmg, thou darling of the year. 

Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear ; 

Thou, Simmer, while each corny speat 
Shoots up Its head, 

Thy gay, green, flow’rj tresses shear. 

For him that’s dead I 

Thou, Autumn, wi’ thy yellow hair, 
lu grief thy sallow mantle tear 1 
Thou, Winter, hurling thro’ the air 
The loaiing blast, 

Wide o’er the naked world declare 
The worth we’\e lost 

Mourn him, thou Sun, great source of light, 
Mourn, limpiess of the silent night' 

And jou, je Iw inkling starries bright. 

My Matthew mouin ' 

For thro’ your orbs he’s taen his flight. 
Ne’er to return 

O Henderson ' the man ' the brother ! 

And art thou gone, and gone for ever? 

And hast thou cross’d that unknown nvet, 
Life’s dreaij bound 
Like thee, where shall I find another, 

The warld around ’’ 

Go to your sculptur’d tombs, je great, 

In a' the tinsel trash o’ state ’ 

But by thy honest turf I’ll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 

And weep the ae best fellow’s fate 
E'er lay in earth 
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Stop, passenger, my story ’s brief. 

And truth I shall relate, man ; 

I tell na common tale o* grief, 

For Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast. 

Yet spurn’d at Fortune’s door, man, 

A look of pity hither cast, 

For Matthew was a poor man 

If thou a nobler sodger art, 

That passest bv tins grave, man, 

There moulders here a gallant heart, 
For Matthew was a brave man 

If thou on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw uncommon light, man , 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise. 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship’s sacred ca’ 

Wad life itself resign, man, 

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa', 

For Matthew was a kind man 

If thou art staunch, without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man 1 

Tins was a kinsman o’ thy am. 

For Matthew was a true man. 
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If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire, 
An ne'er guid wine did fear, man) 
This was thy bdlie, dam, and sire, 

For Matthew was a queer man. 

If onie whiggish, whingin sot. 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man, 
May dool and sorrow be his lot. 

Fur Matthew was a rare man. 


ON A SCOTCH BARD, 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES, 

A’ TE wha live by soups o’ drink, 
A’ ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A’ ye wha live, and never think, 
Come mourn wi’ me I 
Our bdhe 's gien us a’ the jmk, 
An’ owre the sea. 

Lament him, a’ ye rantin’ core, 
Wha dearly like a random splore, 
Nae mair he’ll join the merry roar 
In social key ; 

For now he’s taen anither shore. 
An’ owre the sea 


The borne lasses weel may wiss him, 
And in their dear petitions place him | 
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The widows, wives, an’ a’ may bless him, 
Wi’ tearfu’ e’e , 

Foi weel 1 wat they’ll sairly miss him 
That’s owre the sea. 

O Fortune ' they hae room to grumble 1 
Hadst thou taen aff gome drowsy bumble, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an’ fumble, 
'Twad been nae plea , 

But he was gleg as onie wumble, 

'i hat's owre the sea. 

Auld, cantw Kjle may weepers wear, 

An’ stain them wi’ the saut, saut tear j 
’Twill mak her poor auld heart, I fear. 

In flinders flee •, 

He was her laureate monie a year, 

That’s owre the sea 

He saw misfortune’s cauld nor-west 
Lang must’iing up a bitter blast | 

A jillel brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be 1 

So, took a berth afore the mast, 

An’ owre the sea. 

To tremble under Fortune’s cummock. 

On scarce a helly-fu’ o’ drummock, 

Wi' his proud, independent stomach, 

Could ill agree , 

So, row’t his hurdles in a hammock, 

An’ owre the sea. 

He ne’er was gien to great misguiding. 

Yet com his pouches wad na bide in; 
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Wi’ him It ne’er was under hidings 
He dealt it free . 

The Muse was a’ that he took pride in, 
That’s owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel, 

An’ hap him in a cozie biel ; 

Ye’ll find him ay a dainty chiel, 

An’ fou o’ glee ; 

He wad na wrang’d the vera Deil, 
That’s owre the sea 

Farewell, my rhjme-composing biUie I 

Your native soil was right ill-willie j 

But may je flourish like a lily, 

Now bonilie ' 

I’ll toast ye in ray hmdmost gdlie, 

Tho’ o’er the sea. 


ON PASTORAL POETRY 

Hail, Poesie t thou nymph reserv’d ! 

In chase o’ thee, what crowds hae swerv’d 
Frae common sense, or sunk enerv’d 
’Mang heaps o’ clavers , 

And och ’ o’er aft thy joes hae starv’d, 
’Mid a’ thy favors ! 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amang, 

While loud the trump’e heroic clang, 
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And sock or buskin skelp alang 

To death or mamage ; 

Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang, 
But wi’ miscarriage P 

In Homer’s craft Jock Milton thrives, 
Eschylus’ pen Will Shakspeare drives ; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, till him rivea 
Horatian fame, 

In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 
Ev’n Sappho’s flame 

But thee, Theocritus' wha matches’* 
They’re no herd’s ballats, Maro’s catches ; 
Squire Pope but busks his skinlm patches 
O’ heathen tatters , 

I pass bv bunders, nameless wretches. 

That ape their betters 

In this hraw age o’ wit and iear. 

Will tiane the Shepherd’s whistle mair 
Blaw sweeth lu its native air. 

And rural gi ace , 

And wi’ the far-fam’d Grecian, share 
A rieal place? 

Yes ' there is ane, a Scottish callan 1 
There's ane come forrit, honest Allan I 
Thou need na jouk hchint the hallan, 

A duel sae clever, 

The teeth o’ Time may gnaw TamtaUan, 
But thou’s for ever. 

Thou paints auld Nature to the nines. 

In thy sweet Caledonian hnes , 
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Nae gowden stream thro’ myrtles twines, 
Where Philomel, 

While nightly breezes sweep the vines, 
Her griefs will tell ' 

In gowany glens thy burnie strays, 

Where home lasses bleach their claes ) 

Or trots by haz’lly shaws and braes, 

Wi’ hawthorns gray, 

Where blackbirds join the shepherd’s lays 
At close o’ day 

Thy rural loies are Kature's sel’ , 

Nae bombast spates o’ nonsense swell ; 

Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 
O’ witchin’ love, 

That charm that can the strongest quell, 
The sternest move 


PEOLOGUE, 

8FOKEW AT THE THEATRE, ELLISLAND, ON NEWT-TEAB,’! 
DAT EVENING 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city, 

That queens it o’er our taste — the more's the pity } 
Tho’, b) the by , abroad why will you roam ? 

Good sense and taste are natiiea here at home. 

But not for panegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new-year. 
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Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 

Not for to preach, hut tell his simple story : 

The sage, grave Ancient cough’d, and bade me say, 

“ You’re one year older this important day ; ” 

If wiser, too — he hinted some suggestion. 

But ’twould be rude, you know, to ask the question ; 
And, with a would-be roguish leer and wink. 

He bade me on j ou press this one word — “ think.” 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and spirit, 
Who think to storm the world by dint of merit, 

To you the Dotard has a deal to say, 

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ' 

He bids 5 ou mind, amid your thoughtless rattle. 

That the flist blow is e\er half the battle 

That, tho’ some by the skirt may try to snatch him. 

Yet by the foielock is the hold to catch him 
That, whether doing, suffeiing, oi forbearing, 

You may do miracles by persevering 

Last, llio’ not least, in love, ye youthful fair. 

Angelic forms, high Ileav’n’s peculiar care ! 

To you auld Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow. 

And humbly begs you’ll mind the important — now. 

To crown your happiness he asks your leave. 

And offers bliss to give and to receive ' 

For our sincere, tho’ haply weak endeavors. 

With grateful piide we own you many favors. 

And howsoe’er our tongues may ill reveal it, 

Beheve our gk wing bosoms truly feel ib 
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PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN BT HE WOODS, ON HIS BENEFIT NTOHT, 
MONDAY, APRIL 16 , 1787 . 

When, by a gen’rou*! public’s kind acclaim. 

That dearest meed is gi anted — honest fame ; 

Wlien here your faior is the actor’s lot. 

Nor eVn the man in private hie forgot , 

What breast so dead to heav’nly virtue’s glow. 

But heaves impassion’d with the grateful throe? 

Poor IS the task to please a barb’ious throng. 

It needs no Siddon’s powers in Southron’s song | 

For here an ancient nation, fam’d afar 
For genius, learning high, as gieat in war — 

Hail, Caledonia ' name for ever dear ' 

Before whose sons I'm honor’d to appear I 
Where ev’ry science, ev'rj nobler art. 

That can inform the mind, or mend the heart. 

Is known , as grateful nations oft have found. 

Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound 
Philosoiihy. no idle jiedant dream. 

Here holds her search by heav’n-taught Reason’s beami 
Here History paints, witb elegance and force, 

The tide of empires’ fluctuating course , 

Here Douglas forms wild Shakspeare into plan, 

And Harley * rouses all the god in man. 


The Han of Feeling, written by Hr H’Eenxla 
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When well-fonn’d taste and sparking wit unite 
With manly lore, or female beauty bright, 

(Beauty, where faultless symmetry and grace 
Can only charm us in the second place,) 

Witness, my heart, how oft with panting fear, 

A» on this night, r\e met these judges here ! 

But still the hope Experience taught to hve. 

Equal to judge — you’re candid to forgive. 

No hundred-headed Riot here we meet. 

With decency and law beneath his feet , 

Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom’s name) 

Like Caledonians, you applaud or blame 

O Thou dread Power ' n hose empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stretch’d to shield the honor d land. 
Strong may she glow w ith all her ancient fire j 
May e\’i v son be worthy of his sire , 

Firm may she rise, with generous disdain, 

At Tyraiinv’s or direr Pleasure’s chain ; 

Still self-dependent in her native shore. 

Bold may she brave gum Danger’s loudest roar. 
Till Fate the emtaui drop on worlds to be no more. 
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THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN, 

AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS, SPOKEN BY MISS PONTE 
NELLE ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT 

While Europe’s eye is fix’d on mifility things, 

The fate of empires, and tlie fid) of kings , 

While quacks of state must each jiioduce his plan. 
And even cliildien lisp the Rights of Man ; 

Amid this in’ghiv fuss, just let me mention, 

The Rights of Woman meiit some attention. 

First, in the sexes’ intermix’d connection. 

One sacred right of IVoman is firotecUon 
The tender flo«er that lifts its head, elate, 

Helpless must fall befoie the blast of fate. 

Sunk on the earth, defac’d, its lovely form. 

Unless jour shelter ward th’ impending storm. 

Our second Right — but needless here is caution | 
To keep that right iiniolate ’s the fashion , 

Each man of sense has it so full befoi e him. 

He’d die befoie he’d wioiig it, — ’us decorum 
Theie was, indeed, in far less polish’d days, 

A time when rough, rude man had naughty ways ; 
Would Slugger, swear, get drunk, kick up a not, 

Nay, even thus iniade a lady’s quiet ' 

Now, thunk our stars ' those Gothic times are fled | 
Now, well-bled men — and jou are all well-bred — 
Most justly think (and we are much the gamers) 

Such conduct neither spuit, wit, nor mamiers 
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For Right the third, our last, our best, our dearest, 
That right to flut I’ring female hearts the nearest. 
Which ev’n the Rights of Kings, in low prostration. 
Most humbly own, — ’tis dear, dear admiration! 

In that blest sphere alone we li\e and move. 

There taste that life of life — immortal loi e t 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, fiirtatiuns, airs, 
'Gainst such a host what flinty savage dares ? 

When awful beauty joins with all her charms, 

Who IS so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions. 
With blood) armaments and revolutions , 

Let Majesty your first attention summon, 
jLh ' fa tra ' the Majesty of Woman I 


ADDRESS, 

SPOKEN ET MISS FONTENELLE, ON HEB BENEFIT NIGHT, 
DECEMBER 4, 1795, AT TUE THEATRE, DEMFBIES. 

Still anvious to secure your partial favor, 

And not less anxious, sure, this night than ever, 

A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 

T'would V amp my bill, said I, if nothing better { 

So, sought a Poet, roosted near the skies, 

Told him 1 came to feast my cuiious eyes ; 

Said, nothing like his woiks was ever printed | 

And last my I’rologue business slily hinted. 

•* Ma’am, let me tell you,” quoth my man of rhymes, 

I know your bent, — these are no laughing times 1 
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Can you — but, Misb, I own I have my fears, 
Dissolve in pause — and sentimental tears — 

With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence. 
Rouse from his sluggish slumbers, fell Repentance P 
Paint Vengeance as be takes his horrid stand, 
Waving on high the desolating brand. 

Calling the storms to bear him o’er a gmlty land ? ” 


I could no more, — askance the creature eying, 
“D’ye think,” said I, “ this face was made for cryingP 
I’ll laugh, that’s jioz , nay more, the world shall know it, 
And so, your servant, gloomy master Poetl ” 


Firm as my creed, sir, 'tis my fix’d behef. 
That Misery ’c another word for Grief ; 

I also think — so may I be a bride ' — 

That so much laughter’s so much life enjoy’d 


Thou man of crazy care, and ceaseless sigh, 

Still under bleak Misfortune’s blasting eye , 

Doom’d to that soiest task of man alive — 

To make three guineas do the woik of five ; 

Laugh in Misfortune’s face — the beldam witch ' 

Say , you'll be mei i y , llio’ y ou can’t be rich 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love. 

Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 
Who, as the boughs all temptingly project, 
Measui’st, in desp’rate thought, a rope — thy neck ; 
Or, wheie the beetling cliff o’erhangs the deep, 
Peeresl to meditate the healing leap , 

Wouldst Ihou be cur’d, thou silly, moping elf P 
Laugh at hei folhes, — laugh e’en at thyself j 
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Leam to despise those frowns, now so terrific, 
And lore a kinder — that’s your grand specific. 

To sum up all, be merry, I advise; 

And as we’re merry, may we still be wise. 


FRAGMENT, 

INSCRIBED TO THE BiailT HON. C J FOI. 

flow wisdom and folly meet, mu, and unite. 

How virtue and vice blend llieir black and their white, 
flow Genius, ih’ illustiious father of fiction. 

Confounds rule and law, reconciles con'rsdictiou — 

I Bing If these mortals, the critits, should bustle, 

I care not, not I ! let the critics go whistle. 


But now for a patron, whose name and whose glory 
At once may illustrate and honor my story. 


Thou, first of our orators, first of our wits , 

Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky 
hits ; 

With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong 
No man with the half of ’em e'er went for wrong; 
With passions so potent, and fancies so bright, 

No man with the hull of ’em e’er went quite right 
A sorry , poor, misbegot son of the Muses, 

For using thy name ofiiers fifty excuses. 
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Good L — d, what is man ? foi simple as he looks, 

Do but try to derelop his hooks and his crooks, 

With his depths and his shallows, his good and hii 
evil, 

AH in all he’s a problem must puzzle the deviL 

On his one ruling passion Sir Pope hugely labors, 
I’hat, like th’ old Hebrew walking-stick, eats up its 
neighbors , 

Mankind are his show-box — a friend, would you know 
him ? 

Pull the string — ruling passion the picture will show 
him 

What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 

One tnfling particular, truth, should have miss’d him I 
For, spite of his fine theoretic positions. 

Mankind is a science defies dehnitions ' 

Some sort all our qualities, each to its tribe. 

And think human nature they truly describe 
Have you found this or t’other ? there’s more m ths 
wind, 

As by one drunken fellow his comrades you’ll find 
But such 18 the flaw, or the depth of the plan. 

In the make of that wonderful creature, call'd Man, 
No two virtues, whatever relation the) claim. 

Nor even two different shades of the same. 

Though like as was ever twin brother to brother. 
Possessing the one shall imply you've the other 
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INSCRIPTION 

rOK AN ALTAK TO INDEPENDENCE, AT KEHKCDOHTKT 
THE SEAT OP MR HERON, WRITTEN IN BUMMER, 

1795 


Thou of an mdeiiendent mmd, 

With soul resolv’d, with soul resign’d ; 
Prepar’d Pon’r’s proudest frown to brave. 
Who wilt not be, nor have a slave , 

Virtue alone who dost leveie, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, — 
Approach this shrine, and worship here 


ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

I 

Edina ! Scotia’s darling seat ' 

All hail thy palaces and tow’rs. 
Where once, lieneath a monarch’s feet. 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign pow’rs' 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow’rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d, 
And singing, lone, the ling’ring hours, 
1 shelter in thy honor’d shade 
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Here Wealth still swells the golden tide, 
As busy trade lus labor plies j 
There Architecture’s noble pride 
Bids elegance and splendor rise , 

Here Justice, from her native skies, 
High M lelds her balance and her rod | 
There Learning, with his eagle e) es, 
Seeks Science in her coy abode. 


m. 

Thy sons, Edina, social, kind. 

With open arms the stianger hail I 
Their views enlarg’d, their lib'ral mind. 
Above the nariow rural vale , 
Attentive still to Soiiow’s wail. 

Or modest Merit’s silent claim , 

And never may their sources fail I 
And never Envy blot their name. 

IV 

Thy daug*-tei8 bright thy walks adorn. 
Gay as the gilded summer sky. 

Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn, 
Dear as the rajitur’d thrill of joy' 
Faj' Burnet strikes the adoring eye' 
Heav’n’s beauties on my fancy shine, 
I see the Sire of love on high. 

And own his work mdeed divine I 


V. 

There, watching high the least alarms, 
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams a£ar| 
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Like some bold vet’ran, gray in arms, 
And mark’d ^ith many a seamy scarj 
The pond’rous wall and mass} bar, 
Grim-rising o’er the rugged rock, 
Have oft withstood assailing war, 

And oft repell’d the invader’s shock. 


VI 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 
I view that noble, stately dome. 

Where Scotia’s kings, of other years, 

Fam’d heioes ' laid their ro}al home : 
Alas ! how clwng’d the times to comej 
Their io}al name low in the dust’ 

Their hapless race wild wand iing roam I 
Tho’ rigid law cries out, ’Twas just. 

VII 

Wild beats my heait to trace jour steps. 
Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 

Thro’ hostile ranks, and luiii'd gips. 

Old Scotia’s bloody lion boic 
Ev’n I, w ho sing in lustic lore, 

Haply my sues hate left thtir shed, 

And fat’d gum Danger’s loudest roar. 

Bold follownng where your fathers led. 

VIII 

Edina' Scotia's dai ling seat! 

All had thy palates and low’rs. 

Where once beneath a monarch’s feet 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign pow’ra I 
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From marking wildly scatter'd floVrs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d, 
And singing, lone, the liiig'riiig hours, 
I sheltei in thy honor’d shade 


LINES WRITTEN ON A BANK-NOTE 

Wae worth thy power, thou cursed leaf 
Fell source o' a’ my woe and giief ' 

For lack o’ thee I’xe lost my lass ' 

For lack o’ thee I scrimp my glass ' 

I see the childien of affliction 
Unaided, thiough thy cuised lestricUon. 

I've seen th’ opiiiessor’s cruel smile, 

Amid his hapless t ictim’s spoil, 

And, for thy potence xaiiily wished 

To crush tl e villain m the dust 

For lack o’ thee, I leaxe this much-lo\ed shore, 

Never, perhaps, to greet auhl Scotland more! 


TO THE OWL. 

Sab bird of night, what soiroxis call thee forth. 
To vent thy plaints thus in the midnight hour!’ 
Is tt some blast that gathers in the north. 
Threatening to nip the verdure of thy boxxerP 

Is it, sad Owl, that Autumn strips the shade. 

And leaves thee here, unsheltered and forlorn P 
Or fear that Winter xvill thy nest invade ? 

Or friendless melancholy bids thee mourn P 


* The banK-noto on the back of which these characteristic lines wen 
irrltUn, is of the Bank of ScotlAn< , and dated as far back as March 1780i 
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Shut out, lone bird, from all the feathcitu tram, 
To tell thy sorrows to the unheeding gloom ; 
No friend to pity when thou dost complain, 
Grief all thy thought, and solitude thy home. 

Sing on, sad mourner ' I will bless thy strain, 
And pleased in sorrow listen to thy song 
Sing on, sad mourner ' to the night complain. 
While the lone echo wafts thy notes along. 


Is beauty leas, when down the glowing cheek 
Sad, piteous tears, in native sorrows fallP 

Less kind the heart when anguish bids it break P 
Leas ha]))))’ he who lists to pity’s call ? 

Ah, no, sad Owl ' nor is tliy voice less sweet. 

That sadness tunes it, and that grief is there . 

That Spring’s gay notes, unskilled, thou canst repeat | 
That sorrow bids thee to the gloom repair 

Nor that the treble songsters of the day 

Are quite estranged, sad bird of night ' from the« 

Nor that the thrush deserts the evening spray. 

When darkness calls thee from thy reverie. 

From some old tower, thy melancholy dome. 

While the gray w alls, and desert solitudes, 

Return each note, responsive to the gloom 
Of ivied coverts and surrounding woods. 

There hooting, I will list more pleased to thee 
Than ever lover to the nightingale , 

Or drooping wretch, oppreeeed with misery, 

Lendmg his ear to some condoling tale. 
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PROLOGUE,* ** 

FOB ME. SXJTHEELAND’s BENI FIT NIGHT, DUMFEIFS 

What needs this dm about the tonn o’ Lon’on, 
How this new play and that ni'w san" is comm’ P 
Why IS outlandish stuff sae nieihle courted 
Does nonsense mend, like uliiski, iihcn imported I 
Is there nae poet, buinin" keen for fame, 

Will trj to gi’e us sangs and plaj s at hame ^ 

For comedj abroad he needna tod, 

A fool and knave are plants of every soil , 

Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Giecce 
To gather matter for a serious piece , 

There’s themes enow in Ualedonian storj. 

Would show the tragic muse ni a' her glory 

Is theie no daring bard will rise and tell 
How glorious Wallace stood, how liapless fell ? 
Where are the Muses fled that could produce 
A drama worthy o’ the name o’ Jiruce'’ 

How here, even here, he first unsheathed the sword 
’Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord, 

And after monj a hloodj, deathless doing, 
Wrenched his dear country from the jaws of rumP 


* Tills proioffue was accompaiifcd with the foUowng letter lo Mr Suthor 
(Mid, the maiuger of the iPumlnes Ihcatrc — 

Mondaxf Momxna 

“I iras much disappointed In wantinft joar most a(L.n cdhlt company 
yesterday lionet cr, I he irtiH pra> for fe(M«l wc fthtr ricit Snridav , a/rd 
whatever serial bein^ has the fruidnnre of the elcmeiUH, he may take any 
other hslf-dozea of Sundays he phases, and clothe them with ^ 

** Vapors, and clouds, and storms, 

Until he ternfv himself 
At combustion of his own raising 

Ifhali see you on Wednesday forenoon In the greatest TmrxTi B B.'* 
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0, for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish queen ' 

Vam all the omnipotence of lemale cliainis 
’Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Hebellion’s arms 

She fell, but fell with spiiit truly Roman, 

To glut the vengeance of a iival woman 
A woman — though the phrase may seem uncivil — 
As able and as cruel as the devil' 

One Douglas lives in Home’s immortal page. 

But Douglases were heroes eveiy age 
And though )our fathers, prodigal of life, 

A Douglas followed to the maitial stiife. 

Perhaps, if howls row right, and Psight succeeds, 
Ye yet may follow wheie a Douglas leads' 

As ye hae geneious done, if a’ the land 
Would take the Muses’ servants hv the hand. 

Not only hear but jiatromze, hcfueiul them, 

And where vojustlj t,m commend commend tliem', 
And aihlms when thev vvinni stand the test, 

Wmk haid, and say the folks hae done then best ' 
World a’ the land co this, ihen I'll he caution 
Ye’ll soon hae poets of tlie Scottish nation, 

Will gar Fame bhw until her tiunipct ciack. 

And warsle lime, and lay linn on Ins back ' 

For us and for our stage should only spier, 

“ Wha’s aught thae chicls mak’sa’tlus bustle here?” 
My best leg foremost, I’ll set up iry brow, 

We have the honor to belong to you ' 

We’re your am bairns, e’en guide us as ye like. 

But, like good milhers, shoie bcfoie ye strike. 

And gratefu’ still 1 hope vc’ll ever find us, 

For a’ the patronage and meikle kindness 
We’ve got frae a’ professions, sets, and ranks , 

God help us ' we’re but poor — ye’se get but thanka 
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■JW THE DESTItUCTION OF THE WOODS NBAS 
DRUMLANRIG 

As Oil the banks o’ wandering Nith 
Ae smiling summer morn I strayed, 

And traced its bonny howes and haughs 
Where Imties sang and lambkins played, 

I sat me down upon a craig, 

And drank my fill o’ fancy’s dream, 

When, fiom the eddying deep below. 

Uprose the genius of the stream 

Dark, like the frowning rock, his brow. 

And troubled like his wintry ware, 

And deep as sughs the boding wind 
Amang his eaves, the sigh he gave — 

“ And came ye heie, my son,” he cried, 

“ To wander in mv birken shade ? 

To muse some favorite Scottish theme, 

Ov %v,vg swvj* Swi'A’Ah. Hvivi? 

" There was a time, it’s nae lang syne, 

Ve might hd’e seen me in my pnde. 

When a’ my banks sae bravely saw 
Their woody pictures in my tide, 

When hanging beech and spreading elm 
Shaded my stream sae clear and cool ; 

And stately oaks their twisted arms 
Threw broad and dark across the pool ; 

" When glinting through the trees appeared 
The wee white cot aboon the mill, 

* 1 eDnkeof Qaecmbern ctiUluw ii laeso woodj to enricli Ills dsoctiWr, 
th« Oountoii of Yarmouth, by their sale 
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And peacefu’ rose its ingle reek, 

That slow ly cm led up the hill 
But now the cot is bare and cauld, 

Its blanch) shelter ’s lost and gant, 

And scarce a stinted birk is left 
To shiver in the blast its lane ” 

“ Alas t ” said I, “ what ruefu’ chance 
lias twined )e o’ your stately trees P 
Has laid your rock\ bosom bare p 

Has stripped the deeding o’ your braes P 
Was it the bitter eastern blast, 

That scatters blight in early spnng ^ 

Or was ’t the wil’-fire scorched their boughs, 
Or canker-worm wi’ secret sting ■’ ” 

“Nae eastlin’ blast,” the sprite replied; 

“ It blew na here sae fierce and fell , 

And on in) dry and halesome banks 
Nae canker-worms get leave to dwell 
Man • cruel Man ' ” the genius sighed. 

As through the chfls he sunk him down — 
“The worm (hat gnawed my bonny trees, 
That reptile wears a ducal crown ' ” 


VERSES TO MY BED 

Thou Bed, in which I first began 
T o be that various creature — Man ’ 
And when again the fates decree, 

The place w here I must cease to he , 
When sickness comes, to whom I fly, 
To soothe my pain, or dose mine eye, 
When cares surround me where I weep, 
Or lose them all in balmy sleep , 
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When sore with labor, whom I court. 
And to thy downy breast resort; 

Where, too, ecstatic jojs I find, 

When deigns my Delia to be kind — 
And full of love, in all her charms, 

Thou giv’st the fair one to my arms. 

The centre thou, where grief and pam, 
Disease and rest, alteinjte leign 
0, since within thy little space 
So many vaiious scenes mke place; 
Lessons as useful shalt thou teach, 

As sages dictate — chuichmen pi each; 
And man, conrinced by thee alone. 

This great important tiuth shall own — 
That thin paititions do dnide 
The bounds where good and ill reside; 
That naught is perfect heie below. 

But bliss still hord’iing upon woe 


VERSES 

0* AN EVENING VIEW OF THF. RUINS OF UNCLUDES 
ABBEt * 

Ye holy walls, that, still sublime, 

Resist the crumbling touch of time, 

How strongly still your foim displays 
The piety of ancient day s ’ 

As ihiough your rums, hoir and gray — 

Ruins yet beauteous in dcci\ — 

The siKeiy moonbeams ticmbling fly 
The foims of ages long gone by 


'These beautiful rums are on tlie banks of the liver Cluden, near 
Dnmfyiea The abbej was tounUed In the time of Malcolm IV , king nf 
Scotland, b; one of the Lords of OaUoway 
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Crowd thick on Fancy’s wondering eye, 
And wake the soul to musings high. 

E\eii now, as lost in thought profound, 

I view the solemn scene around. 

And, pensive, ga^e with wistful ejes, 

The past returns, the present flies , 

Again the dome, in pristine pride. 

Lifts high Its roof and .irches wide, 

That, kmt with cuuous tracerv, 

Each Gothic ornament display 
The high-aiched windows, painted fair, 
Show many a saint and martyr there 
As on then slender forms I gaze, 
Metlunks they brighten to a blaze ' 

With noiseless step and taper bright, 
What are y on foi ms that meet my sight ? 
Slowly they move, while every eye 
Is heavenward raised in ecstasy 
'lis the fail, spotless, vestal tram. 

That seek in pi.iyer the midnight fane 
And, haik’ what more than moital aound 
Of music breathes the pile around? 

’Tis the soft-chanted ilioral song, 

Whose tones the echoing ai'-ies prolong, 
Till, thence returned, they softly stiay 
O’er Cluden’s w av e, w ith fond delay , 

Now on the rising gale swell high, 

And now in fainting murmurs die , 

The boatmen on Nilh’s gentle stream. 
That glistens in the pale moonbeam. 
Suspend their dashing oars to hear 
The holy anthem, loud and clear , 

Each wojlaly thought a while forbear. 

And mutter forth a half-formed prayer 
But, as I gaze, the vision fails. 

Like frost-work touched by southern gales | 
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The altar sinka, the tapers lade, 

And all the splendid scene ’s decayed. 
In window fan the painted pane 
No longer glows with holy stain, 

But through the bioken glass the gale 
Blows chdly fi om the misty t ale , 

The bird of t\e flits sullen by. 

Her home these aisles and aiches high* 
The choral hy mn, that erst so clear 
Broke softly sweet on Fancy’s ear. 

Is drowned amid the mournful scream 
That breaks the magic of my dream ! 
Roused by the sound, I start and see 
The ruined sad reality ' 


VERSES 

INTENDED TO BE WRITTEN BELOW A NOBLE EAEL'S 
FICTCRE * 

Whose is that noble, dauntless brow ? 

And whose that eye of fire ’’ 

And whose that geneious, jinncely mien 
E'en rooted foes admire 

Stranger, to justly show that brow, 

And mark that eye of fire. 

Would lake Uis hand, whose vernal tints 
His other works admire 

Bright as a cloudless summer sun, 

With stately port he moves , 


* *' Tne enclosed sunzas," said tlie Poet, In a letter to his patron, the 
Earl of Ulencfllnis * 1 Intended to write below a picture or profile of youi 
lordsbip, could I have been to hVipy as to procure uno with anythliig of 

ftllkaneai ' 
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His guardian seraph ej es with awe 
The noble ward he loves. 

Among the illustrious Scottish sons 
That chief thou ma)’st discern, 
Mark Scotia’s fond returning eye — 
It dwells upon Glencairn ' 


THE VOWELS 

A TALE. 

Twas where the birch and sounding thong are plied, 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride , 

Where Ignorance her darkening vapor throws, 

And Cruelty diieots the thickening blows , 

Upon a time, Sir Ahece the great, 

In all his jiedagogic powers elate, 

His awful chau ol state resolves to mount. 

And call the trembling Vowels to account 

First entered A, a grave, broad, solemn wight. 

But, ah ' defoimed, dishonest to the sight ' 

His twisted head looked liacknard on his way. 

And flagrant from the scourge, he grunted Ai ' 

Reluctant E stalked in , with piteous race 
The jostling teais ran down his honest face' 

That name, that well-worn name, and all his own, 
Pale he surrenders at the tyrant’s throne , 

The Pedant stifles keen the Roman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 

And next, the title following close behind. 

He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assigned. 

The cobwebbed Gothic dome resounded, Y I 
In MiUen vengeance, 1 disdamed reply 
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The Pedant swung his felon cudgel round, 

And knocked the groaning ^owel to the ground 1 

111 rueful apprehension entered 0 , 

The wailing minstrel of des]iairing woe , 

Ih’ Inquisitor of Spam the most expert, 

Might there have learnt new mjsteiies of his art, 
So grim, deformed with hoirois, eiitirirg U, 

His dearest friend and brother scaicelj knew' 

As trembling U stood staring all aghast, 

The Pedant m his left hand clutched him fast. 

In helpless infants’ tears he dipjied his right. 
Baptized him Eu, and kicked him from his sight 


THE HEItMIT* 

WRITTEN ON A MAIIIII L blllFBOABD IN THE IIEUMITAGH 
BLLONOI.NC TO TUP DUKE 01' ATHOI E, IN TUE WOOD 
OF ABEKIELDY 

vViioe’er thou art these lines now reading, 

Think not, though from the w orld receding, 

I joy my lonely days to lead in 
This desert drear , 

That fell remorse, a consetente bleeding. 

Hath led me here 

No thought of guilt my bosom sours , 

Fiee-willed I fled from courtly bowers ; 

For well I saw m halls and towers 
That lust and pride. 

The arch-fiend's dearest, darkest powers. 

In state preside 

s First piiblif b Id in Hogg snU Motherwell s edition, but cooildmd 
ioBbtOih 
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J saw mankind with \ice inemsted, 

I saw that Honor’s sword was rusted ; 

That few for aught bat fall} Justed , 

That he was still deceived who trusted 
To lo\e or friend , 

And hither came, with men disgusted, 

AI) life to end 

In this lone cave, in garments lowly, 

Alike a foe to noisy folly 

And brow-hent gloomy melancholy, 

I weai away 

My life, and in my office hoi} 

Consume the day 

This rock my shield, when storms are blowing | 
The limpid streamlet yonder flowing 
Supplying dunk, the earth bestowing 
Ml simple food , 

But few enjoy the calm I know in 
This desert wood 

Content and comfort bless me more in 
This grot than e’er I felt before iii 
A palace — and with thoughts still soaring 
To God on high, 

Each night and morn, with voice imploring, 
This wish 1 sigh, — 

“ Let me, O Lord ' from life retire, 

Unknown each guilty worldly file, 

Remorse’s throb, or loose desme , 

And when I die. 

Let me m tins belief expire — 

To God I fly ” 

Stranger, if full of youth and not, 

And yet no grief has marred thy quiet, 
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Thou haply throw’st a scornful eye at 
The hermit’s prayer . 

But if thou hast good cause to sigh at 
Thy fault or care , 

If thou hast known false love’s vexation. 
Or hast been exiled from thy nation, 

Or guilt affrights thy contemplation, 

And makes thee pine, 

O ! how must thou lament thy station, 
And envy mine ' 


ELEGY ON PEG NICHOLSON, 

k BAT MARE OF ME W. NICOL’s 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mar* 

As ever trode on aim ; 

But now she’s floating down the Nith, 
And past the mouth o’ Cairn 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And rode through thick and thin ; 

But now she’s floating down the Nith, 
And wanting e’en the skin 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mate, 

And ance she bore a priest , 

But now she’s floating down the Nith, 

For Solway fish a feast 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 

And the pnest he rode her sair j 
And much oppressed and bruised she wae 
Ab pnest-nd cattle ate. 
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TO A KISS 

Humid seal of soft affections, 

Tenderest pledge of future bliss, 
Dearest tie of joung connections. 

Love’s fiist snow di op, viigm kiss • 

Speaking silence, dumb confession. 
Passion’s bn th, and infant’s play. 
Dove-like fondness, chaste concession, 
Glowing dawn of blighter day' 

Sorrowing joy, adieu’s last action. 

When liiigeiing lips no moie must join, 
What words can ever speak affection 
So thiilliiig and sincere as thine ! 


ON SEEING MISS FONTENELLE IN A 
FAVOllITE CHARACTER 

Sweet naivete of feature. 

Simple, wild, enchanting elf. 

Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 

Thou art acting but thy self 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected, 
Spuming nature, torturing art ; 

Loves and graces all rejected, 

Then indeed tbou’dst act a port. 
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TRAGIC FRAGMENT* 

All de\il as I am, a damned «ictch, 

A haideued, slubboin, umepenting villain 
Still my heart melts at human nietchedness ; 
And null hineerc, thoui^h unavailing sighs, 

I vien the hel|ile8s cliildren of distress 
With tears indignant 1 behold the oppressor 
Rejoicing in the honest man’s destruction, 

Whose uusubmilting heait was all his crime 
Even you, )e helpless cicw, I pilv jou. 

Ye, whom the seeming good think sm to pity, 

Ye poor, despised, ab.indontd vagabonds, 

M’hi mi vice, as usual, h.is tuiiieJ o’ei to rum 
O, but for kind, though ill-requited fi lends, 

1 had been diiveti foith like you, loiloin, 

The most detested, ■wortWess wituh among you'. 
O injured God ’ Thy goodness has endowed me 
With talents passing most of my compeers, 
Which I in just |noportion have abused, 

As far sui passing other common villains 
As Thou in natuial parts hadst given me more 


* This fragment la one of the first poem't wTittf n bv Bunm He says 
Of It himself, in one of his MSS In my eorlv >ears nothing less would 
isrre me than courting the tiagic Muse 1 was, 1 Hunk, about eighteen 
or ntfietcen whin I sketched the outlines of a tragtdv, lorst^oih, but the 
barsting of a cloud of familv misfortunes, whic h liad for soruo time threat- 
ened us, prevented m> further progress In tho'ie da>s I never wrote 
down an} think so, cncipt a speech or two, the wliolo has escaped my 
memory The above, which I most distinctly remember, w os an exclama- 
tion from a great character — great in occasional instances of generosity, 
and daring at times in villanies 11c is supposed to meet with a child of 
uiiery, and exclaims to himself, ai id the words of the fragment.*' 
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THE TARBOLTOiV LASSES* 

If ye gae up to yon hill-tap, 

Ye’ll see there honnj Peggy, 

She kens her laither is a laird. 

And she forsooth ’s a leddy 

There Sophy tight, a lassie bright, 
Besides a handsome foitune, 

Wha canna win her in a night, 

Has little art in courting 

Oae down by Fade, and taste the ale. 
And tak’ a look o’ Mj sie , 

She ’s dour and dm, a de’il within, 
But aihlins she ma> please )e 

If she be sb), her sister ti), 

Ye'll maybe fancy Jenny, 

If ye'll dispense «i’ want o’ sense — 
She kens liersel’ she ’s bonny 

As ye gie up by ton hill-side, 

Speer in lor bonny Bessy , 

She’ll gi’e ye a beck, and bid ye licht, 
And handsomely address ye 

There’s few sae boiiuie, nane sae guid 
In a’ King George’ dominion , 

If ye should doubt the truth o’ this — 
It’s Bessy’s .iin opinion 


* Thii i» one of the Poet n jurenile poems , the young maldeni Imuof 
tallied In tt were near neighbors of the Bumi family 
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THE RONALDS 

In Tarbolton, je ken, there are proper joung men. 
And pro])cr )oung lasses and a’, man, 

But ken ) e the Ronalds, that live m the Bennals ^ 
They carry the giee fiae them a’, man 

Their father ’s a laird, and weel he can spare’t, 
Braid money to tocher them a’, man, 

To proper joung men, he’ll clink in the han’ 

Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man 

There’s ane they ca’ Jean, I’ll warrant je’ve seen 
As bonny a lass or as hi an, man , 

But for sense and guid taste she’ll vie wi’ the best, 
And a conduct that beautifies a’, man 

The charms o’ the min’, the langcr they shine, 

The mail admiration tliey diaw, man , 

While peaches and clieriics, and roses and lilies. 
They fade and they wither awa’, man 

If ye be for Miss Jean, tak’ this frae a fnen’, 

A hint o’ a rival or twa, man, 

The Laird o’ Blackbjre wad gang through the fire, 
If that wad entice her awa’, man 

ITie Laird o’ Braehead has been on his speed, 

For mair than a tonmond or twa, man j 

’Tlie Land o’ the Fold will straught on a board. 

If lie canna get her at a’, man 

Then Anna comes in, the piide o’ her kin, 

The boast of our bachelors a’, man j 
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Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete, 

She steals our affections awa’, man 

If I should detail the pick and the wale 
O’ lasses that live here awa’, man, 

The fault wad be mine, if they didna shine 
The sweetest and best of them a’, man. 

I lo’e her mj sel’, but darena weel tell. 

My poverty keeps me in awe, man, 

For making o’ rhymes, and working at times, 
Does httle or naetlung at a’, man 

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse. 

Nor hae’t m her power to say nay, man. 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure. 

My stomach ’s as proud as them a’, man 

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pride 
And flee o’er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can baud up my head with the best o’ the breed, 
Though fluttering ever so braw, man 

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o’ the best, 
0’ pairs o’ guid breeks I ha’e twa, man. 

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps, 
And ne’er a wrang steek in them a’, man. 

My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new, 

Twal’ hundred, as white as the snaw, man, 

A ten-shilling hat, a Holland cravat ; 

There are no mony poets sae braw, man. 

I never had frien’s weel stockit in means, 

To leave me a hundred or twa, man ; 

Nae weel-tochered aunts, to wait on their drants, 
And wish them in hell for it a’, man. 
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1 never was cannie for hoarding o’ money, 
Or claughtm ’t together at a’, man ; 

I’ve httle to spend, and naething to lend. 
But deevel a shilling I awe, man 


THOUGH FICKLE FORTUNE HAS DE- 
CEIVED ME* 

Though hckle Fortune has decen ed me. 

She promised fair and performed but ill , 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth beicaved me. 
Yet I bear a heart shall support me still 

I’ll act with prudence as far’s I’m able, 

But, if success I must never find. 

Then come misfortune, I hid thee welcome. 

I’ll meet thee with an undaunted mind 


THE AMERICAN WAR 

A FRAGMENT 

Tune — “ GMurankie ” 

When Guilford good our pilot stood, 
And did our hellim thraw, man, 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea. 

Within America, man 


* This poem wab written extempore, nnder the presenre of s heavj 
train ofmlsfortQnes, which. Indeed, tlireatencd to undo me altogether It 
wu Jai* at the close of that dreadful period oirruioned already (In Com 
■BonpUce Book, March, 17K4), and, though the we ither has brightened up 
a UtUe with me since, >tt there bast aiwa\8 bctu a tempest brewing 
round me in the grim sky ol futurity , whieh 1 prettv plain}} see will, some 
time or other, ^rhaps ere long, overwhelm me, niul dnve me Into some 
dolrtttl dell, to pine in suLitar} , squalid wruicbedness — Burns 
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Then up they gat the maskin-pat, 

And in the sea did jaw,* man ; 

An’ did nae less, in full congress, 

Than quite refuse our law, man 

Then through the lakes Montgomery takes, 
I wat he was iia slaw, man , 

Down Lowne's burn he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca’, man , 

But yet, what reck, he, at Quebec, 
Montgomery-hke did fa', man , 

Wi’ sword m hand, before his band, 

Amang his en’mies a’, man, 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage 
Was kept at Boston ha’, man j 
Till Willie Howe took o’er the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man , 

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sm 
Guid Christian blood to draw, man , 

But at New \ork, wi’ knife an’ folk, 
Sir-loin he hackhd “ma’, man 

Burgoyne gaed up, like sjiur an’ whip, 

Till Fraser brace did fa’, man , 

Then lost hia way, ae misty day. 

In Saratoga shaw, man 
Cornwallis fought as lang’s he dought, 

An’ did the buckskins claw, man , 

But Clinton’s glaive frae rust to save. 

He hung it to the w a’, man, 


• Jerk or throw It is well known that tho imposition by the English 
Commons of an excise duty on the tea Imported to North America, caused 
the outbreak of the Amertcan 'war The colonists went on board the 
Indlamen irhich brought tea to their shores, and threw their cargoes Into 
tbs sea. 
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Then Montague, an’ Guilford too, 

Began to fear a fa’, man , 

And Sackville doure, uha stood the stoure, 
The German chief to threw , man ; 

For Paddy Burke, like onie Turk, 

Nae meicy had at a’, man , 

An’ Charlie Fox thiew hy the box. 

An’ lowsed his tmkler jaw, man. 


Then Rockingham took up the game, 

Till death did on him ca’, man , 

When Shelburne meek held up his cheek. 
Conform to gospel law, man 
Saint Stephen’s boys, wi’ jarnng noise. 
They did his measures threw, man. 

For North an’ Fox united stocks. 

An’ here him to the wa’, man 


Then clubs an’ hearts were Charlie’s cartes, 
He swept the stakes awa’, man, 

Till the diamond’s ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair faux pas, man 
The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads, 

On Chatham’s boy did oa’, man ; 

An’ Scotland drew her pipe, an’ blew 
“ Up, Willie, waur them a’, man ! ” 

Behind the throne then Grenville ’s gone, 

A secret word or twa, man , 

While slee Dundas aroused the class 
Be-north the Homan wa’, man 
An' Chatham’s wraith, in heavenly graitfa, 
(Inspired bardies saw, man,) 

Wi’ kindhng eyes cried, " WiUie, rise ' 
Would I ha’e feared them a’, manF ” 
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But word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowffed Willie like a ba’, man. 

Till Suthron rase, and coost their claise 
Behind him in a ran, man. 

An’ Caledon threw by the drone. 

An’ did her whittle draw , man j 
An’ swoor fu’ rude, through dut and blood 
To make it guid in law, man. 


THE LADDIES ON THE BANKS OF NITH* 

Tune — "Up and waur them a’ ” 

The laddies bv the hanks o’ Nith 
Wad trust his grace f wi’ a’, Jamie , 

But he’ll sair them as he saired the king. 

Turn tail and rin awa’, Jamie J 
Up and waur them a’, Jamie, 

Up and waur them a’ , 

The Johnstons ha’e the guidm’ o’t. 

Ye tnnicodt Whigs, awa’. 

The day he stood his countrj’s friend. 

Or gaed her faes a claw, Jamie, 

Or frae puir man a blessin’ wan, 

That day the duke ne’er eaw, Jamie 


* This ballad commemorates an election contest for the representation 
of the Diimfnts liurfehs, whiUi occurred in ptombor, 17^0, between the 
old lory mcrnlier, Sir James Johnstone, of Wcstcriiall, and the Whig can' 
dldate, Captain IWiUer, of Daliwiatou, Burns s landlord 
t The Duke of Queensberry 

X The Duke deserted the cause of George III , In whose household bo 
had a place, and voted for the right of the l*rlnoe of Wales to assume the 
Begency without the consent of Parliaiuent. 
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But wha 18 he, the country’s boast, 
Like him there is iia twa, Jamie, 
There ’s no a callant tents the kje. 

But kens o’ Westerha’, Jamie 

To end the wark here ’s Whistlebii ck,* 
Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie , 
And Maxwell true o’ sterluig blue. 

And we’ll be Johnstons a’, Jamie 
Up and waur them a’, Jamie, 

Up and waur them a’. 

The Johnstons ha’e the guidin’ o’t, 
Ye turncoat Whigs, awa’. 


THE FIVE CARLINS t 

AN ELECTION BAI LAD. 

Tune — “ Vhety-Chace ” 

There were fi\e carhns in the south. 
They fell upon a scheme. 

To send a lad to Lon’on town, 

To bring them tidings hame 

Not only bring them tidings hame. 
But do their errands there , 

And aiblins gowd and honor baith 
Might be that laddie’s share 


* Aloiander BlrtwlUstlef merchant, of Kirkcudbright, provost of ths 

town 

j The “ Five Carlius,' i c , oldwomen.representthe townsof Dumfries, 
Aduaii, Kirkcudbright, Sanquhar, Loch-maben It was written at the 
Mune election which the last ballad commemorates 
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There was Maggy by the banks o’ Nith,* 
A dame vn' pride enough , 

And Marjoij o’ the mony lochs, f 
A carlin auld and teugh 

And blinkin’ Bess of Annaiidale, + 

That dwelt near Sohvay-side, 

And whi-ikey Jean, tliat took her gill 
In Gallon a) sae wide § 

And black Joan, frae Ciicliton-i)eel,|l 
O’ gipsj killi an’ kin , — 

Five weiglitiei carlins were na foun’ 

The south countue within 

To send a lad to Lon’oii town,^ 

They met upon a da) , 

And mony a knight, and mony a laird, 
Their errand fain wad gae 

O mony a knight, and mony a laird, 

This errand lam wad gae , 

But iiae ane could their fancy please, 

O ne’er a ane but twae 

The first he was a belted knight,** 

Bred o’ a boulei-clau , 

And he wad gae to Lon’oii town. 

Might nae man him witlistan’ , 

And he wad do their errands weel, 

And meikle he wad say , 

And ilka ane at Lon’on Court 
Wad bid to him guid-day 


• Pomfrles § Tho boroagh of Klrkcudbrlght< 

t Ixjcb-maben ii Sanquhar 

■nuQl boroui^ of Annan ^ To send a member to FarUamoit 

** Sir J Johnaton 
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Then neist cam m a sodger youth,* 

And spak’ wi’ modest grace, 

And he wad gae to Lon’on town, 

If aae their pleasure was 

He wadna hecht them courtly gifts, 

Nor meikle speech pretend ; 

But he wad hecht an honest heart, 

Wad ne’er desert his fiiend 

Now, wham to chuse, and wham refuse, 
At strife thir carlins fell , 

For some had gentlefolks to please. 

And some wad please lliemsel’ 

Then out spak’ niim-mou d Meg o’ Nith, 
And she spak’ up wi’ pride. 

And she wad send the sodger youth. 
Whatever might betide 

For the auld guidmanf o’ Lon’on Court 
She diniia care a pin , 

But she wad send a sodger youth 
To greet his eldest son I 

Then slow rase Marjory o’ the Lochs, 
And wrinkled was her brow , 

Her ancient weed was russet gray. 

Her auld Scuts bluid was true 

“ The Lon’on Court set light by me — 

1 set as light by them , 

And I will send the sodger lad 
To sliaw that Court the same.” 




t TltsFrlaMortrslM. 
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Then up sprang Bess of Annandale, 

And swore a deadly ailh, 

Says, “ I will send the border-knight. 

Spite o’ you carlins baith 

“For far-aff fowls ha’e feathers fair, 

And fools o’ change are lam , 

But I ha’e tried this border-knight, 

An' I'll try him jet again ” 

Then whiskey Jean spak’ owre her drink, 

“ Ye weel ken, kimmers a’. 

The auld guidman o’ Lon’on Court, 

His back ’s been at the wa’ , 

"And mony a friend that kissed his caup, 

Is now a fremit • wight , 

But It’s ne'er been said o’ whiskey Jean, — 

I’ll send the border-knight ” 

Says black Joan fiae Cnchton-peel, 

A carhn stoor and grim, — 

“The auld guidman, an’ the young guidman, 
For me may sink or swim. 

“For fools will prate o’ right and wrang. 

While knaves laugh in their sleeve j 
But wha blows best the horn shall win, 

I’ll speir nae courtier’s leave ” 

Sae how this weighty plea may end 
Nae mortal wight can tell 
God grant the king, and ilka man. 

May look weel to himseT I 


Aitnofad 
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THE DEAN OF FACULTY* 

A NEW BALLAD 

Tune — “ Ttie Dragim of Wantley ” 

Dire was the hate at old Harlaw, 

'Ihat Scot to Scot did carry , 

And dire the discord Lanftside saw, 

For beauteous, hapless Mary 
But Scot with Scot ne’er met so hot, 

Oi were more in fury seen, Sir, 

Than ’iwixt Ilal t and Bob J for the famoi s job 
Who should be Faculty’s Dean, Sir 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore. 

Among the first was numbered , 

But pious Bob, ’mid learning’s store, 
Commandment tenth remembered — 

Yet simple Bob the victory got, 

And won his heart’s desire , 

Which shows that heaven can boil the pot. 
Though the devil in the fire 

Squire Hal besides had, m this case, 
Pretensions rather brassy. 

For talents to deserve a place 
Are qualifications saucy , 

So, their woiships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merit’s rudeness. 

Chose one who should owe it all, d’ye see, 

To their gratis grace and goodness. 


* TiiHLAlIad commcmorHtes acoi test for clcotion to the Deanshlp of 
the r«s.uit7 of Advocates, between dio Hon Hunrj Erskine and fiobort 
Dundas Esq , of Axulston, Januar 12, Mr Dandas was elected 
t Tht Mon Henry Erskine. t Hobert Dundas, Esq , Ainiston. 
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As once on Pisgah purged was the sight 
Of a son of Cucumcision, 

So maj he, on this Pisgah height, 

Dob’s puihlind, mental vision 
Naj, Bobby’s mouth may be opened yet, 
'fill for eloquence you hail him. 

And swear he has the Angel met 
'lhat met the Ass of Dalaam 

In your heretic sms may ye live, and die. 
Ye heretic eight-and-thirtv ' 

But accept, ye sublime Majority, 

My congratulations hearty 
With your honois and a certain king. 

In your servants this is sinking — 

The more incapacity they bring. 

The more they’re to your lilung 


THE HERON ELECTION BALLADS.* 

BVLLVll I 

Whom will you send to London town, 

To Parliament, and a’ thal^ 

Or wha in a’ the country round 
The best deserves to fa’ that’’ 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Through Galloway and a’ that , 

W here is the laird or belted knight 
That best deserves to fa’ that ’’ 


* Tb^Heron Ballads were wnttoo bj Burns to help the canTasslng o) 
Patrick Heron, of Kerroughtree, in ti4o elections The^ wen dlssemi 
Dated over the country as broadsheets, and were considered mere electtoi 
•qolha 
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Wha sees Kerroughtree ’s open yett, 

And wha is’t never saw that ^ 

Wha ever wi’ Kerroughtree met, 

And has a doubt of a’ that i* 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Here ’s Heron yet for a’ that f 
The independent patriot. 

The honest man, and o’ that 

Though wit and worth in either sex, 

St Mary’s Isle can shaw that; 

Wi’ dukes and lords let Selkirk mix, 

And weel does Selkiik fa’ that 
For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Here ’s Heion yet for a’ that' 

The independent commoner 
Shall be the man for a’ that 

But why should we to nobles jouk P 
And it ’s against the law that , 

For why, a lord may be a gouk 
Wi' ribbon, star, and a’ that 
For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Here 's Heron yet for a’ that ' 

A lord may be a lousy loun 
Wi’ ribbon, star, and a' that. 

A beardless boy comes o’er the lulls 
Wi’ uncle’s purse and a’ that , 

But we’ll ha’e ane free ’mang oursel’s, 

A man we ken and a’ that 
For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Here ’s Heron yet for a’ that 1 
For we’re not to be bought and sold 
Like naigs, and nowt, and a’ that. 
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Then let ub drink the Stewartry, 
Kerroughtree’s laird, and a’ that, 

Our representative to be. 

For weel he ’a worthy a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Here’s Heron )et for a’ that ' 

A House of Commons such as he. 
They would be blest that saw that. 


BALLAD II — THE ELECTION 

Tune — “Fy, let us a' to the Bridal ” 

Ft, let us a’ to Knkcudbiight, 

For there \m 11 he bicUcuu’ there , 
ForMuiiav’s light-hoise no to muster, 
All' oh, lio« tlie htioos Mill sweii • 

An’ there Mill be Muii ly commamler. 
An’ Gordon the battle to mil. 

Like brothers tin ) ’ll stand bt each ether. 
Sac knit in alli nice and kin 

An’ there mil be bl ick-nebbit Johnnie,* 
The tongue o’ the tiuinp to llitm a’; 
An’ he get iia hell loi Ins liaddin’ 

The de’il gels iia justice at a’ , 

An’ there mil be Keuipletoii’s birkie, 

A boy na sae black at the bane. 

But, as for his fine nabob lortune. 

We’ll e’en let the subject alane f 

An’ there will be Wigton’s new Bheriff, 
Dame Justice fu’ brawlie has sped. 


* JobaBasby, of Tinwald iKjwns 

t He was subpcctc^, of having uunje it, previous to hli nsldeaoe li 
bidla, 1)7 transactions at the Ayr BaiUi 
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She 'b gotten the heart of a Busby, 

But, Loid, what’s become o’ the headP 
An’ ihcie tvill he Cardoness,* Esquire, 

Sae niightj in Caidoiiess’ eies , 

A w'ght that Mill neathei damnation — 
The devil the piey «ill despise 

An’ there will be iJouglasesf doughty, 
New eluistening towns far and near ; 
Abjuimg then democrat doings, 

By kissing the o’ a peer , 

An’ tlicio will be Konmuie sae generous I 
Whose honor is pi oof to the storm j 
To save them fiom staik lepiohation, 

He lent them his name to the firm 

But weswiniia mention Redcastle, 

The bodi, e’en let him escape ' 

He’d venture the gallons for siller. 

An’ ’tneic na the cost o’ the lape 
An’ where is oui King’s loid lieutenant, 
Sae famed foi his grntcfu’ return? 

The billie is gettiiT his questions, 

To say in St Stephen’s the morn 

An’ there w dl be lads o’ the gospel, 

Muiihead f wha’s as gude as he ’s true ; 
An’ there vvill be Buitlle’s apostle, § 

Wha ’s mair o’ the black than the blue ; 
An’theie will be folk fiae St Mary’s, 

A house o’ gieat meiit and note. 

The de’il ane but honois them highly, — 
The de’il ane will gie them liis vote ' 


•MaxwelJ. of( inloncss 

f Duu^l IS, (/I ( or'in[ri\ Trk h*i(l given the name of Castle Douglas to • 
flilage wliich rose in Ins nej^Jitx>ri;ood 
{ Minister of Crr 


S Ber Q Maxwell 
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An’ there will be wealthy joung Richard,* 
Dame Fortune should hing by the neck ; 
For prodigal, thriftless bestowing. 

Ills merit had won him lespect 
An’ ihei e will be rich brother nabobs. 
Though nabobs, jet men of the fiist; 

An’ tlicie will be Collieston’s whiskers. 

An’ Quentin, o’ lads not the warst. 

An’ there w ill he stamp-othce J ohnnie,']" 
Tak’ tent how je pui chase a dram ; 

An’ there will be gay Cassencairie, 

An’ there w ill be gleg Colonel Tam , J 
An’lheie will be tiustj Iverioughtiee, 
Whase honor was etti his law. 

If the Mitucs were packed in a parcel. 

Ills woith might be sample for a’. 

An’ can we forget the auld lMajoi,§ 

Wha’Il ne’er be foigot in the Giejs, 

Our (IvUcry yse’U keep for some ither. 

Him only it’s justice to pi use 
An' tlii'ip wiU be in iidcn Kilkciran,|| 

And also liaiskiminnig’s giiid knight,^ 
An’ there will be loaini’ l!ii fw histle. 

Will, ItitkiK loars in the light 

An’ thcie, fiae the N’lddcsd do bonier, 

Will mingle the Maxwells in dioves , 
Tetigli Johnnie, staunch Geoidie, an’ Walie 
That giiens foi the fishes an’ Inaies, 

An’ lliPie will be Logan Mac Douall, 
Sculdudd’i) an' he will be theie, 

An’ also the wild Scot o’ (mllowav, 
Sodgeiin', guiipowdei ijliii 


* K Oswald, of Aucliliipruoe J Coloiit I (loldle || Sir Adam FerguasoD 
f John Svmo $ Maiur Ucinn ^ Sir William Miller 
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Then hey the cha>!te int’iest o’ Broughton, 
An’ hey for the blessings ’twill bring ' 

I' may send linlmjgliie to the Commons, 
In Sodom ’tnould male him a k.ng, 

An’ hei foi the sanctified Muriay, 

Our land nha mT chapels has stored, 
Ho foundeied his horse amang liailots, 
But gi’ed the uuld naig to the Lord 


BALLAD 111 — AN rxCELLENT NE’W PONB. 

TunI' — ‘ Buy broom Besoms ” 

Wha wdl bui my troggin*** 

Fine election ware , 

Broken trade o’ Broughton, 

A’ in high ri pan 

Bui hiaiv tioggm, 

Fiac the hanks o’ Bee , 
Wha wants ti oggm 
Let him come to me 

There's a noble Eail’s 
Fame and high ienown,+ 

For an auld sang — 

It’s thought the glides were Blown. 
Buy braw troggin, &o 

Here’s the worth o’ Broughton ^ 

In a needle’s ee , 

Here’s a rejiutation 
Tint by Balmaghie 5 

Buy hraw troggin, &c 


• Pedlar b wares 
t The £arl of Galloway 


t Mr Murray 
^ Gordon of Balma^ila. 
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Here’s an honest conscience 
Might a prince adorn , 

Frae the downs o’ Tynwald — 

Sae was never horn 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here’s the stuff and lining 
O’ Cardoness’s head , 

Fine for a nodger 
A’ the ale o’ It-iid * 

Bin liraw troggin, &c. 

Here's a little wadse*, 

Buittle’s scrap o’ truth, 

Pawned in a gin-shop. 

Quenching holy drouth 

But hr aw tioggin, &c 

Here's armorial bearings 
Frae the manse o’ Uir, 

The crest, and auld crab-apple t 
Ilotten at the core 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here is Satan’s picture, 

Like a buiard gled. 

Pouncing poor lledcastle. 

Sprawlin’ like a taed 

Buy braw troggin, &0. 

Here’s the worth and wisdom 
CoUieston can boast , 

By a thievish midge 
They had been nearly lost. 

Buy braw troggin, &o 

* The choicest lead 

t Bev Dr Mulrbead calniiter of Urr, In Q&Uowftj 
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Here is Murray’s fragments 
O’ the ten commands j 
Gifted by black Jock 
To get them aff his hands. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Saw ye e’er sic troggin ? 

If to buy ye ’re slack, 

Homie’s* tuiiim’ chapman 
He’ll buy a’ the pack 

Buy braw tiog^m, 

I'rae the banks o’ Dee; 
Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 


BALLAD ly. — JOHN IlCSllY’b t LAMENTATION, 

Tone — “ The Babes in the Wood " 

Twas in the atventceii bundled year 
O’ Clinst, and ninety -five. 

That year I was the waest man 
O’ ony man alive 

In March, tlie three-and-twentielh day, 
The sun rase clear and bright , 

But O, I was a waefu’ man 
Ere toofa’ o’ the night 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land 
Wi’ equal right and fame. 

And thereto was his kinsman joined. 

The Murray's noble name ' 


t aolm Bniby, Esq , of Tjnwald Downs 




BtnaNS’S POEMS. 


457 


Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land, 
Made me the judge o’ strife , 

But now Ycil Galloway’s sceptie 's broke, 
And eke niy hangman’s knife 

'Twas by the banks o’ bonny Dee, 

Beside Kiikcudbiight timers, 

The Stewart and the Munay there 
Did muster a’ their poiieis 

The Murray on the auhl giay yaud, 

Wi’ y lugod spurs did iide. 

That auld gtaj yaud, yea, Xid’sdale rade, 
He staw upon Xidside. 

An’ there had been the ycil himscl', 

O, there had been nae ]da\ ; 

But Garlu's was to I.ondon ginc. 

And sae the k\e might sii n 

And there w as Balin.ighie, I w een, 

In the front laiik he wad slime. 

But lialniagliie had belter been 
Di'iiking Madciia wine 

Frae the Gknken came to oui aid 
A chn f o’ doughty ib cd, 

In case that woith should wanted he, 

O’ Kenmore we had lued 

And there sae gray e Squire Cardones* 
Looked on till a was done 

Sae, in the tower o’ Cardoness, 

A howlet sits at noon 

And there led I the Busbys a’; 

My gamesome Billy Will, 
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And my son Maitland, wise as braye, 
Mj footsteps followed still. 

The Douglas and the Herons’ name 
\Ve set naught to their score 
The Douglas and the Herons’ name 
Had felt our weight before 

But Douglases o’ weight had we, 

A pair o’ trusty lairds. 

For building cot-houses sae famed, 

And christening kail-yards 

And by cur banners marched Muirhead, 
And liiiittle was na slack , 

Whose halj priesthood nane can stam. 
For y ha can dye the black ? 


ADDRES.S OF BEELZEBUB* 

TO THE PIll.sn>VNT OF TOF ^IO^IA^D BOCIETT. 

Lono life, 111) lord, and health be yours, 
Unsc.iithed b) hungeud Highland boorsl 
Lord, gr.iiit iiae duddie, desperate beggar, 

^ 1 dirk, clai more, or riislv trigger, 

May tn.n aukl Scotland o’ a life 
She likes — as hmibkins like a knife 

• The ‘ Alldross oi lU 4 1/4 bub niAdc its first appearance In the SeoU 
Magazine tehrimn Jsl'y, prinltd rttun the luamib* rlpt of Hums, and 
headed thus — “'ll! tin Jlcinouribb fhf P ari oflireudalbano, Presi- 

dent of llic Ki^iil l]on«*iii il»h Ihe Iliplil md •>ociit\ , whieh met on thc2drd 
Of Mn> last at Hit »rt, (oti/il frartkn, to cniicert ways and 

means to frustr iti. the d«‘sl„iis uf live hundred lllehl tnders, who, aa the 

soclctj wore intonoid bj Mr M , of A s, were so audacious as ta 

attempt an cai }ip( from thtir lawful lords and mastors, whose property 
they were, by cmiLwatton from tin Kiids ol Mr ‘Vf'llotiald, of Glengarry 
to the wUds of Canada In search of that fantastic thing, Llbxxtt " 
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Faith, you and A s were right 

To keep the Highland hounds in sight 
I doubt na, they wad bid nae better ; 

Then let them ance out owre the water j 
Then up amang thae lakes and seas 
They’ll mak’ what rules and laws they please | 
Some daring Hancock, or a Franklin, 

May set their Highland bluid a-rankhn’ ; 
Some Washington again may head them, 

Or some Montgomery fearless lead them, 

Till God knows what may be effected 
When by such heads and hearts directed 
Poor dunghill sons of diit and mire 
May to iiatrioian rights aspire ’ 

Nae sage North, now, nor sager Sackville, 

To watch and premier o’er the pack vile ; 
And whare will ye get Howes and Clintons 
To bung them to a right lepenUnce, 

To cowe the rebi gineiation, 

And sate the honor o’ the nation f 

Thet and he ' what right ha’e they 

To meat or shop, or liglit o’ day 
Far less to riches, powti, or liecdom, 

But what youi loi Khip likes to gi e them? 
Bui hear, my loid' (dcngiiry, lieai ' 

Youi hand 's owie light on them, I fear 
Yom factois, giicvcs, trustees, and bailies, 
f canna say but ihev do gay lies,* 

They lay aside u’ tcndei mercies. 

And till the lialhons to the hirses , f 
Yet while thet ’le only poiml’t and herriet,}: 
'I'hey’ll kee]) their stubborn Highland spirit) 
But smash them — crash them a’ to spalls i 
And rot the dy vors i’ the yails ' 

* Pretty well } Sold out and deapoUed 

t And atrip the clomu to the akin 
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The young dogs, swinge them to the labor { 
Let wark and hunger mak’ them sobei ' 

The hizzies, if they he aughtliiis fausont,* 

Let tlicm in Dimv Lane be lessoned' 

And if tlie wi\es and dirty hints 
E’en thiggcr at jour doors and letts, 

Flaffan ivi’ duds and gray wi' hcas’, 

Frightin’ aiva’ your dciiks and geese, 

Get out a lull sea hip or a joulei. 

The langest thong, the fioicest giowler, 

And gar the tatteied gipsies pack 
Wi’ a’ their bastaids on their back' 

Go on, my lord ' 1 lang to meet you. 

And 111 my house at hame to gieet you! 

WT common loids ye shanna mingle, — 

The henmost neuk beside the ingle, 

At my right han’, assigned your seat, 

’Tween llciod s hip and Polyciate, — 

Or if you on youi station tairow, 

Between Alinagro and Ihzairo, 

A seat. I’m sure ye’ie well desenin’t 
And till ye come — Your humble servant, 

BlelzeBUb. 

fune If Anno Mundx 5700 [a i> J78CJ 


STANZAS ON THE DUKE OF QUEENSBERRY 

How shall I sing Drumlanrig’s Grace — 
Discarded remnant of a lace 

Once gieat m martial stoiy" 

His foibeais’ \irtiics all contrasted — 

The very name of Douglas blasted — 

His that inverted glory. 


The itrll, irthey he et sU hfindeome. 
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Hate, enTy, oft the Douglas boie ; 

But he has superadcled more, 

And sunk them in contempt ; 

Follies and crimes have stained the name ; 
But, Uueensberr) , thine the virgin claim, 
From aught that’s good exempt 


A GRACE BEFORE DDvTSTEa 

O TiiotJ, vi’ho kindly dost piovide 
For ever) creatuie’s want' 

We bless 'Ihec, God of Nature wide. 
For all Thy goodness lent 

And, if it please Thee, Heavenly Guide, 
May never worse be sent, 

But whether granted or denied, 

Loid, bless us with content' 

Amen. 


ON TAM THE Cn\PMAN* 

As Tam the Chajimaii on a da) 

AVi’ Death fmgatheicd h) the way, 

Weel [ileaseil, he gieets a wight sae famous, 

And Death was nae less pleised wi’ Thomas, 

Wha dieeifullv lavs down tlie pack, 

And tlieie blows up a heart! crack , 

His social, iiiendiv, honest heart 
Sae tickled Death, thev could na part 
Sae, aftci viewing knives and gaiters. 

Death takes him haine to gi’e bun quarters. 

•Mr Kenneth , an ugiiit tp a incicinlik house in the nclgliborhood of 
Atyr Ihc hueswerc eompubcd impromptu l]> hui us on meetlus hU friend 
After lUs rocoveo a severe iUiiess 
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SKETCH OF A CHARACTER* 

A LITTLE, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight, 
And still his piecious self his dear delight, 
Who loves his own smart shadow iii the streets 
Better than e’er the fairest she he meets 
A man of fashion, too, he made his tour. 
Learned Vive la bagatelle* et Vive I’amour * 

So traielled monkeys their giimace improve, 
Polish their grin — naj, sigh for ladies’ love. 
Much specious loie, but little understood. 
Veneering olt outshines the solid wood 
His solid sense by inches you must tell. 

But mete his cunning by the old Scot’s ell , 

His meddling vanity, a busy fiend. 

Still making work Ins selfish craft must mend. 


VERSES 

iDDRESSFD TO TUE L\NDL\I)Y OF TDF INJJ AT ROSSI TN 

My blessings on you, soiisie wife * 

I ne’er was hcr<, bcfoie. 

You’ve gi’en as w.ilth for horn and knife, 

Nde heart could wish for more 
Heaven keep you lice fine caie and strife. 

Till far avont fourscore , 

And, while 1 toddle on through life, 

I’ll ne’er g.ing by your door 

* This frugnieni, sa^s Burns to Dugald StcMUi t, “ 1 lia\e not shown to 
nan living till 1 now send it to>ou Tt forms ttie postulita, the axioma, 
the definition of a ch 'ra< ter which. If It appear at uJl, shall be placed la a 
variety of ll^fhts Tins parUcuhtr part 1 Head you uicrelv as a BaiQC>>e of 
ny bond at portrait-sketdiing 
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ON BURNS’S HORSE BEING IMPOUNDED Bl 
THE MAYOR OF CARLISLE. 

Was e’er puir poet sae befitted P 

The maister drunk, — the horse committed 

Puir harmless beast ' tak’ thee nae care, 

Thou’lt be a horse when he ’s nae mair (mayor). 


ON A NOTED COXCOMB. 

Ligiit lay the earth on Billy’s breast, 
His chicken heart so tender , 

But build a castle on his head. 

His skull will prop it under 


EPIGRAM ON BACON* 

At Brownhill we alnais get dainty good cheer. 

And plen-,v of Bacon, each day in the tear , 

We’ve all things that's neat, and mostly m season 
But why alway s Bacon — come, give me a reason P 


ON MR W CRUIKSHANKS 

Honlst W ill ’s to heal en gane. 

And niony shall lament him. 

His faults they a’ in Latin lay. 

In English nane e’er kent them. 

* Baeon wm the n&me of the landlord of an inn at BrownhUlf who had 
btraded hlnuelf on the Poet and a fellow-gaett. 
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ON A SCHOOLMASTER.* 

Here lie Willie Michie's banes , 

O Satan ' M hen ye tak’ him, 

Gi’e him the Bthoolin’ o’ jour weans, 
For clever de’ils he’ll mak’ ’em ! 


ON THE KIRK OF LA^HNGTON.t 

IN CLYDESDALE 

As cauld a wind as ever blew, 

A caulder kirk, and m ’t but few , 

As cauld a Minister’s e’er spak’, — 
Ye’se a' be liet ere I come back. 


A MOTHER’S ADDRESS TO HER INFANT. 

My blessin’s upon thj sweet wee lijipie ' 

Mj blesisin’s upon thy bonnie e’e bne ' 

Tliy smiles are sae like nij blithe 'odger laddie, 
Thou ’s ave the dearer and dearer to me ' 


THE CREED OF POVERTY. 

In politics if thou wouldst mil. 

And mean th\ fortunes be , 

Bear tins in mind, — “ Be deaf and blind ; 
Let great folks hear and see ” 


* Willie Michie was scliooioiaster ufCleish parish, in Fifeshlre 
t Borni left this epigram In his pew at Lamliigton Kirk one Sunday 
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ON ANDREW TURNER. 

lu se’enteen hunder an’ forty-mne 
Satan took stuff to mak’ a swine, 
And cuist it in a corner. 

But wilily he changed his plan, 

And shaped it something like a man, 
And ca’d it Andrew Turner. 


LINES SPOKEN EXTEMPORE. 

ON BEING APPOINTED TO THE EXCISE 

Searciiino auld » lies’ barrels, 

Och, hon ' the day ' 

ITiat clarty harm should stain my laurels i 
But — what ’ll ye say ’’ 

These moiin’ things ca‘d wives and weans 
Wad move the very hearts o’ stanes ' 


INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET 

There ’. s death in the cup — sae beware ’ 
Nay, more — there is danger m touching; 
But wha can avoid the fell snare'’ 

The man and his wme ’s sae bewitching' * 


* One day, after dlnm r at Kttdalc, Burns wrote the sc lines on a goblet 
with his diamond S>ine vtould scim to hu\e been less aOcctcd with the 
compliment than with derating his crvsUI service, for he tnrew the goblet 
behind the fire We are not told what the Foet thought, but It is said that 
Brown, the clerk of" Slamp-offlcc Joluinv, ’ snatched the goblet oat of the 
fire tinlDjured, and kept it as a relic till his death C'dnmnohaii 



m 


BDINB’S rOKHB. 


POETICAL REPLY TO AN INVITATION. 
Sib- 

Touri thli moment I unse&l, 

And, faith. I’m gay and hearty I 
To tell the truth an’ shame the de’il, 

I am as fou* as Bartie . * 

But foorsday, sir, my promise leal, 

Eipect me o’ your party, 

If on a beastie I can speel. 

Or hurl in a cartie. R. B. 

Mouffiel, 1786. 


ON A SUICIDE 

Eabthed up here lies an imp o’ hell. 
Planted by Satan’s dibble . 

Poor Billy wretch ' he ’s damned himsel’ 
To sare the Lord the trouble. 


THE PARSON’S LOOKS. 

That there is falsehood in his looks 
I must and will deny , 

They say their master is a knave — 
And sure they do not he. 


A Kjle proT«rbift] uyliif 
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IMPROMPTU, 

OB HEB. eiddel’s BIETHDAT, NOTEMBEE 4 1793 | 

Old Winter with his frosty beard. 

Thus once to Jove his prayer preferred: 

What have I done, of nil the year. 

To bear this hated doom severe? 

My cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 

Night's horrid car drags dreary, slow [ 

My dismal months no joys are crowning. 

But spleeny English, hanging, drowning. 

Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 

To counterbalance all this evil. 

Give me, — and I’ve no more to say, — 

Give me Maria’s natal day' 

That brilliant gift will so enrich me. 

Spring, Summei, Autumn cannot match me. 
’Tis done ' savs Jove So ends my story. 

And winter once rejo.ced m glory 


WAR. 

I MtniDEB hate, by field or flood. 
Though glory's name mav screen us ; 
In wars at hame I’ll spend my blood, 
I.ife-giving wars of Venus. 

The deities that I adore 
Are social peace and plenty ; 

I’m better pleased to make one more 
Than be the death o’ twenty. 
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EXTEMPORE. 

PINNED TO A lady’s COACH. 

If you rattle along like your mistress’s tongue, 

Your speed will outrival the dart, 

But a fly for your load, }ou’Il break down on the road, 
If your stuff be as rotten ’s her heart. 


ON ROBERT RIDDEL.* 

To Riddel, much-lamented man. 

This ivied cot was dear 
Reader, dost value matchless worth P 
This ivied cot revere 


ON A PERSON NICKNAMED “THE MARQUIS,” 

THE LANDLORD OF A PUBLIC-DODSE IN DUMFRIES. 

Here lies a mock Marquis, whose titles were shammed . 
If ever he rise, it will be to be damned 


DRINKING 

My bottle IS my holy pool, 

That heals the wounds o’ care an’ dool ; 
And Pleasuie is a wanton trout, — 

An )e dunk it diy, ye’ll find him out 


* Traced on the wiudow of Irlar s Car«e Hermitage b7 the diamond of 
Pnrni, alter his ftiend s death 
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INVITATION TO A MEDICAL GENTLEMAN, 

TO ATTEND A MASONIC ANNIVERSARY MEETING. 

Friday first 's the day appointed, 

By our Right Worshipful anointed, 

To hold our grand procession , 

To get a blade o’ Johnnie’s morals, 

And taste a swatch o’ Manson’s barrels, 

I’ the way of our profession 
Our Master and the Brotherhood 
Wad a’ be glad to see you , 

For me I would he mair than proud 
To share the mercies wi’ j ou 
If Death, then, wi’ scaith, then. 

Some mortal heart is hechtin, 

Inform him, and storm him. 

That Saturday ye’ll fecht him. 

Robert Bdens. 


ON A COUNTRY LAIRD. 

AN ELECTION SQUIB 

Bless the Redeemci, Cardoness, 
With grateful lifted eiei. 

Who said that not the soul alone. 
But body too, must rise , 

For had He said, “ The soul alone 
From death 1 will deliver ; ” 
Alas ' alas ' O Cardoness, 

> Then thou hadst slept forever I 



«70 


BtrSNS’s POBHS. 


THE SELKIRK GRACE* 

Some ha’e meat, and canna eat, 
And Bome wad eat that want it | 
But we ha’e meat, and we can eat, 
And sae the Lord be thankit. 


ON GABRIEL RICHARDSON,! 

BREWEE, DUMFRIES 

Here brewer Gabriel’s fire ’s extinct, 

And empty all his barrels i 
He’s blest — if, as he brewed, he drink— 
In upright honest morals 


THE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES J 

Ye true " Loyal Natives,” attend to my song 
In uproar and not rejoice the night long j 
From envy and hatred jour corps is exempt. 

But where is joui shield fiom the darts of contempt? 


* Wlicii Burns was on a Msit to St Morj s Isle the £ari of Selkirk re> 
located )iim to sa^ grace 
1 Wr'ticn on a goMet 

t fho oricin of these lints Is related byCromek When politics ran high, 
Uvo I’oet happened to be in a tu\ eru, and i.ho loUow ing lines — the produo* 
Uonofoiicof ilie True Lo>ai >iutBe8 — were handed over the table tc 
Burns 

“ Yo sons of sedition, give car to mv song, 

Let bvine, Burns, nnd M wvcll pervade everv throng, 

With ( rukeii tlic atton)c>, and Mundrll the quack. 

Send Willic the monger to hell with a smack 
The Poet took out a pencil and In8tantl> wrote the above reply *Oui 
niroHAM 
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LINES WRITTEN ON A PANE OF GLASS, 

OK THE OCCASION OP A NATIONAL THANKSGIVINQ POE 
A NAVAL VICTOSY 

Yr hypocrites ' are these your pranks P 
To murder men, and gi’e God thanks ! 

For shame ' gi’e o’er, — proceed no further — 
God won't accept your thanks for murther ( 


INNOCENCE 

Innocence 

Looks gaily smiling oa j while rosy Pleasure 
Hides young Desire amid her flowery wreath, 
And pours tier cup luxuriant mantling high 
The sparking heavenly vintage. Love and Bhss ! 


UN SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT OF LORD 
GALLOWAY 

What dost thou in that mansion fairP 
Flit, Galloway, and find 
Some narrow, dirty dungeon cave, 

The picture of thy mind ' 


ON THE SAME 

No Stewart art thou, Galloway, — 
The Stewarts all were brave ; 
Besides, the Stewarts were but fools, 
Not one of them a knave. 
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ON THE SAME. 

Bbioht ran thy line, O Gallo-way ! 

Through many a far-famed sire ; 
So ran the far-famed Roman way, — 
So ended — m a mire ! 


TO THE SAME 

OK THE AUTHOR BEINO THREATENED -WITH HI* 
RESENTMENT 

Spare me thy yengeance, Galloway, — 

In quiet let me live 
I ask no kindness at thy hand. 

For thou hast none to give 


TO MISS JESSY LEWARS* 

Talk not to me of savages 
From Afiic’s burning sun , 

No savage e’er could rend my heart 
As, Jessy, thou hast done 

And Jessy’s lovely hand in mine, 

A mutual faith to jdighl, 

Not even to view the heavenly choir 
Would be so blest a sight 


• Jessy liCwars was the vouni; fnend whose tender care soothed the last 
flness of Burns Uii> suri,con cauu iii one day while she was with him, 
and ofTerod her a li*)t ol w dd beasts bclonginf to a menagerie Just arrived 
In the town Burns caught the paper firom his hands, and wrote on the 
tack of It the above verses 
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ON THE SICKNESS OF MISS JESSY LEWARS. 

Sat, sages, what 'a the charm on earth 
Can turn Death’s dart aside P 
It 18 not pnnty and worth, 

Else Jessy had not died. R. B. 


ON THE RECOVERY OF JESSY LEWARS. 

But rarely seen since Nature’s birth. 

The natives of the sky ; 

Yet still one seraph ’s left on earth. 

For Jessy did not die. R. B. 


TO MRS C , 

ON RECEIVING A WORK OF HlNNAH MORE 

Tnoo flattering maik of friendship kind. 
Still may thy pages call to mind 
The dear, the beauteous donor * 
Though 8\veetl\ female every pail, 

Yet such a head, and more the heart, 
Does both the sexes lioiior 
She showed her taste refined and just 
When she selected thec. 

Yet deviating, on ii I must. 

For so appioimg me 

But kind still, 1 mind still 
The giver in the gift , 

I’ll bless hei , and w iss her 
A frier d above the Lift. 
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THE TOAST 

Fill me with the rosy wine ; 

Call a toast — a toast divine ; 
Give the Poet’s darling flame, — 
Lovely Jessy be the name ; 

Then thou majest freely boast 
Thou hast given a peerless toast 


THE BLACK-HEADED EAGLE. 

A FKAGMENT, 

On the deliut of the Aostriuii by Dninourier, nt Oemnppe, Nor ina 

The black -headed eagle, 

As keen as a beagle, 

He hunted o’er height and owre howe; 

But fell m a trap 
On the braes o’ Gemappe 
E’en let him come oat as he Aowe. 


A BOTTLE AND AN HONEST FHIEND.* 


“ There '8 none that 'a bleat of humankind, 

But the cheerful and tho gay, man 
Fal la},*' 

Here ’s a bottle and an honest friend ! 

What wad you wish for mair, manP 
Wha kens, before his life may end. 

What his sh.ire may be of care, man P 

* These lines are a^enbed to Burns, but hJs brother Gilbert donbtt ttwif 
being written by him 
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Then catch the moments as they fiy, 

And use them as ye ought, man : 
Believe me, Happiness is shy. 

And comes not aye when sought, man. 


GRACE AFTER DINNER. 

O Thou, in whom we live and move, 
Who mad’st the sea and shore , 
Thy goodness constantly we prove. 
And, grateful, would adore. 

And if It please Thee, Power above. 
Still grant us, with such store, 

The friend we trust, the fair we love, 
And we desire no more 


ANOTHER GRACE 

Lqed, we thank an’ Thee adore, 

For temji’ral gifts we little merit j 
At present we will ask no more, — 

Let William Hyslop give the spirit I 


'10 THE EDITOR OF “THE STAR" 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 

We poor sons of meter 
Are aften negletkit, je ken 

Foi instance, your sheet, man, 
(Though gkid I’m to see ’t, man,) 

I get no ae day in ten. 
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TO DR. MAXWELL, 

ON MISS JESSY STAIG’S RECOYEKT. 

Maxwell, if merit here you crave, 
That merit I deny • 

You gave fair Jessy from the gravel 
An angel could not die 


THE PIPER. 

A FRAGMENT. 

There came a piper out o’ Fife, 

I wat na what they ca’d him , 

He played our cousin Kate a spring 
When Sent a body bade him , 

And aye the mair he botched and blew 
The mair that she forbade him 


JENNY M'CRAW. 

A FRAGMENT 

Jenny M'Criw, she has ta'en to the heather, — 
Say, was it the Covenant carried her thither ? 
Jenny M‘Craw to the mountains is gane. 

Their leagues and their covenants a’ she hag ta’en 
My head and my heart now, quo’ she, are at rest. 
And as for the lave, let the de’il do his best. 
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THE BOOK-WORMS* 

Thkottoh and through the inapirhd leavea, 
Ye maggots, make your windings ; 

But, oh ! respect his lordship’s taste, 

And spare his golden bindings. 


THE SOLEMN LEAGUE AND COVENANT t 

The Solemn League and Covenant 
Now brings a smile, now brings a tear ( 

But sacred Freedom, too, was theirs , 

If thou’rt a slave, mdulge thy sneer. 


LINES WRITTEN AT LOUDON MANSE 

Tun night was stil), and o’er the hill 
The moon shone on the t.istle wa’ , 

The inai is sang, w lule dowUiaps hang 
Around her, on the easlle wa’ 

Sae merrily tliej d.uiced the ring, 

Frae eViiiii’ till the cock did craw. 

And aye the o’eiwoid o’ IJie spring 
Was, Irvine’s banns are Ixiiinie a’. 


• ‘WrlUen in a Bpkndid library, wht n Vic funutl an njicul and werm 
Mten, but splendidly bound, copy of bliukiipcarc lying on the table 
t Spoken in reply to a gentlemaa who sneered at the latferinga of 
the Covenant for couecience’ sake 
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THE TWO LAWYERS. 

A SKETCH MADE IN 1787. 

Lord Advocate * 

He clenched his pamphlets in his fist, 
He quoted and he hinted, 

Till m a declamation mist 
His argument he tint it , 

He gapfed for t, he graped for’t, 

He found it was awa’, man , 

But what his common sense cam’ short. 
He eked out wi’ law, man. 

Collected Harry t stood a wee. 

Then opened out lus arm, man , 

His lordship sat, wi’ ruefu’ e’e. 

And eyed the gath’iing storm, manj 
Like wmd-driven hail, it did assail. 

Or torrents o’er a hnn, man , 

The Bench sae wise, lift up their eyes. 
Half-wakened wi’ the dm, man. 


TO JOHN M‘MUKDO,t ESa 

O, COULD I give thee India's wealth 
As I this trifle send ' 

Because thy joy in both would be 
To share them with a friend. 


* Mr Bar Campbell 

t The celebrateU llarry Ersblne, Dean of Facnltr 
t John M'Mnrdo, stewarU to the Duke of Queenabeirr, was the flUthAa 
Mend of Bnma during the whole period of bla reeldenoe In Nlthadale. 
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But golden sands did never grace 
The Heliconian stream ; 

Then take what gold can never buy— 
An honest Bard’s esteem. 


TO THE SAME. 

Blest be M'Muido to his latest day ' 

No envious cloud o’ercast his evening ray ; 
No vmnkle furrowed by the hand of Care, 
Nor ever Sorrow add one silver hair ! 

O, may no son the father's honor stain, 
Nor ever daughter give the mother pain ! 


TO A PAINTER, 

WHOK HE FOUND FaiNTINQ A PICTUKE OF JACOB’S 
DREAM. 

Dear , I’ll gi’e je some advice, 

You’ll tak’ it no uncivil 
You shouldna paint at angels mair, 

But try and paint the devil. 

To paint an angel’s kittle is ark, 

Wi’ Auld Nick there’s less danger | 

You’ll easy draw a weel-kent face, 

But no sae weel a stranger 
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ON A SHEEPS HEAD 


Dining at the Globe Tavern, Dumfries, when a sheep’s bead hap- 
pened to he provided, Bums was asked to say grace, and Instantly 
replied 

O Lokd 1 ■when hunger pinches sore 
Do Thou stand us m stead, 

And send us from Thy bounteous store, 

A tup or wether bead! — Amen. 

When dinner was over, he repeated the following lines 

0 Lokd I since ue have feasted thus, 

■Which we so little merit, 

Let Meg now take away the flesh, 

And Jock bring in the spirit! — Amen. 


TO A LADY,* 

WHO ■WA8 LOOKING UP THE TEXT DUBINO BEEMOIT. 

Faib Maid, jou need not take the hint, 

Nor idle tevts pursue 
’Twas guilty sinners that he meant — 

Not angels such as you ' 


* Hlsi Alnslie The text coTitaioed a hea^ denanclatloa agalnat Im- 
penitent linnen Burns took a »llp of paper, and wrote on It the abere 
Unea. 
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ON THE ILLNESS OF A FAVORITE CHILD. 

Now health forsakes that angel face, 

Nae maur my dearie smiles ; 

Pale sickness withers ilka grace, 

And a’ my hopes beguiles. 

The cruel Powers reject the prayer 
I hourly mak’ for thee ' 

Ye heavens, how great is my despair t 
How can I see him die I 


VERSES 

WBITTEN UNDER THE PORTRAIT OF FEBQUSSON, THR 
POET, IN A COPT OF THAT AUTnOR’S WORKS PBB- 
BF.NTED TO A TOUNQ LADY IN EDINBURGH, MARCH 

17, 1787 

Curse on ungrateful man ' that can be pleased, 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure I 
0 thou, my elder brother in misfortune ' 

By far mj elder brother in the Muses, 

With tears I pity thy unhappy fate ' 

Why 18 the bard unpitied by the world, 

Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures P 
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A VISION. 

Ab I ttood by yon rooflesi tower, 

Where the wa’-flower scenta the dewy air, 

Where the howlet mourns in her iry bower, 
And tells the midmght moon her care : 

The wmds were laid, the air was still, 

The stars they shot along the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill, 

And the distant-echoing glens reply. 

The stream, adown its hazelly path, 

Was rushmg by the ruin’d wa’s. 

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 

Wbase distant roarmg swells and fa's. 

The cauld blue north was streanung forth 
Her hghts, wi’ hissing, eene dm ; 

Athart the hit they start and shiit, 

Like Fortune’s farors, tint as win. 

By heedless chance I turn’d my eyes, 

And by the moonbeam, shook to see 
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A Item and italwert goust anie, 

Attir’d as muiitrels wont to be 

Had 1 statue been o’ stane, 

Hib dann’ look bad daunted me : 

And on hie bonnet grav’d wae plain, 

The sacred posy — Libertie* 

And frae his harp sio strains did flow, 

Might rous’d the slumbering dead to hear ; 

But, oh, It was a tale of woe, 

As ever met a Briton’s ear. 

He sang wi’ joy his former day, 

He, weeping, wail’d his latter times | 

But what he said it was nae play, 

I wmna ventur’t in my rhymes.* 


* me 8cenei7, so floely described in this poem, Is taken fh>m natnra. 
The poet Is supposed to be musing, b; night, on the bLnks of the ClU' 
den, near the ruins of Llncladen Abbey, of which some acconnt Is given 
In Pennant's Tour and Qrose s Antiquities It is to bo regretted that he 
suppressed the song of Llbertle From the resources of his genius, and 
the grandeur and solemnity of the preparation, something might have 
been anticipated, equal, If not superior, to the Address of Bmce to his 
Army, to the Bong of Death, or to the fervid and noble description of the 
Djing Boldlei In the Field of BattiO' 
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BANNOCK BURN. 

ROBEBT BRDCE’b ISOBEBB TO HTR ABUT 

Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 

Scots, wham Bruce has aften led ( 
Welcome to jour gory bed. 

Or to glorious nctone 

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour} 

See the front of battle lower , 

See approach proud Edward’s power — 
Edward ' chams ' and slavene 1 

Wha will be a traitor knave P 
Wha can till a coward’s grave P 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor ' coward 1 turn and flee 1 

Wha for Scotland’s king and law 
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa’ P 
Caledonian 1 on wi’ me 1 

By oppression’s woes and pains I 
By your sons in servile chains I 
We will dram our dearest veins. 

But they shall be — shall be free! 

Lay the proud usurpers low 1 
Tj’rants fall in every foe ! 

Liberty s in every blow I 

Forward 1 let us do, or die 1 




Soots, wlia ha’e ” 


Piute 4M 
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SONO OF DEAXa 

Scene — A Field of Battle Time of the day — EvtTir 
xng The wounded and dying of the tictonoui 
army are supposed to join tn the following Song. 

Faeewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye 
ekies, 

Now gay with the bright setting sun i 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties, 
Our race of esistence is run ' 

Thou grim king of terrors, thou life’s gloomy foe. 

Go, frighten the coward and slave , 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know. 

No terrors hast thou to the brave ' 

Thou strik’st the dull peasant — he sinks in the dark, 
Nor saves e’en the wreck of a name , 

Thou Rtrik’st the young hero — a glorious markl 
He falls in the blaze of his fame ’ 

In the proud field of honor — our swords in our hands, 
Our king and our country to save — 

While Victory shines on bfe’s last ebbing sands, 

0, who would not rest with the brave 1 
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IMITATION 

OF AK OLD JACOBrrZ BONG. 

Bt yon castle va’, at the close of the day, 

I heard a man sing, though his head it was gray | 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came — 
There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

The church is in ruins, the state is in jars , 

Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars , 

We dare na weel say’t, but we ken wha’s to blame — 
There’ll never he peace tdl Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword. 

And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd ) 
It brak the sweet heart o’ my iaithfu’ auld dame — 
There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life IS a burden that bows me down, 

Sin’ I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown ; 

But till mj last moment my words are the same — 
There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 


THE LASS OF INVERNESS 

The lovely lass o’ Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see | 
For e’en and morn she cries, alas * 
And ay the saut tear blin’s her e’e ■ 
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DrumoBtie moor, DrumoBgie day, 

A waefii’ day it wag to me ; 

For there I lost my father dear, 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay, 

Their graves are growing green to see. 

And by them hes the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman’s e’e I 

Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 

For monie a heart thou hast made aw, 
That ne’er did wrong to thine or theei 


THE ABSENT WARRIOR. 

Tune — “ Logan Water.” 

O Logan ' sweetly didst thou glide. 
That day I was my WiUie’s bnde j 
And years sinsyne have o’er us run, 
Like Logan to the simmer sun 
But now thy flow’ry banks appear. 
Like drumhe winter, dark and drear j 
While my dear lad maun face his fees. 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o' May 
Has made our bills and valleys gay | 
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The birds rejoice in leafy bow^ 

The bees hum round the breathing flow’rs 
Bhthe Morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And Evening’s tears are tears of joy ; 

My soul, delightless, a’ surveys, 

While Wilhe ’s far frae Logan braes. 

Within }on milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Amang her nestlings sits the thrush ; 

Her faithfu’ mate will share her toil, 

Or wi’ his song her cares beguile t 
But I, wi’ my sweet nurslings here, 

Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer. 

Pass widow’d nights and jojless days. 
While Willie’s far frae Logan braes 

0, woe upon you, men o’ state. 

That brethren rouse to deadly hate * 

As ye make monie a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return I 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow’s tears, the orphan’s cryP 
But soon may peace brmg happier daya. 
And Wilhe, hame to Logan braes. 



BUEVS’! PDEMB. 


489 


THE WAHRIOB’S RETURN. 

Am — ••The Mill, MiU, 0." 

When wild war’s deadly blast was blawn. 
And gentle peace returning, 

Wi’ mome a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mome a widow mourmng : 

I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I’d been a lodger. 

My humble knapsack a’ my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was m my breast, 

My hand unstain’d wi’ plunder ; 

And for fair Scotia’s hame again 
I cheery on did wander 

I thought upon the banks o’ Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancv, 

I thought upon the witching smile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reach’d the borne glen. 

Where early life I sported ; 

I pass’d the mill and trystin’ thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I courted 

Wha spied I but my am dear mud, 

Down by her mother’s dwelling ! 

And turn’d me round to bide the flood 
That in my een was swelhng. 
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Wi’ alter’d Toioe, quoth I, “ Sweet laaa. 
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom, 

O I happy, happy may he be, 

That’s dearest to thy bosom I 

“ My purse is light. I’ve far to gang, 

And fain would be thy lodger | 

I’ve serv’d my king and country lang. 
Take pity on a sodger ” 

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me, 

And lovelier was than ever i 

Quo’ she, “ A sodger ance I lo’ed, 
Forget him shall I never. 

“ Our humble cot, and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake it. 

That gallant badge, the dear cockade. 
Ye’re welcome for the sake o’t” 

She gaz’d — she redden’d hke a rose — 
Syne pale like only lily ; 

She Sank within my arms, and cried, 

“ Art thou my am dear WiUie P ” 

“By him who made yon sun and sky — 
By whom true love ’s regarded, 

I am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded. 

“ The wars are o’er, and I’m come ham^ 
And find thee stili true-hearted : 

Tho’ poor in gear, we’re nch m love. 
And mair we’se ne’er be parted.” 
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Quo’ ihe, “ My grandBire left me gowd, 
A mulen plemgh’d &irly ; 

And come, my faithful sodger lad, 
Thou’rt welcome to it dearly ! ” 

For gold the merchant plougha the main, 
The farmer ploughs the manor , 

But glory is the sodger’s prize, 

The sodger’a wealth is ^,np_r 

The b rave poor sodger ne’er despise, 

Nor count h im as a stranger ; 

Remember he’s his countr^s stay 
In day and hour of danger. 


LORD GREGORY. 

O, UBE, mirk is this midnight hour. 

And loud the tempest’s roar ; 

A wakefu’ wanderer seeks thy tow’r — 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

At exile frae her father’s ha’, 

And a’ for loving thee ; 

At least some pity on me show. 

If love It may na be. 

Lord Gregory, mind’st thou not the grOTe 
By home Irwine side, 

Where first I own’d that virgin-love 
1 lang, lang had denied. 
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How aften didst thou pledgee and tow, 
Thou wad for ay be mine ' 

And my fond heart, itsel’ sae true, 

It ne’er mistrusted thme. 

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast • 

Thou dart of heaven, that flashest by, 
O wilt thou give me rest P 

Ye mustering thunders from above. 
Your willing victim see t 
But spare, and pardon my fause love. 
His wrangs to Heaven and me I 


OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH I 

WITH ALTEHATIOHB 

Oh, open the door, some pity show, 

Oh, open the door to me, oh ' 

Tho’ thou hast been false, I’ll ever prove true | 
Oh, open the door to me, oh • 

Cauld IS the blast upon my pale cheek. 

But caulder thy love for me, oh ' 

The frost that freezes the life at mj heart, 

Is nought to my pains frae thee, oh ' 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave, 
And tune is setting with me, oh t 
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False fnends, false love, farewell ! for mair 
I’ll ne’er trouble them nor thee, oh I 

She has open'd the door, she has open’d it wide j 
She sees his pale corse on the plain, oh t 
My true love I she cried, and sank down by bu aids 
Never to rise again, oh I 


THE ENTREATY. 

Tune — “ Lei me in this ae night," 

O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet P 
Or art thou wakin’, I would wit ? 

For Love has bound me hand and foot, 
And I would fain be m, jo. 

CHOBUS 

O let me in this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 

For pity’s sake, this ae night, 

O rise and let me in, jo 

Thou hear’st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star blinks thro’ the driving sleet | 
Tak pity on my weary feet, 

And shield me frae the r^, jo. 

O let, At). 
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The bitter blaat that round me Mawa, 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa’s ; 

The cauldness o’ thy heart ’s the cause 
Of a’ my grief and pain, jo. 

O let, &c. 


THE ANSWER. 

O TELD na me o’ wind and rain, 

Upbraid na me wi’ cauld disdain I 
Gae back the gate ye cam again, 

I wmna let you in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

I tell you now this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 

And ance for a’, this ae mght, 

I wmna let you in, jo. 

The snelliest blast, at mirkest hours. 

That round the pathless wand’rer pours, 

Is nocht to what poor she endures 
That's trusted faithless man, jo. 

I tell, &C. 

The sweetest Sower that deck’d the mead, 
Now trodden hke the vilest weed ; 

Let simple maid the lesson read. 

The weird may be her am, jo. 

lteU,&o. 
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The bird that charm’d his summer-dajr, 
Is now the cruel fowler’s prey ; 

Let witless, tnisdng woman say 
How aft her fate ’s the same, jo. 

1 tell, ko. 


THE FORLORN LOVER. 

Tunb — “ Lei me tn this ae nighi." 

Forlorn, my love, no comfort near, 

Far, far from thee, I wander here, 

Far, far from thee, the fate severe. 

At which I most repine, love. 

CHORUS. 

O wert thou, love, but near me, 

But near, near, near me ; 

How kindly thou wouldst cheer me. 
And mingle sighs with mine, lov*. 

Around me scowls a wint’ry sky. 

That blasts each bud of hope and joy { 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I, 
Save in those arms of thine, love. 

O wert, &o 

Cold, alter’d Fnendship’s cruel part. 

To poison Fortune’s ruthless dart — 

Let me not break thy faithful heart, 

And say that fate is mine, lov*. 

O w«rt, & 0 . 
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But dreary tho’ the moments fleet, 
O, let me thmk we yet shall meet I 
That only ray of solace sweet 

Can on thy Chloris shine, loTe. 
0 wert, &o 


THE DREARY NIGHT 

Tune — “ Catdd Kail tn Aherdeat.” 

How lang and dreary is the night, 
When I am frae my dearie ! 

I restless he frae e’en to morn, 
Though I were ne’er sae weary. 

CHORUS. 

For oh, her lanely nights are langi 
And oh, her dreams are eerie ( 
And oh, her widow’d heart is sair, 
That’s absent frae her dearie. 

When I thmk on the hghtsome days 
I spent wi’ thee, my dearie j 
And now what seas between us roar, 
How can I but be eerie ? 

For oh, &C. 

How slow ye more, ye heavy hours f 
The joyless day, how dreary I 
It was na sae ye glinted by. 

When I was wi’ my deane. 

For oh. Sic. 
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POORTITH CAULD. 

Tune — “ I had a Eorte." 

O POOETlin cauld, and restless love, 
To wreck my peace between ye j 
Yet poortith a' I could forgive, 

An’ ’twere na for my Jeany 

CUORUB. 

0 why should Fate sic pleasure haw, 
Life’s dearest bands untwining? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as Love 
Depend on Fortune’s shining? 

This warld’s wealth, when I think on. 

Its pride and a’ the lave o’t ; 

Fie, fie on silly coward man, 

That he should be the slave o’t. 

O why, &C. 

Her een sae borne blue betray 
How she repays my passion j 
But piudence is her o'erword ay, 

She talks of rank and fashion. 

O why, & 0 . 

O wha can prudence think upon. 

And SIC a lassie by him ? 

O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sae in love as 1 am ? 

0 why, && 
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How bleit the humble cotter’s fate I 
He WOOS his simple deane } 

The lillie bogles, wealth and state, 
Can never make them eerie. 

O why, & 0 . 


CLABINDA. 

CUKINDA, mistress of my soul. 

The measur’d time is run 1 
The wretch beneath the dreary pole 
So marks his latest sun. 

To what dark cave of frozen night 
Shall poor Sylvander hie, 

Depm’d of thee, his life and hght. 

The sun of all his joy ’ 

We part — but by these precious drops 
That fill thy lovely eyes I 
No other hght shall guide my steps 
Till thy bnght beams arise. 

She, the fair sun of all her sex. 

Has blest my glonous day f 
And shall a ghmm’nng planet fix 
My worship to its ray? 
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ISABELLA. 

Tune — " M'Ongor of Btro't Lament " 

Ravinq wiads around her blowmg, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing — 
By a nver hoarsely roaring, 

Isabella stray’d, deploring — 

"Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure j 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow, 
Cheerless night, that knows no morrow 

“ O’er the past too fondly wand’ring, 

On the hopeless future pond’ring ; 

Chilly grief my life-blood fieezes, 

Fell despair my fancy seizes. 

Life, thou soul of ev’ry blessing, 

Load to mis’ry most distressing, 

O, how gladly I’d resign thee, 

And to dark obhvion join thee I ’’ 


WANDEBINO WILLIE. 

Hebe awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, hand away bame | 

Come to my bosom, my am only dearie. 

Tell me thou bnng’at me my Willie the same. 
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Winter winds blew loud and cauld at our parting. 
Fears for my Wilhe brought tears in my e’e j 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
The simmer to nature, my WiUie to me I 

Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave of your slumbers. 
How your dread howhng a lover alarms ! 

Wauken, ye breezes, row gently, ye billows. 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh ' if he’s faithless, and minds na his Name, 
Flow still between us, thou wide-roanng main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, dying, believe that my W illie ’s my ^ I 


THE PARTING KISS. 

Jockey ’b taen the parting kiss, 

O’er the mountams he has gane ; 

And with him is a’ my bliss 

Nought but griefs with me remain. 

Spare my luve, ye winds that blaw, 
Flashy sleets and beating ram I 

Spare my luve, thou feath’ry snaw, 
Drifting o'er the frozen plam 1 

When the shades of evening creep 
O’er the day’s fair, gladsome e’e, 

Sound and saftly may he sleep. 
Sweetly blithe his wauk’ning be. 
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He will think on her he loves, 
Fondly he’ll repeat her name t 
For where’er he distant roves, 
Jockey’s heart is still at hame. 


THE ROAHING OCEAN. 

Tune — “Drutmton dvbh.” 

Musing on the roaring ocean, 

Which divides my love and me j 
Wearying Heav’n, in warm devotion, 
For his weal, where’er he be. 

Hope and fear’s alternate billow, 
"Yielding late to Nature’s law j 
Whisp’ring spirits, round my pillow, 
Talk of him that ’s far awa’ 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 

Ye who neier shed a tear, 
Oare-untroubled, joy-surrounded. 
Gaudy day to you is dear 

Gentle night ! do thou befriend mej 
Downy sleep, the curtain draw | 
Spirits kind, again attend me, 

Talk of him that ’s far awa’. 
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FAm ELIZA, 

A GAELIC AIE. 

Then again, thou fair Elua, 

Ae kind blink, before we part, 

Rfiw on thy despairing lover , 

Canst thou break his faithful heart P 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ; 

If to lore thy heart denies. 

For pity hide the cruel sentence 
Under friendship’s kind disguise. 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended P 
The offence is loving thee • 

Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 
Wha for thine would gladly die P 
While the life beats in my bosom. 
Thou shalt mix in ilka throe ; 

Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sneet smile on me bestow 

Not the bee upon the blossom. 

In the piide o’ sinny noonj 
Not the little sporting fairy. 

All beneath the simmer moon | 

Not the poet, in the moment 
Fancy lightens on his e’e, 

Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture. 
That thy presence gies to me. 
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KTJ7A. 

Tuins — “ Nancy 't <o Oit Qreenieood” &«. 

Faiuewell, thou stream that winding flows 
Around Eliza’s dwelhng ! 

0 mem’ry, spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelling. 

Condemn’d to drag a hopeless chain, 

And yet in secret langmsh, 

To feel a fire in ev’ry vem. 

Nor dare disclose my angmsh. 

Love’s veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover ( 

The bursting sigh, th’ unweetmg groan. 
Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom’st me to despair. 

Nor wilt nor canst reheve me ; 

But oh, Eliza, hear one prayer. 

For pity’s sake, forgive me I 

’The music of thy voice I heard, 

Nor wist, while it enslav’d me ; 

I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear’d. 

Till fears no more had sav’d me : 

Th’ unwary sailor thus aghast. 

The wheehng torrent viewing, 

Idid circhng horrors, sinks at last 
In overwhelming ruuu 



BUBNS’S POEHS. 


AM 


THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLK. 

The Catrme woods were yellow seen, 

The flow'rs decay’d on Catrme lea i 
Nae lav’rock sang on hillock green, 

But Nature sicken’d on the e’e 

Thro’ faded groves Maria sang, 

HerseT m beautj’s bloom the whyle , 
And ay the wild-wood echoes rang. 
Farewell the braes o’ Bnllochmyle 1 

Low in your wint’ry beds, ye flow’rs. 
Again ye’ll flourish fresh and fair i 
Ye birdies dumb, in with’nng bow’rs. 
Again ye’ll charm the vocal air : 

But here, alas I for me, nae mair 
Shall birdie charm, or flow’ret smile. 
Farewell the borne banks of Ayr, 
Farewell, farewell ! sweet Ballochmyle. 


GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Ajtce mair I hml thee, thou gloomy December | 
Anoe mair I hail thee, wi’ sorrow and care ; 
Sad was the partmg thou makes me remember 
Parting wi’ Nancy, oh, ne’er to meet mair I 
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Fond lovers’ parting is sweet, painful pleasure { 

Hope beaming mild on the soft, partmg hour} 

But the dire feeling, O farewell for ever 1 
Is anguish unmingled, and agony pure 

Wild as the Winter now tearing the forest, 

Till the last leaf o’ the Summer is flown, 

Such IS the tempest has shaken my bosom, 

Since my last hope and last comfort is gone. 

Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Still shall I had thee wi’ sorrow and care j 
For sad was the parting thou mokes me remember, 
Partmg wi’ Nancy, oh, ne’er to meet mair t 


DEPAETURE OF NANCY. 

Tune — “ Oran-gaoii." 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive ) 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart 1 
Sever’d from thee, can I survive ? 

But fate has will’d, and we must part. 

I’ll often greet this surging swell, 

Yon distant isle will oilen hail: 

“ E’en here I took the last farewell; 
There, latest mark’d her vanish'd saiL” 

Along the sohtary shore. 

While flittmg sea-fowl round me cry, 
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A cross the rollmg, dashing roar, 
rU -westward turn my wistful eye : 

Happy, thou Indian grove, I’ll say, 
Where now my Nancy’s path may be I 
While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 
O tell me, does she muse on me ? 


MY NANIE ’S AWA. 

iDNE — “There’ll never he peace,” «tc. 

Now in her green mantle blithe Nature arrays, 

And listens the lambkins that bleat o’er the braes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it’s delightless — my Name’s awa. 

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn. 
And violets bathe m the weet o’ the morn ; 

They pain my sad bosom so sweetly they blaw, 

They mind me o’ Name — and Name ’s awa. 

Thou laVrock that springs frae the dews of the la-wn, 
The shepherd to warn o’ the gray-breakmg dawn. 
And thou mellow mavis that hails the night-fa’. 

Give over, for pity — my Name ’s awa 

Come, Autumn, sae pensive, m yellow and gray. 
And soothe me wi’ tidings o’ Nature’s decay : 

The dark, dreary Winter, and wild-driving snaw, 
Alane can delight me — my Name ’s awa. 



BTniSB’a poiaa. 


601 


BANKS O* BOON. 

Te banks and braes o’ borne Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fairP 

How can ye chant, ye httle birds. 

And I sae weary, fu’ o’ care ? 

Thou 'It break my heart, thou warbling bird, 
That wantons thro’ the flow’nng thorn : 

Thou minds me o’ departed joys, 

Departed, never to return- 

Oft hae I rov’d my borne Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine j 

And ilka bird sang o’ its love, 

And fondly sae did I o’ mine. 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 

Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree { 

And my fause lover stole my rose. 

But, ah 1 he left the thorn wi’ me. 


’THE DISCONSOLATE LOVEK. 

Now Spring has clad the groves in green, 
And strew’d the lea wi’ flowers ; 

The farrow’d waving corn is seen 
Bejoioe in fostering showers : 
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While ilka thing in nature join 
Their sorrows to forego, 

O why thus all alone are mine 
The weary steps of woe ! 

The trout within yon wunplmg bun 
Glides swifit, a silTer dart, 

And safe beneath the shady thorn. 
Defies the angler’s art : 

My hfe was ance that careless streami 
That wanton trout was I ; 

But love, wi’ unrelenting beam. 

Has scorch’d my fountains dry 

The little flowret’s peaceful lot, 

In yonder clifl" that grows, 

Which, save the Lnnet’s flight, I wot, 
Nae ruder visit knows, 

Was mine ; till love has o’er me past. 
And blighted a’ my bloom ; 

And now beneath the withering blast. 
My youth and joy consume. 

The waken’d lav’rock warbling springs, 
And climbs the early sky, 
Wmnowing blithe her dewy wings 
In morning’s rosy eye , 

As little reckt I sorrow’s pow’r. 

Until the flow’ry snare 
O’ witching love, in luckless hour. 
Made me the thrall o’ care. 

U, hod my fate been Greenland snows, 
Or Afnc’s buriung sone. 



I see the flowers and spreadings trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing' Page 509 
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WP men and nature leagu’d mj foes, 

So Peggy ne’er I’d known ! 

The wretch whase doom is, “ Hope nae mair,” 
What tongue hia woes can tell P 
Withm whase bosom, save despair, 

Nae kmder spirits dwell 


CRAGIE^BiniN 
Tune — “Cragte-Bum Wood” 

Sweet fa’s the eve on Cragie-Bum, 

And bhthe awakes the morrow j 

But a’ the pride o’ Spring’s return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow, 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing; 

But what a weary wight can please. 

And care his bosom wringing? 

Fam, fam would I my griefs impart. 

Yet dare na for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart, 

If I conceal it langer 

If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou shalt love anither. 

When yon green leaves fade frae the treat 
Around my grave they’ll wither. 
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THE CHEERLESS SOUL. 

Tuitb — “Jocke^M Gray Breeks." 

Again rejoicing Nature sees 
Her robe assume its vernal hues ; 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 

All freshly steep’d m morning devra. 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 

In vain to me the vi’lets spring j 

In rain to me m glen or shaw, 

The mavis and the hntwhite sing. 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi’ joy the tentie seedsman stalks; 

But life to me ’s a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wauks. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 

Amang the reeds the ducklings cry ; 

The stately swan majestic swims, 

And everything is blest but I 

The sheep-herd steeks his fauldmg slap. 
And owre the moorland whistles shrill ; 

Wi’ wild, unequal, wand’ring step 
I meet him on the dewy hill 

And when the lark, ’tween hght and dark. 
Blithe waukens by the daisy’s aids. 
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And mounts snd smgs on flittering wings, 
A woe-wom ghaist, I hameward glide. 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl. 
And, raging, bend the naked tree. 

Thy gloom will eoothe my cheerless soul, 
When nature all is sad like me I 


MARY MORISON. 

TcwB — “ Btde yt yet.” 

0 Mabt, at thy window be. 

It IS the wish’d, the trjsted hour I 
Those smiles and glances let me see, 
That make the miser’s treasure poor ; 
How blithely wad 1 bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 

Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen, when to the tremblmg string 
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’. 
To thee my fancy took its wing, — 

I sat, but neither beard nor saw I 
Tbo’ this was fair, and that was braw. 
And you the toast of a’ the town, 

1 sigh’d, and said amaiig them a’, 

" Ye are na Mary Morison.” 
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0 Mary, canat thou wreck hia peace, 
Wha for thy aake would gladly die P 
Or canst thou break that heart of hie, 
Whaae only fault la loving thee ^ 

If love for love thou wilt na gie. 

At least be pity to me shown 
A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o’ Maty Moiison. 


FAIR JENNY 
Tuitb — “ Sate ye my father 7 ” 

Whsbe are the joys that I’ve met in the morning. 
That danc’d to the lark’s early song i* 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand’rmg. 

At evening, the wild woods among? 

No more a-winding the course of yon river, 

And marking sweet flow’rets so fair , 

No more 1 trace the light footsteps of pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad sighmg care. 

Is it that Summer ’s forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly Winter is near ^ 

No, no ' the bees humming round the gay rosea, 
Proclaim it the pride of the year 

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover. 

Yet long, long too well have I known 



BTTBKS’a POXMB. 


613 


All that has caused tbs imck in my bosom, 

Is Jenny, fcui Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my ^efs are immortal. 
Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 

Come then, enamor’d and fond of my anguish, 
Enjoyment I’ll seek in my woe. 


ADDEESS TO THE WOOD-LAEK. 

Tukb — “ Where'll borne Ann he*” Or, " LoeK-Erock 
tide” 

0 STAY, sweet-warblmg wood-lark, stay, 

Nor quit for me the trembling spray j 
A hapless lover courts thy lay, 

Thy soothing, fond complaining. 

Again, again that tender part. 

That I may catch thy melting art ; 

For surely that wad touch her heart, 

Wha kills me wi’ disdaiiung. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 

And heard thee as the careless wmd F 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join’d. 

Sic notes o’ woe could wauken. 

Thou tells of never-ending care | 

O’ speechless grief and dark despair | 

For pity’s sake, sweet bird, nae mair. 

Or my poor heart is broken I 
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FRAGMENT, 

n miHKSBPOON’S COLLECTION OF SCOT’S SOKCHI 
Air — “ Hughie Oraham.” 

0 WEBE my lore yon lilac feir, 

Wi’ purple blossoms to the spring ; 

And I a bird to shelter there, 

When weaned on my little wing : 

How wad I mourn when it was tom, 

By autumn wild, and winter rude I 

But 1 wad Bing on wanton wing. 

When youthful May its bloom renew’d.* 

“ O gin my loTe were yon red rose, 

That grows upon the castle-wa’, 

And I mysel’ a drap o’ dew 
Into her borne breast to fa’ t 

“ O, there beyond expression blest, 

I’d feast on beauty a’ the night j 

Seal’d on her silk-soft foulds to rest, 

Till fley’d awa by Pbeebus’ bght.” 


Tkss* lUiisuwm gnllxed tj Baris. 
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ADDEESS TO A LADY. 

Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea. 

My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I’d shelter thee, I’d shelter thee : 

Or did misfortune’s bitter storms 
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw, 
Thy bield should be my bosom. 

To share it a’, to share it a’. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, aae black and bare, 
The desert were a paradise. 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there ; 
Or weie I monarch o’ the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign. 

The brightest jewel in aiy crown 
Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 


THE AULD MAN. 

But lately seen in gladsome green, 

The woods rejoice the day; 

Thro’ gentle show’rs the laugbmg flow*!* 
In double pride were gay. 
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But now our joyi «re fled 
On winter blasts awa ; 

Yet maiden May, in rich array, 
Again shall bring them a’. 

But my white pow, nae kindly thow* 
Shall melt the snaws of age j 
My trunk of eild, but buss or bield, 
Sinks in Time’s wint’ry rage 
Oh, age has weary days, 

And nights o’ sleepless pain I 
Thou golden time o’ youthful prime, 
Why com’st thou not again f 


JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO. 

John Andekson, my jo, John, 
When we were first sequent. 
Your locks were hke the raven, 
Your borne brow was brent ; 

But now your brow is held, John, 
Your locks are like the snow 
But blessings on your frosty pow„ 
John Anderson, my jo 

John Anderson, myjo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither. 
And monie a canty day, John, 
We’ve had wi’ ane amlheri 



BUBNS’S POElCS. 


fil7 


Now we maun totter down, John, 
But hand in hand we’ll go, 

And sleep thegither at the foot, 
John Anderson, mj jo. 


AULD LANG SYNE. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to mm’ ? 

Should auia acquaintance be forgot. 
And days o’ lang syne P 

cnoKUS. 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang synej 
We’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 

We twa hae run about the braes. 

And pu’t the gowans fine ; 

But we've wander’d mome a weary foot 
Sin’ auld lang syne 

For auld, &c. 

We twa hae paull’t i’ the bum, 

Frae moi nin’ sun till dine , 

But seas between us braid hae roar'd, 
Sin’ auld lang syne. 

For auld, &c. 
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And here’s a hand, my trusty fiere, 

And gie’s a hand o’ thine ; 

And we’ll tak. a nght guid wiUie-waugh^ 
For auld lang syne. 

For auld. See. 

And surely ye’ll be your pint-stowp, 

And surely I’ll be mine ; 

And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld, &c. 


HOPELESS LOVE. 

’Tune — “ Lxggeram Cosh.” 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill, 

As the lambs before me j 

Careless ilka thought and free, 

As the breeie flew o’er me : 

Now nae longer sport and play, 
Mirth nor sang can please me | 

Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seize me 

Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring: 

Trembling, I dow nocht but glowV, 
Sighing, dumb, despaiimg I 
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If she winna ease the thraws, 

In my bosom swellmg, 
Underneath the grass-green tod 
Boon maun be my dwelling. 


THE BANES OP NITH, 

Tune — “ Bohie Donna Ooraeh.” 

The Thames flows proudly to the sea, 
Where rojal cities stately stand ; 

But sweeter flows the Nith to me, 

Where Commons ance had high command 

When shall I see that honor’d land. 

That winding stream I love so dear t 

Must wayward F ortuiie’s adverse hand 
For ever, ever keep me here P 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales, 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily bloom I 

How sweetly wind thy sloping dales. 

Where lambkins wanton thro’ the broonk 

Tho’ wand’nng now, must be my doom, 

Far from thy home banks and braes, 

May there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days I 
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BANKS OF CREE. 

Hebe is the glen, and here the bovf’r, 
All underneath the birchen shade ; 
The Tillage bell has told the hour • 

O what can stay my lovely maid P 

Tis not Maria’s whisp'ring eaU ; 

Tis but the balm) -breathing gale 
Miit with some warbler’s dying fall, 

The dewy star of eve to hail 

It is Maria’s voice I hear ! 

So calls the wood-lark, in the grove, 
His little faithful mate to cheer 
At once ’tis music — and ’tis love 

And art thou come’ and art thou true? 

O welcome, dear to love and me 1 
And let us all our vows renew. 

Along the flow’ry banks of Cree. 


CASTLE GORDON 

Stbeahs that glide in orient plains, 
Never bound by winter’s chains j 
Glowing here on golden sands. 
There commix’d with foulest stains. 
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From tyranny’s empurpl’d bands | 
These, their richly-gleaming wares 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves j 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 

Spicy forests, ever gay, 

Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil. 

Or the ruthless native’s way. 

Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil ) 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 

I leave the tyrant and his slave j 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms by Castle Gordon 

Wildly, here, without control. 

Nature reigns, and rules the whole 5 
In that sober, pensive mood. 

Dearest to the feeling soul. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood ) 
Life’s poor day I’ll musing rave. 

And find at night a shelt’ring cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave 
By borne Castle Gordon. 



539 


BUBNS’S ponu. 


AFTON WATER. 

Flow gently, gweet Afton, among the green braea, 
Flow gently, I’ll amg thee a gong in thy ptaiae : 

My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro’ the glen, 
Ye wild-whistliiig blackbirds in yon thorny den, 

Thou green-ciested lapwing, thy screaming forbear ; 

I charge you disturb not my slumbenn" fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighboring hills. 

Far mark’d by the courses of clear, winding rills, 
'here daily I wander, as noon rises high, 

B./ flocks and my Mary’s sweet cot m my eye. 

Uow pleasant thy hanks and green valleys below, 
Where wdd in the woodlands the primroses blow ; 
There, oft as the mild evening weeps over the lea. 

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how gently it glides. 

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides 
How w anton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 

As, gath’ring sweet flow’rets, she stems thy clear wave 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays j 
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream j 
Flow gently, sweet Ailon, disturb not her dream. 
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THE SACBED VOW. 

TtriTE — “ Allan Water ” 

By Allan stream I chanc’d to rove, 

While Phoebus sank below Benleddi ; • 

The winds were whisp’nng through the gtOTe, 
The yellow corn was waving ready • 

I listen’d to a lover’s sang, 

And thought on youtlifu’ pleasures monie | 

And ay the wild- wood echoes rang — 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie ! 

O, happy be the woodbme bow’r, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie ; 

Nor eier sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie I 

Her head upon my throbbing breast, 

She, sinking, said, “ I’m thine for ever 1 ” 

While monie a kiss the seal imprest, 

The sacred vow we ne’er should sever. 

The haunt o’ Spring's the pnmrose brae, 

The Summer joys the flocks to follow ; 

How cheery, through her short nmg day, 

Is Autumn m her weeds o' yellow : 


• X. mountain WMt of Strata- Allan, 8,000 (bat taJch. 
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But can they melt the glowing heart 
Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure, 
Or thro’ each nerve the rapture dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom’s treasure P 


THE RIGS O’ BARLEY. 

Tune — “ Com ngs are honxe ” 

It was upon a Lammas night. 

When corn rigs are home, 

Beneath the moon’s unclouded hgbt, 
I held awa to Annie 
The time flew by wi’ tentless heed. 
Till ’tween the late and early, 

Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed 
To see me through the bailey. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still. 
The moon was shining clearly j 
I sat her down wi’ right good will, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley • 

I kent her heart was a’ my am j 
I lov’d her most sincerely ; 

1 kiss’d her owre and owre again, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley I 

I lock’d her in my fond embrace, 

Her heart was beating rarely ; 

My blessings on that happy place 
Amang the rigs o’ barley I 
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But, by the moon and stars so bright, 
That shone that hour so clearly f 
She ay shall bless that happy night, 
Amang the rigs o' barley I 

I hae been blithe wi’ comrades dear, 

I hae been merry dnnkm’; 

I hae been jojfu’ gath’nn’ gear, 

I hae been happy thinkin’ 

But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw, 

Tho’ three times doubled fairly. 

That happy night was worth them a’, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley t 

CHOK08 

Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs, 

Corn rigs are borne j 
I’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 
AmS'ng the rigs wi’ Anme 


h'H Ki ItlO. 

When, o’er the hill, the eastern star 
Tells bughtin-Ume is near, my jo ) 
And owsen frae the furrow’d field, 
Eeturn sae dowf and weary, O ; 
Down by the burn, where scented birks 
Wi’ dew are hanging clear, my jo, 

I’ll meet thee on the lea-rig, 

Mj am kind dearie, O 
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In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 

I’d rove, and ne’er be eerie, O, 

If thio’ that glen I gaed to thee, 

My am kind deane, O. 

Altho’ the night were ne’er sae wild, 
And I were ne’er sae wearie, O, 

I'd meet thee on the lea-ng, 

My am kind dearie, O. 

The hunter lo’es the morning sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my joe | 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 

Along the burn to steer, my jo : 

Give me the hour o’ gloamm’ gray. 

It makes my heart sae cheerie, O, 

To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My am kind deene, O. 


THE LASS OE BALLOCHmUB. 

Twas ev’n — the dewy fields were green, 
On ev’ry blade the pearls hang ; 

The zephyr wanton’d round the bean, 

And bore its fragiant snects alang: 

In ev’ry glen the mavis sang, 

All natuie list’nmg seem’d the while. 
Except where greenwood echoes rang, 
Amang the braes o’ Ballochmyle. 
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With careless step I onward stray’d, 

My heart rejoic’d in nature’s joy, 

When musing m a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I chanc’d to spy 
Her look was like the morning’s eye, 

Her air like Nature’s vernal smile ) 
Perfection whisper’d, passing by, 

“ Behold the lass o’ Ballochmyle I ” 

Fair IS the mom in flow’ry May, 

And sweet is night in Autumn mild. 
When roving thro’ the garden gay. 

Or wand’nng in the lonely wild 
But Woman, Nature’s darling child! 

There all her charms she does compile ; 
Ev’n there her other works are foil’d. 

By the home lass o’ Ballochmyle I ” 

0, had she been a country maid. 

And I the happy country swam, 

Tho’ shelter’d in the lowest shed 
That ever rose in Scotland’s plain f 
Thro’ weary winter’s wind and ram. 

With joy, with rapture, I would toil. 
And nightly to my bosom strain 
The home lass o’ Ballochmyle I 

Then pnde might climb the slipji'ry steep 
Wheie fame and honors lofty shme j 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep, 
Or downward seek the Indian mme : 
Give me the cot below the pine. 

To tend the flocks, or till the soil, 

And ev’ry day have joys divine, 

Wi’ the boiue lass o’ Ballochmyle. 
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BONIE LESLEY. 

O tA.W ye bonie Lesley, 

As she gaed o’er the border? 

She’s gane, like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests fartber. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she u, 
And ne’er made sic anither I 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 

Thy subjects we, before thee > 

Thou art divme, fair Lesley, 

The hearts o’ men adore thee. 

The Dell he could na scaitb thee, 

Or aught that wad belang thee; 

He’d look into thy borne face. 

And say, “ 1 canna wrang thee." 

The Pow'rs aboon will tent thee ; 
Misfortune sha’ na steer thee ; 

Thou ’rt like themselves, sae lovely, 
That dl they ’ll ne’er let near thee. 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ' 

That we may brag we hae a lass. 
There’s none again sue bonie. 
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BONIE JEAN 

Tsebb was a lasa, and aha wai fair, 

At kirk and market to be aeen | 

When a’ the fairest maids were met, 

The fairest maid was borne Jean. 

And ay she wrought her mammie’s wark, 
And ay she sang sae mernlie , 

The blithest bird upon the bush 
Had ne’er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little liiltWtllTe^hest t 

And frost wdl bhght the fairest flowers, 
And loTe will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawest lad, 

The flow’r and pride of a’ the glen j 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 

And wanton nagiea nine or ten 

He gaed wi’ Jeanie to the tryste, 

He danc’d wi’ Jeame on the down; 

And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown, 

As, in the bosom o’ the stream 
The moonbeam dwells at dewy e’en. 

So, trembling, pure, was tender love. 
Within the breast o' borne Jean. 
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And now she works her mammie’s wark, 
And ay she sighs wi’ care and pain } 

Yet wist na what her ail might be, 

Or what wad make her weel again. 

But did na Jeanie’s heart loup light, 
And did na joy blink in her e’e, 

As Bobie tauld a tale o’ love, 

An e’enm’, on the lily lea P 

The sun was sinking m the west, 

The birds sang sweet in ilka groTe t 

His cheek to hers he fondly prest. 

And whisper’d thus his tale o’ lore : 

O Jeame fair, 1 lo’e thee dear ( 

0 oanst thou think to fancy me P 

Or wilt thou leave thy mammie’s cot 
And learn to tent the farms wi’ meP 

At bam or byre thou shalt not drudge, 
Or naething else to trouble thee | 

But stray amang the heather-bells. 

And tent the waving corn wi’ me. 

Now what could artless Jenny do P 
She had ns will to say him nay ; 

At length she blush’d a sweet consent, 
And love was ay between them twa. 
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DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now ro<y May comes in wi’ flowers, 

To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers | 
And now comes m my happy hours, 

To wander wi’ my Davie 

cnoKus. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe. 

Dainty Davie, jainty Davie j 
There I’ll spend the day wi’ you. 

My am dear dainty Davie, 

The crystal waters round us fa’ 5 
The merry buds are lovers a’ ; 

The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A-wandering wi* my Davie. 

Meet me, &c 

When purple mormng Btarta the haze. 

To steal upon her earlj fare, 

Then thro’ the dews 1 will repair, 

To meet my feithfu’ Davie. 

Meet me, &c. 

When day, expiring in the west, 

The curtain draws o’ Nature’s rest, 

I flee to his arms 1 lo’e best. 

And that’s my am dear Davie. 
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CHOBtJB. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe, 
Bonie Davie, dainty Davie | 
There I’ll apend the day wi’ you, 
My am dear dainty Davie. 


TO JEANIE. 

Aib — “ Cavld Kaxl.” 

Come, let me take thee to my breaat, 
And pledge we ne’er shall sunder j 

And I shall spurn, as vilest dust, 

The warld’s wealth and grandeur. 

And do I hear my Jeanie own 
That equal transports move her ” 

1 ask for dearest life, alone, 

That 1 may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi’ all thy charms, 
1 clasp my countless treasure ; 

I’ll seek nae mair o’ heaven to share 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure 

And by thy eeii, sae bonie blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever . 

And on thy hps I sea! my vow, 

And break it shall I never. 
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CLOUDEN KN0WE8. 

“ Ca’ the Yovsta to the knomt." 

CHOBUS 

Ca’ the yowes to the knoweg, 

Ca' them whare the heather grawi, 
Ca’ them whare the burme rows, 
My home dearie 

Hark, the mavis’ evening sang, 
Sounding Clouden’s woods amang, 
Then a-faulding let us gang, 

My borne dearie. 

Ca’ the, &c. 

We'll gae down by Clouden side, 
Thro’ the hazels spreading wide. 

O’er the waves that sweetly ghde 
To the moon sae clearly, 

Ca’ the, &c. 

Yonder Clouden’s silent tow’rs. 
Where at moonshine midnight hours. 
O’er the dewy bending flow’rs. 

Fairies dance sae cheery. 

Ca’ the, &c. 

Qhaist nor bogle shall thou fear ; 
Thou ’rt to love and heaven sae dear. 
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Nocht of ill may come thee neoTf 
My borne dearie. 

Ca’ the, & 0 . 

Fair and lovely as thou art, 

Thou hast stown my very heart ) 
I can die — but canna part. 

My home deane. 

Ca’ the, &o 


LOVELY NANCY. 

Tune — “ The Quaker^* Wifo ." 

Thike am I, my faithful fair. 
Thine, my lovely Nancy j 

Ev’ry pulse along my veins, 

Ev’ry roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart. 

There to throb and languish : 

Tho’ despair had wrung its core, 
That would heal its anguish. 

Take away those rosy bps, 

Rich with balmy treasure ) 

Turn away thine eyes of love. 

Lest 1 die with pleasure. 

life when wanting love* 
Night without a monung • 

Love ’s the cloudless summer 
Nature’s gay adorning 
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TO CHLOBIS 

Tuke — “My lodging it on the cold grwnd,* 

My Chlons, mark how green the gioree, 

The pnm-rose banks how fair I 
The balmy gales awake the flowers, 

And wave thy flaxen hair. 

The lav'rock shuns the palace gay, 

And o’er the cottage sings j 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 

To shepherds as to kings 

Let minstrels sweep the skjfu’ string 
In lordly lighted ha’ 5 
The shepherd stops his simple reed, 

Bhthe, m the birken shaw 

The princely revel may survey 
Our rustic dance wi’ scorn j 
But are their hearts as light as oun. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn P 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen, 

I n shepherd’s phrase will woo 1 
The courtier tells a finer tale. 

But IS his heart as trueP 

These wild-wood flowers, I’ve pu’d, to dock 
That spotless breast o’ thine ) 

The courtier’s gems may witness love — 

But 'tiB na love hke mine 



636 


■tmiB’S P0E1C8. 


LASSIE W1 THE LINTWHITE LOCK& 
Tniot — “ Sothemwelu't BatU ” 

CHOBUS. 

LusIB wi’ the lintwhite locks, 

Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 

Wilt thou wi’ me tent the flocks, 

^ilt thou be m> deane, OP 

Now nature deeds the flowery lea, 

And a’ is young and sweet like thee | 

O wilt thou share its joys wi’ me. 

And say thouTt be my deane, OP 
Lassie, &c 

And when the welcome simmer shower 
Has cheer’d ilk drooping little flower. 

We’ll to the breathing woodbine bower. 

At sultry noon, my dearie, O. 

Lassie, &c. 

When Cynthia hghts, wi’ silver ray 
The weary shearer’s hameward way j 
Thro’ yellow waving fields we’ll stray. 

And talk o’ love, my dearie, O. 

Lassie, &c 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie’s midnight rest. 
Enclasped to my faithfu’ breast. 

I’ll comfort thee, my dearie, O. 

Lassie, &c 
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CBXiORIB* 

O BONIE Tras yon rosy bner, 

That blooms sae far frae haunts o’ man f 
And borne she, and ah, how dear t 
It shaded frae the e’nin’ sun 

Yon rose-buds in the morning dew, 

How pure amang the leaves sae green I 
But purer was the lover’s vow 

They witness’d m their shade yestreen. 

All in Its rude and prickly bower, 

That crimson rose how sweet and fair 1 
But love IS far a sweeter flower, 

Amid life’s thorny path o’ care. 

The pathless wild, and wimpling bum, 

Wi’ Chloris in my arms, be mme j 
And I the world, nor wish, nor scorn, 

Its joys and griefs alike resign. 


THE ROSE-BUD. 

A KOSE-BUD by my early walk, 
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 
All on a dewy morning. 
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Ere twice the ahadea o’ dawn are fled. 

In a’ Its cnmaon glory apread, 

And drooping nch the dewy head, 

It scents the early morning 

Within the bush, her coyert nest, 

A little linnet fondly prest ; 

The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the mormng 

She soon shall see her tender brood. 

The pride, the pleasure o’ the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew’d, 
Awake the early morning. 

So thou, dear bird, young Jenny fair. 

On trembling string or vocal air. 

Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early morning 

So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shall beauteous blaze upon the day. 

And bless the parent’s evening ray 
That watch’d thy early morning. 


THE BIRKS OF ABEKFELDY. 

CHORUS. 

Bonie lassie, will ye go, will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonie lassie, will ye go to the birks of Aberfeldy f 
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Now simmer bUnks oa flow^ braes, 
And o’er the crystal streamlet plays, 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aberfeldy 

Borne lassie, teo. 

While o’er their heads the hazels hing 
The little birdies blithely sing. 

Or lightly flit, on wanton wing. 

In the birks of Aberfeldy, 

Borne lassie, &c. 

The braes ascend hke lofty wa’s. 

The foaming stream deep-roaring fa’s, 
O’erhung wi’ fragrant, spreading shaws 
The birks of Aberfeldy 

Bonie lassie, &c. 

The hoary clififs are crown’d wi’ flow’Ts, 
While o’er the hnns the burnie pours. 
And, rising, weets, wi’ misty show’rs, 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonie lassie, &c. 

Let Fortune’s gifts at random flee. 

They ne’er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Supremely blest wi’ love and thee. 

In the birks of Aberfeldy 

Borne lassie, &e. 
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THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE, 
Tune — “ Tht* w no my am Houte." 

CHOKC8 

' O THIS 18 no my am lassie, 

Fair tho’ the lassie be ; 

O weel ken I my am lassie, 

Kind love is in her e’e. 

I see a form, I see a face. 

Ye weel may wi’ the fairest place, 
It'wants, to me, the witching grace. 

The kind love that’s m her e’e 
O this, &c. 

She’s borne, blooming, straight and tall. 
And lang has had my heart m thrall ; 
And ay it charms my very saul, 

The kind love that’s in her e’e. 

O this, &C. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 

To steal a blink by a’ unseen ; 

But gleg as light are lovers’ een, 

Wl en kind love is in the e’e. 

O this, &c. 

It may escape the courtly sparks. 

It may escape the learned clerks ; 

But weel the watching lover marks 
The kind love that’s m her e’ei 
O this, &o. 



CONSTANCY. 


Tune — “ My love u lott to me." 

O, ITEKE 1 on Parnassus’ hill I 
Or had of Helicon my fill , 

That 1 might catch poetic skill, 

To see how dear I love thee. 


But Nith maun be my Muse’s well, 
My Muse maun be thy home seV 
On Corsincon I’ll glow’r and spell, 
And write how dear I love thee. 


Then come, sweet Muse, inspire my lay I 
For a’ the lee-lang simmer’s day, 

1 could na sing, I could na say 

How much, how dear I love thee. 


I see thee dancing o’er the green. 

Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean. 
Thy tempting lips, thy roguish een — 

By heaven and earth, 1 love thee t 


By night, by day, a-field, at hame, 

’The thoughts o’ thee my breast inflame ; 
And ay I muse and sing thy name, 

I only live to love thee. 
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Though I were doom’d to wander on, 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun, 

TiU my last weary sand was run ; 

Till then — and then I lore thee. 


PEGGY’S CHAKMS. 

Tew; — “ N. Oow'a lamentation for Ahereaimey. 

Where braring angry winter’s storms. 

The lofty Ochels nse. 

Far in their shade «y Peggy’s charms 
First blest my wondering eyes 5 
As one who by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys, 

Astonish’d, doubly marks its beam. 

With art’s most polish’d blase. 

Blest be the wild sequester’d shade, 

And blest the day and hour. 

Where Peggj’s charms I first surrry’d. 

When first I felt their power 1 
The tjrant Death, with grim control, 

May seize my fleeting breath ; 

But teanng Peggy from my soul 
Must be a stronger death. 
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JES8T. 

Tcm — “ Eerifa a heaUh to them that's enaa, hituy." 

CHOEUS. 

Heee’ 8 a health to ane I lo’e dear, 

Here’s a health to ane I lo’e dear ; 

Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers meet. 
And soft as their parting tear — Jessy I 

Altho’ thou maun never he mine, 

Altho’ even hope is denied ; 

Tis sweeter for thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside — Jessyl 
Here’s, &C. 

1 mourn thro’ the gay, gaudy day. 

As hopeless I muse on thy charms ; 

But welcome the dream of sweet slumber. 

For then I am lock’d in thy arms — Jessy | 
Here’s, &c 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

I guess by the love-roihng e’e j 

But why urge the tender confession, 

’Gainst fortune’s fell, cruel decree — Jessyl 
Here’s, &o. 
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THE BLUE-EYED LA88IR 

I GA£D a waefu’ gate, yestreen, 

A gate, I fear. I’ll dearly rue 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o’ borne blue. 

^was not her golden ringlets bright, 

Her lips like roses wat wi’ dew. 

Her heaving bosom, lily white ! 

It was her een sae borne blue. 

She talk’d, she smil’d, my heart she wyl’d, 
She charm’d my soul, I wist na how ( 
And uy the stound, the deadly wound, 
Cam frae her een sae home blue. 

But spare to speak, and spare to speed ; , 
She’ll aiblins listen to my vow i 
Should she refuse. I’ll lay my dead 
To her twa een sae bonie blue 


WILT THOU BE MY DEAEIEP 

Wilt thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow rings thy gentle heart 
O wilt thou let me cheer thee P 
By the treasure of my soul, 

And that’s the love I bear thee. 
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1 swear and tow that only thou 
Shall ever be my deane : 

Only thou, I swear and tow, 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo’es me , 

Or, if thou wilt na be my am, 
Say na thou’lt refuse me : 

If It wmna, caniia be. 

Thou for thine may choose me. 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo’es me : 

Lassie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo’es me 


THE BLISSFUL DAY 

Tuite — “ Seventh of Noventber." 

The day returns, my bosom burns, 

The blissful day we twa did meet, 

Tho’ winter wild in tempest toil’d, 

Ne’er summer sun was half sae sweet 
Than a’ the pride that loads the tide. 

And crosses o’er the sultry line ; 

Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes. 
Heaven gave me more — it made thee mine. 

While day and night can brmg dehght, 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 

While joys above, my mind can move. 

For thee, and thee alone, 1 hve 1 
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When that grim foe of life belt w 
Comet in between to make us part | 

The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaki my bliss — it breaks my heart 


LOVELY JEAN. 

Ttm — “ Mum Admvrai Oordon’s Strathsp^." 

Or a’ the airts the wind can blaw, 

1 dearly like the west ; 

For there the borne lassie hres, 

The lassie I lo’e best. 

There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 

And monie a hiU between j 
But, day and night, my fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi’ my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair | 

I hear her in the tunefu’ birds, 

I hear her charm the air t 
There’s not a borne flower that springs 
By fountain, shaw, or green ) 

There’s not a bonie bird that sings 
But minds me o’ my Jean. 



LUCY. 


O, VAT 76 wha 'a m yon town. 

Ye see the e’enm’ sun upon P 

The fairest dame is m yon town, 

The e’enin’ sun is shining on 

Now haply down yon gay, green shaw, 
She wanders by yon spreading tree | 

How blest ye flow’rs that round her blaw, 
Ye catch the glances o’ her e’e 

How blest ye birds that round her sing, 
And welcome in the blooming year) 

And doubly welcome be the spring, 

The season to my Lucy dear 

The sun blinks blithe on yon town, 

And on yon home braes of Ayr | 

But my delight m yon town, 

And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair 

Without my love, not a’ the charms 
O’ Paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy m my arms. 

And welcome Lapland’s dreary sky t 

My cave wad be a lover’s bower, 

Tho’ raging winter rent the airj 

And she a lovely little flower. 

That 1 wad tent and shelter then. 
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0 sweet IS she in yon town, 

Yon sinking sun ’s gaen down upon } 

A fairer than is in yon town, 

His setting beams n’er shone upon 

If angry fate is swoni my foe. 

And suffering I am doom’d to bear ; 

1 careless quit all else below, 

B it spare me, spare me, Lucy dear. 

F or while Lfe’s dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her shall ne’er depart t 
And she — as fairest is her form, 

She has the truest, kindest heart 


BTifl'H K. KTVl 1 K. 
CHORUB. 

Blithe, blithe and merry was she, 
Blithe by the banks of Em j 
And blithe was she but an’ ben, 
And bbthe in Glentunt glen. 

By Oughtertyre grows the aik. 

On Yarrow banks the birken shaw, 
But Phemie was a bonier lass 
Than braes o’ Yarrow ever saw. 
Blithe, Sea. 
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Her looki were like a flower in 
Her smile was like a simmer mom ) 

She tripped by the banks of Em, 

As light ’s a bird upon a thorn. 

Bhthe, &c 

Her home fiice it was as meek 
As onie lamb upon a lea ; 

The evening sun was ne’er sae sweet, 
.^8 was the blink o' Phemie’s e’e. 

Blithe, &c. 

The Highland hills I’ve wander’d wide^ 
And o’er the Lowlands I hae been | 

But Phemie was the bhthest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 

Blithe, Ac. 


CHABMINQ NANOTE. 

Behind yon bills where Lugar flows, 
’Mang moors and mosses many, O, 

The wintry sun the day has clos’d, 

And I’ll awa to Nannie, O. 

The westlin wind blows loud and shrill. 
The night ’s baith murk and rainy, O, 
But I’ll get my plaid, an’ out I’ll steal 
An’ owre the hills to Nannie, O. 
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My Nannie ’e charming, sweet, an’ young, 
Nae artfu’ wiles to win ye, O ; 

May ill befa’ the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true, 

As spotless as she ’s bonie, O ; 

The op’ning go wan, wet wi’ dew, 

Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

A country lad is my degree. 

An’ few there be that ken me, O | 

But what care I how few they be. 

I’m welcome ay to Nannie, O. 

My riches a’ 's my penny-fee. 

And I maun guide it cannie, 0 ; 

B It warl’s gear ne’er trouble me. 

My thoughts are a' my Nanme, 0. 

Our auld guidman delights to view 
Hie ehee'p an’ kyc thme htwive, O > 

But I’m aa blithe that bauds his pleugh. 
An’ has nae care but Nanme, O. 

Come weal, come woe, I care na by, 

Fll tak what heaven will sen’ me, 0| 

Nae ither care in hfe have 1, 

But live an’ love my Nannie, O. 



GREEN GROW THE RABHES. 
A FBA6HENT. 

CBOBUB. 

Gbeen grow the rashes, 0 1 
Green g^ow the rashes, O I 
The sweetest hoars that e’er 1 spent, 
Are spent amang the lasses, O I 

There’s nought but care on er’iy hsn’, 
In ev’ry hour that passes, 0 ; 

What signifies the life o’ man, 

An’ ’twere na for the lasses, O t 
Green grow, &o. 

The warly race may ncbes chase. 

An’ riches still may fly them, O | 

An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy theta, O. 
Green grow, &c. 

But gie me a cannie hour at e’en. 

My arms about my dearie, O ; 

An’ warly cares, an’ warly men, 

May a’ gae tapsalteerie, O. 

Green grow, &o. 

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye’re nought but senseless usses, O ; 
The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw. 



He dearly loVd the laeset, O. 

Oreen grow, &c. 

Auld Nature swears the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O | 
Her ’prentice han’ she tried on man. 
An’ then she made the lasses, O. 
Green grow, &o. 


THE HIGHLAND LASSIE. 

Nab gentle dames, tho’ e’er sae fair. 
Shall ever be my Muse's care ; 

'Their titles a’ are empty show, 

Gie me my Highland lassie, O. 

CHORUS. 

Within the glen sae bushy, O, 
Aboon the plain sae rushy, O, 

I set me down wi’ right good will 
To smg my Highland lassie, O 

Oh, were yon hill and valleys name. 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine I 
The world then the love should know 
I bear my Highland lassie, O 

Withm, &c. 


But fickle fortune frowns on me. 
And 1 maun cross the ragmg sea ) 
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But while the cninion currents flow, 

I’ll lore my Highland lassie, O. 

Within, &C. 

Altho’ thro’ foreign climes I range, 

I know her heart will never change ; 
For her bosom bums with honor’s glow, 
My faithful Highland lassie, O 
Within, &o 

For her I’ll dare the billows’ roar, 

For her I’ll trace a distant shore, 

That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my Highland lassie, 0. 

Within, &o 

She has my heart, she has my hand. 

By sacred truth and honor’s band ; 

Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I’m thine, my Highland lassie, O. 

Farewell tne glen sae bushy, O ; 
Farewell the plain sae rushy, Oj 
To other lands I now must go, 

To sing my Highland lassie, O. 
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ANNA. 

Tunb — “Bank* of Sana." 

TEgTBEEN I had a pint o’ wine, 

A place where body saw na ; 

Yestreen lay on this breast of mine 
The rayen locks of Anna. 

The hungry Jew, in wilderness, 
Rejoicing o’er his manna. 

Was naething to my honey bliss 
Upon the lips of Anna 

Ye monarchs, take the east and wegt« 
Frae Indus to Sayannah ; 

Oie me within my straining grasp 
The melting form of Anna. 

Then I'll despise imperial charms, 

An empress or sultana ; 

While djung raptures, in her arms, 

I give and take with Anna. 

Awa, thou flaunting god of day 1 
Awa, thou pale Diana ! 

nk star gae hide thy twinklmg ray 
When I’m to meet my Anna. 

Come, in thy raven plumage, Night I 
Sun, moon, and stars, withdraw a’ I 

And bring an angel-pen to write 
My transports wi’ my Anna I 



■inun'i rona. 


THE SPINNING-WHEEL. 

0 I.EEZE me on my spmnuig-wheel, 

O leeze me on my rock and reel ; 

Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien, 

And haps me fiel and warm at e’en t 
I’ll Bit me down and sing and spm, 
While laigh descends the simmer sin | 
Bleat wi’ content, and milk and meal — 
O leeze me on my spinnmg-wheeL 

On Ilka hand the bumieg trot, 

And meet below my theekit cot j 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms mute. 

Alike to screen the birdie’s nest, 

And little fishes’ caller rest ; 

The sun blinks kindly in the biel, 

Where bhthe I turn my spinning-wheel. 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail. 

And echo cons the dolefu’ tale ; 

The lintwhites, in the hazel braei. 
Delighted, rival ither’a lays; 

The craik, amang the claver hay. 

The paitnck, whirrin’ o’er the ley. 

The swallow, jinkin’ round my shiel. 
Amuse me at my spiniung-wheel. 

Wi’ sma’ to sell, and less to buy, 

Aboon distress, below envy, 
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O wha wad leave this humble state 
For a’ the pride of a’ the great ? 
Amid their flaring, idle toys. 

Amid their cumbroue, dinsome joys, 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spmning- wheel f 


THE COUNTRY LASSIE. 

1m simmer, when the hay was mawn. 
And corn wav’d green m ilka field. 

While claver blooms white o’er the lea. 
And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 

Bhthe Bessie in the milking shiel. 

Says, I’ll be wed, come o’t what will; 

Out spak a dame m wrinkled eild, 

O’ guid advisement comes nae ilL 

Its ye hae wooers mome ane. 

And lassie, j e’re but young, ye ken ; 

Then wait a wee, and canme wale, 

A routhie butt, a routhie ben j 

There’s Johnnie, o’ the Buskie-glen, 

Fu’ IS his bam, fu’ is his byre ; 

Tak this frae me, my borne hen, 

It’s plenty beets the luv er’s fire. 

For Johnnie, o’ the Buskie-glen, 

I dinna care a single flie ; 

He lo’es sae weel his craps and kye, 

He has no luve to spare for me. 
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But blithe ’■ the bhnk o’ Robie’s e’e, 

And weel I vat he lo’es me dear : 

Ae bhnk o’ him I wad nae gie 
For Buskie-glen and a’ his gear. 

O thoughtless lassie ' life ’s a faught | 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair ) 

But ay fu’ han’t is fechtin best, 

A hungry care 's an unco care 
But some will spend, and some will spare. 
An’ wilfu’ folk maun hae their will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, 

Keep mind that ye maun drink, the yilL 

O, gear will buy me rigs o’ land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kyej 
But the tender heart o’ leesome love 
The gowd and siller canna buy 
We may be poor — Robie and I, 

Light 18 the burden love laj s on . 
Content and luve brings peace and joy — 
What mair hae queens upon a throne t 


TAM GLEN. 

Mt heart is a>breaking, dear Tittle, 
Some counsel unto me come len'j 
To anger them a’ is a pity. 

But what will I do wi’ Tam GlenF 
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Fm thinking, wi’ tic a braw fellow. 

In poortith I might make a fen’ ) 

What care I m nches to wallow, 

If 1 maun marry Tam Glen P 

There’s Lowne, the laird o’ Drumeller, 

“ Guid day to you, brute,” he comes ben | 

He brags an’ he blaw o’ his siUer, 

But when will he dance hke Tam Glen? 

My mmme does constahtly deave me. 

And bids me beware o’ young men ; 

rhey flatter, she says, to deceive me ; 

But wha can think sae o’ Tam Glen P 

My daddie says, gm I’ll forsake him, 

He’U gie me guid hundei marks ten ( 

But if It ’s ordain’d I maun tak him, 

O wha will I get but Tam Glen P 

Yestreen, at the Valentine’s dealing. 

My heart to my mou gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane without failing. 

And thnce it was written Tam Glen. 

The last Halloween 1 was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam up the house staukm, 

In the very gray breeks o’ Tam Glen P 

Some counsel, dear Tittle, don’t tarry | 

I’ll gie ye my borne black hen, 

Gif j e will advise me to marry 
The lad I lo’e dearly, Tam Glen. 
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SOMEBODY. 

My heart ie eair, I dare not tell. 

My heart is salt for somebody, 

I could wake a winter night, 

For the sake o’ somebody t 
0-hon ' for someoody t 
0-hey i for somebody ' 

I could range the world around. 

For the sake o’ somebody 

lie powers that smile on Tirtuous Iotb, 
O sweetly smile on somebody 1 
Frae ilka danger keep him &ee, 

And send me safe my somebody. * 
Oh-hon ' for somebody I 
Oh-hey f for somebody I 
I wad do — what wad I not ? — 

For the sake o’ somebody I 


O W idxSTbE, Ac. 

CHOKtIB. 

O 'WHISTLE, and 111 come to you, my lad ( 

O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad j 
’Tho’ father, and mither, and a’ should go mad, 
O whistJe, and I'll come to you, my lad. 
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But wanly tent, when ye come to court me. 
And come na unlesa the back-yett be a-Jee, 
Syne up the back-atile, and let naebody see, 
And come as ye were na comm’ to me. 

And come, &c 

O whistle, &c. 

At kirk, or at market, whene’er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho* that ye car’d na a file 
But steal me a blink o’ your borne black e’e. 
Yet look as ye were na lookin’ at me. 

Yet look, &c 

O whistle, &c. 

Ay TOW and protest that ye care na for me, 
And whyles ye may hghtly my beauty a wee | 
But court na anither, tho' jokin’ ye be. 

For feu that she wyle your fancy fra me. 

For fear, &c. 

O whistle, &0. 


ANE-AND-TWENTY. 

Tune — " Tke Moudiewort’’ 
CHOKU8 

An’ O for ane-and-twenty, Tam I 
An’ hey, sweet ane-and-twenty, Tam | 
I’ll learn my km a rattlin’ sang. 

An’ I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam I 
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They snool me sair, and baud me down, 

An gar me look like bluntie, Tam' 

But three short years will soon wheel roun. 
And then comes ane-and-twenty, Tam. 

An’ O, &o 


A gleib o’ Ian’, a claut o’ gear, 

Was left me by my auntie, Tam’, 

At kith or km I need na spier. 

An’ I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam. 

An’ O, Sco. 

They’ll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 

Tho’ I tnysel’ hae plenty, Tam ! 

But hear’st thou, laddie, there’s my loof, 

I’m thine at ane-and-twenty, Tam. 

An’ 0, &e 


THE YOUNG LASSIE. 

What can a young lassie, what shall a young latsia, 
What can a young lassie do wi’ an auld manP 
Bad luck on the jiennie that tempted my minnte 
To sell her poor Jennie for siller an’ Ian’ ' 

Bad luck on the penny, &c. 

He’s always compleenui’ frae mornin’ to e’emn’. 

He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang j 
He’s doylt and he’s dozin, his bluid it is frozen, 

O dreary ’s the night wi’ a craxy auld man 1 



He humi and he hanker*, he freti and he cankers, 

I neyer can please him, do a’ that I can ; 

He’s peevish and jealous of a’ the young fellows, 

0 dool on the day I met wi’ an auld man t 

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity , 

I’ll do my endeavor to follow her plan ; 
ni cross him, and wrack him, until 1 heart-break him, 
And then his auld brass wiU buy me a new pan. 


'THE MERCENARY LOVER. 

Tctne — “ Bahnamona Ora ” 

Avta wi’ your witchcraft o’ beauty’s alarms. 

The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms | 

O gie me the lass that has acres o’ charms, 

O gie me the lass wi’ the weel-stockit farms. 

CHORUB. 

Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher, then bey for a lass wi 
a tocher, 

Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher — the nice yellow 
guineas for me. 

Tour beauty’s a flower, in the morning that blows. 

And withers the faster, the faster it grows ; 

But the rapturous charm o’ the borne green knowes, 
Dk spring they’re new deckit wi’ borne white yowes, 
Then hey, Sto, 
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And e’en tv ben this beauty your bosom has blest, 
The brightest o’ beauty may cloy when possest I 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi’ Geordie imprest, 
The langer ye hao them, the mair they’re carest. 

Then hey, &c. 


MEG O* THE MILL. 

AiB — “0 home lass, mil you he in a barrack < * 

O KEN ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ^ 

An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ? 

She has gotten a coof wi’ a claut o’ siller. 

And broken the heart o’ the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappan, the Miller was ruddy, 

A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady , 

The laird was a widdiefu’ bleerit knurl , 

She’s left the guid fellow, and tacn the churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving ; 
The laird did address her wi’ matter mair moving ) 
A fine pacing hoise, wi’ a clear chained bridle, 

A whip by her side, and a home side-saddle. 

O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing ; 

And wae on the love that is fix’d on a mailen 
A tocher’s nae word in a true lover’s parle. 

But gie me ray love, and a fig for the warl I 
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MY TOCHER’S THE JEWEL. 

O IlEIKLE thinks my luve o’ my beauty, 

And meikle thinks my luve o’ my kin , 

But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie, 

My tocher ’tr the jewel has charms for him. 

It’s a’ for the apjile he’ll nourish the tree, 

It's a’ for the hmey he’ll cherish the bee ; 

My laddie s ssre meikle in luve wi’ the siller, 
He canna hae luve to spare for me 

Your proffer o’ luve ’s an airl-penny, 

My tocher ’s the bargain ye wad buy , 

But an’ je be crafty, I am cunnin’, 

Sae je wi’ anither your fortune maun try. 

Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wood. 
Ye’re like to the bark o yon rotten tree; 

Ye’ll slip frae me like a knotless thread, 

And ye’ll crack your credit wi’ mae nor me. 


AULD ROB MORRIS. 

There’s auld Rob Morns, that wons in yon glen, 
He’s the king o’ guid fellows, and wale of auld men, 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen an kme, 
And ae bonie lassie, his darling and mine 
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She’s fresh as the morning, the fairest in May, 

She’s sweet as the evening amang the new hay ; 

As blithe and as artless as the Iambs on the lea, 

And dear to my heart as the light to my e’e 

But oh* she’s an heiress — auld Robin’s a laird. 

And my daddie has naught but a cot-house and yardr 
A wooer like me mauna hope to come speed. 

The wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead. 

'The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane j 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane ; 

I wander my lane like a night-tioubled ghaist. 

And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 

0 had she but been of lower degree , 

1 then might hae hop’d she wad smil’d upon me) 

0, how past describing had then been my bhss. 

As now my distraction no words can express. 


TO TIBBIE. 

Tuite — “ Invercald’t Bed,” 
CHOKUB 

0 Tibbie, I hae seen the day. 
Ye would nae been sae shy, 
For laik o’ gear ye lightly me, 
But trowth I care na by. 
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Yestreen I met you on the moor j 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stouie ) 
Ye geek at me because I’m poor, 

But fient a bair care 1 

O Tibbie, & 0 . 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o’ clink, 

That ye can please me at a wmk, 
Whene’er ye like to try 

O Tibbie, &D. 

But sorrow tak him that’s sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o’ coin were clean, 
Wha follows any saucy queen 
That looks sae proud and high. 

O Tibbie, &o. 

Altho’ a lad were e’er sae smart, 

If that he want the yellow dirt. 

Ye’ll cast jour head anither airt. 

And answer him fu’ dry 

0 Tibbie, Stc. 

But if he hae the name o’ gear, 

Ye'll fasten to him like a brier, 

Tho’ hardly he, for sense or lear, 

Be better than the kje 

O Tibbie, &c. 

But Tibbie, lass, tak my adnee, 

Y’our daddie’s gear maks jou sae nice, 
The deil a one wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as 1. 

O Tibbie, &o. 
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There liTes a lass m yonder paiki 
I wad nae gie her m her aark, 
For thee wi’ a’ thy thousand marki 
Ye needna look sae high 

O Tibbie, &o. 


DUNCAN GRAY. 

Duncan Gray came here to woo, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t, 

On bbthe yule night when we were 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t 
Maggie coost her head fu’ high, 
Look’d asklent and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh : 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t 

Duncan fleech’d and Duncan pray’d, 
Ha, ha, &C. 

Meg was deaf as Ailsa craig : 

Ha, ha, &c 

Duncan sigh’d baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer’t and blin’ 
Spak o’ louping o’er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 

lime and chance are but a tide | 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Shghted loye is sair to bidei 
Ha, ha, &c. 
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Shall 1, like a fool, quoth he, 

Foe a haughty hizzie die P 

She may go — to France for mei 
Ha, ha, &c. 

How it comes let doctors tell, 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Meg grew sick — as he grew well, 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Something m her bosom wrings ; 

For relief a sigh she brings j 

And 0, her een, they spac sic things) 
Ha, ha, &c. 

Duncan was a lad o’ grace, 

Ha, ha, &c 

Maggie’s was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, &c 

Duncan could na he her death. 

Swelling pity smoor’d lus wrath ; 

Now they’re crouse and cantie baith } 
Ha, ha, &e 


THE BRAW WOOER. 

Tune — “ The Lothian Latsxe ” 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang glvo, 
And sair wi’ his lore he did deave me • 

1 said there was naething 1 hated like men ; 

The deuce gae wi’m to believe me, believe me, 
The deuce gae wi’m, to beheve me. 
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He spak o’ the darts m my bonle black een, 

And vow’d for my love he was dying ; 

I said he might die when he liked, for Jean; 

The Lord forgie me for Ij mg, for lying. 

The Lord forgie me for lying 

A well-stocked mailen, himsel’ for the laird. 

And marriage afif-hand, were his proffers j 
I never loot on that I kenn’d it, or car’d. 

But thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers, 
But thought I might hae waur offers 

But what wad je think P in a fortnight or less, 

'The deil tak his taste to gae near her ’ 

He up the lang loan, to my black cousin Bess, 

Guess ye how, the jad ' 1 could bear her, could beu 
her. 

Guess ye how, the jad ' I could bear her. 

But a’ the niest w eek, as I fretted wi’ care, 

I gaed to the tryste o’ Dalgarnock ; 

And wha but my fire, fickle lover was there 1 
I glowr’d as I’d seen a warlock, a warlock, 

1 glowr’d as I’d seen a warlock 

But owre my left shouther I gaed him a bhnk, 

Lest neebors might say I was saucy, 

Mj wooer he caper’d as he’d been in drink. 

And vow’d I was his dear lassie, dear lassie. 

And vow’d I was his dear lassie. 

I spier’d for my cousin, fu’ couthie and sweet, 

Gm she had recover’d her bearin’. 

And how her new shoon fit her auld shackl’t feet P 
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But, heavens f how he fell a-sweann’, a-swearin f 
But, heavens I how he fell s-sweann’. 

He begg’d, for Gude-sake ' I wad be his wife, 

Or else I wad kill him wi’ sorrow . 

So, e’en to preserve the poor body in life, 

I think I maun wed him to-morrow, to-morrow 
I think 1 maun wed him to-morrow. 


WILLIE’S WIFE. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca’d it Lmkumdoddie ) 

Willie was a wabster guid, 

Could stown a clue wi’ onie bodie : 

He had a wife was dour and dm, 

O Tinkler Madgie was her mother. 

CHORUS 

Sic a wife as Willie had ! 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

She has an e’e — she has but ane. 

The cat has twa the very color ; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper-tongue wad deave a miller | 

A whiskin’ beard about her mou. 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither. 

Sic a wife, &c 
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She’s bough-hough’d, she’s hem-shinn’d, 
Ae limpin’ leg, a hand-breed shorter j 
She’s twisted right, she’s twisted left. 

To balance £iir in ilka quarter . 

She has a hump upon her breast, 

The twin o’ that upon her shouther. 

Sic a wife, &c. 

Auld baudron by the ingle sits. 

And wi’ her loof her face a-washin’| 
But Willie’s wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzie wi’ a hushioni 
Her walie nieves, like midden-creels, 
Her face wad fjle the Logan- water. 

Sio a wife, &c 


A PECK O’ MAUT. 

O, Willie brew’d a peck o’ maut. 

And Rob and Allen cam to see ; 

Three bhther hearts, that lee-lang night, 
Ye wad na find m Chnstendie, 

cnoRus 

We are na foir, we’re na that fju. 

But just a drappie in our e’e ; 

The cock may craw, the day may daw, 
And ay we 11 taste the barley bree. 

Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys, I trow, are we: 
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And monie a night we’re merry been, 
And monie mae we hope to be 
We are, &c. 

It u the moon, 1 ken her horn, 

That’s blinkin’ m the lift sae hie j 
She shines sae bright to wyle us bame. 
But, by my sooth, she’ll wait a wee t 
We are, &c 

Wba first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold, coward loun is he ! 

Wha last beside the chair shall fa’, 

He 18 the king amang us three. 

We are, &o 


THE LA WIN 

Gane is the day, and mirk ’s the night, 

But we’ll ne’er stray for foute o’ light j 
For ale and brandy ’s stars and moon, 

And bluid-red wine ’s the rising sun. 

cnoEus 

Then, guidwife, count the lawin, the lawin, the iawm) 
Then, guidwife, count the lawin, and bring a coggie 
mair 


There ’s wealth and ease for gentlemen, 
And semple folk maun fecht and feu'i 
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But here we re a’ m ae accord, 

For ilka man that’s drunk ’s a lord. 

Then, guidwife, &c. 

My coggie is a haly pool, 

That heals the wounds o’ care and dool, 
And pleasure is a wanton trout, 

An’ ye dnnk it a’ je’ll find him out. 

Then, guidwife, &o. 


HONEST POVEBTY. 

Is there for honest poverty. 

That hangs his head, and a’ that? 

The coward slave we pass him by. 

We dare be poor for a’ that' 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Our toil’s obscure, and a’ that. 

The rank is but the guinea’s stamp. 

The man ’s the gowd for a’ that. 

What tho’ on hamely fare we dine, 

Wear hoddin gray, and a’ that** 

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
A man’s a man for a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Their tinsel show and a’ that: 

The honest man, tho’ e’er sae poor. 

Is king o’ men for a’ that 
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Ye see yon birkie, ca’d a lord, 

Wha struts and stares, and a’ that, 
Tho’ hundreds worship at his word, 
He’s but a coof for a’ that ; 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

His ribbon, star, and a’ that. 

The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a’ that, 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a’ that j 
But an honest man’s aboon his might | 
Guid faith, he mauna fa’ that 1 
For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Their dignities, and a’ that. 

The pith o’ sense and pnde o’ worth, 
Are higher ranks than a’ that 

Then let us pray that come it may, 

As come it will for a’ that. 

That sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth 
May bear the gree, and a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

It’s coming yet, for a’ that, 

That man to man, the warld o’er, 

Shall brothers be for a’ that. 
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THE BATILE OF SHERIFF-MUIB, 

BErWEEN THE DUKE OP AROTLE AND THE KAEL 
OF MAR. 

“ O CAM ye here the fight to shun, 

Or herd the sheep wi’ me, man f 
Or were ye at the Sherra-muir, 

And did the battle see, man ? ” 

I saw the battle sair and tough, 

And reeking red ran many a sheugh | 

My heart, for fear, gaed sough for sough. 

To hear the thuds, and see the duds, 

O’ dans frae woods m tartan duds, 

Wha glaum’d at kingdoms three, man. 

The red-coat lads, wi’ black cockades. 

To meet them were na slaw, man j 
They rush'd, and push’d, and bluid outgush’d, 

And monie a honk did fa’, man ; 

The great Argjle led on his files, 

I wat they glanced twenty miles ; 

They hack'd and hash’d, while broadswords clash’d. 
And thro’ they dash’d, and hew'd and smash’d. 

Till fey men died awa, man. 

But had you seen the philibegs. 

And skyrin tartan trews, man. 

When in the teeth they daFd our Whigs, 

And co-venant true blues, man j 
In lines extended lang and large, 

When bayonets oppos’d the targe, 
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And thousands hasten’d to the charge, 

Wi’ Highland wrath, they frae the sheath, 
Drew blades o’ death, till, out o' breath. 
They fled like frighted doos, man. 

“ O, how deil, Tam, can that be true P 
The chase gaed frae the north, man j 
I saw myself, they did pursue 

The horsemen hack to Forth, man' 

And at Dumblane, m my am sight. 

They took the bug wi’ a’ their might. 

And straught to Stilling wing’d their flight} 
But, cuised lot ' the gates were shut. 

And moiiie a huntit poor red -coat. 

For fear amaist did swarf, man.” 

My sister Kate cam up the gate, 

Wi’ crowdie unto me, man ; 

She swore she saw some rebels run 
Frae Berth unto Dundee, man* 

Their left-hand gen’ral had nae skill. 

The Angus lads had nae good wiU 
That day thtir neebors’ bluid to spUl; 

For fear bj foes that they should lose 
Their cogs o’ brose all crjing woes. 

And so it goes, }ou see, man. 

Thej 've lost some gallant gentlemen, 

Amang the Highland clans, man j 
I fear my Lord Panmuie is slam, 

Or fdl’n in whiggisb hands, man; 

Now wad je sing this double fight, 

Some fell for wrang, and some for right. 

But mome bade the world guid-mght ; 
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Then ye may tell, how peU and mell, 
By red claymores, and muskets’ kneU, 
Wi’ djing yell, the tones fell, 

And whigs to hell did flee, man. 


CONTENTMENT 

Tune — “ Lumps o' Pudding ” 

Contented wi’ little, and cantie wi’ mair, 

Whene’er I forgather wi’ sorrow and care, 

I gie them a skelp, as they’re creeping slang, 

Wi’ a cog o’ guid swats, and an suld Scottish sang 

I whyles claw the elbow o’ troublesome thought , 

But man is a sodger, and life is a faught 
My mirth and guid humor are coin in my pouch. 

And my fi eedom’s my lairdslup nae monarch dare touch, 

A towmond o' trouble, should that be my fa’, 

A night o’ good fellowship sowthers it a’ 

When at the blithe end o’ our journey at last, 

(Aha the devil ever thinks o’ the road he has past? 

Blind chance, let her snajiper stoyte on her way. 

Be t to me, be't frae me, e’en let the jade gae • 

Come ease, or come travail , come pleasure or pam ; 

My warst ward is — “ Welcome, and welcome again 1" 
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THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 

APim.. 1796, 

Tune — “ Push about the JorrumP 

Does haughty Oaul uiTasion threat f 
Then let the louns beware, >ir ; 

There’a wooden walls upon our seat. 
And Tolunteers on shore, sir 

The Nith shall run to Corsmcon,* 

And Criffel t sink m Solway, 

Ere we permit a foreign foe 
On Bntish ground to rally 1 

Fall de rail, &o. 

O let us not, hke snarling tykes, 

In wrangling be divided ; 

Till, slap f come in an unco loun, 

And wi' a rung decide it. 

Be Bntain still to Britain true, 

Amang oursels united ; 

For never, but by British hands, 

Maun Bntish wrangs be ngbted. 

Fall de rail, &o. 

The kettle o’ the kirk and state, 

Perhaps a claut may fail in’t ; 


* 1. high hSJl th« •owM of tfae Kith, 
f ▲ wtO-toown aoQDUtB at tba ntmxth ct igm iotwaf. 
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But deil a foreign tinkler loun 
Shall ever ca’ a nail m’t 
Our fathers’ bluid the kettle bought. 

And wha wad dare to spoil it P 
By heav’n ' the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it 1 

Fall de rail, & 0 . 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own, 

And the wretch, his true-born brother. 
Who would set the mo6 aboon the throne, 
May they be d — n’d together ' 

Who will not sing, “ God save the King,” 
Shall hang as high ’s the steeple 
But while we sing, “ God save the King,” 
We’ll ne’er forget the People 

Fall de rail, &c. 


CALEDONIA, 

Ttoe — “•Humors of Olen" 

Theib groves o’ sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon, 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the perfume | 
Far dearer to me )on lone glen o’ green breckan, 

Wi’ the bum stealing under the lang yellow broom. 

Far dearer to me are )on humble broom bowers, 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly unseen | 
For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers, 
A-hsteumg the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 
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Tho’ rich is the breeie m their gay sunny valleys, 

And cauld Caledonia’s blast on the wave : 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 
palace — 

What are they? — The haunt of the tyrant and slava 

The slave’s spioy forests, and gold-bubbling fountains, 
The braie Caledonian views with disdain 
He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains, 
Save love’s willing fetters, the chains o’ his Jean. 


COMIN’ THROUGH THE RYE. 

Tone — “ Om a Body meet a Body.' 

Gin a body meet a body. 

Comm’ thro’ tlie r) e , 

Gin a body kiss a body, 

Need a body cry ® 

Ev’rj lassie has her laddie, 

None they saj, hae I 1 
Yet a’ the lads they smile at me 
When comm’ thro’ the rye. 
Amang the tiam there is a swam 
I deaily lo’e m)sel’; 

But wliaur Ins hame, or what his name, 
I diiina care to tell 

Gin a body meet a body, 

Comm’ frae the town | 
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Gm a body greet a body. 

Need a body frown ? 

Ev’ry laasie baa her laddie, 

Nane, they aay, hae I • 

Yet a’ the lads they smile at me, 
When comm’ thro’ the rye. 
Amang the tram there la a swam 
I deailj lo’e mysel’ ; 

But whaur hia hame, or what bis name, 
I dinna care to tell. 


THE WHISTLE. 

A BALLAD 

Ai tbe aatheotlc prose history of ** The Whistle ' !■ corloas, I AaZl 
here glre it. 

In the train of Anne of Denmark, when she came to Bcotiand w1t2i 
OUT James VI , there came over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic 
nature and great prow*, s^, and a matchless champion of itacchus 1I0 
had a little ebony Whhtlc, which, at the commciucment of Uie orgiesi 
he laid on the table and whoever was last able to blow it, ever>bo<lj 
else being disabled by the potenej of tho bottle, was to rarry off the 
Whistle as a trophy of \ Iclory The J>ane produced cretlcnlJala of hli 
rlctories, without a single defeat, at the courts of Copeiihd{,cn, Stock- 
holm, Moscow, Warsaw, and acccraJ of the petty courts in (rcrmauj, 
and challenged the Scots Bacchan tliuns to tho alteinati\e of tr^'ng hij 
prowess, or else of acknowledging their Infcnoritj 

After many ovenbrows on the pan of the Scots, the D'liiewas en- 
countered by Sir itobert Lawne, of Madcwelton, ancestor of the preseni 
worthy baronet of that name, mho, after three da} s and thxco nights 
hard contest, left the Scandinavian under the table, — 

** And blew on the Whistle bis requiem thfUL" 


Sir Wattar, son to ttr Jtobert, beftre mentioned, afterwards lo^r tiie 
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Vfblitle to Sir Walter Blddel« of Gtenrldde], who had married a ilitwei 
Sir Walter t 

On Friday, the 16th of October, 1790, at FMars-daree, the Whistle wai 
once more contended for, as related In the ballad, by the present Sir 
Robert Lawrie, of Maxu elton , Robert Riddel, Lsq , of Glcnriddel, lineal 
descendant and representative of Walter IJddcl, who won theWbtsUei 
and In whose family it hud continued, and Alexander Ferguson, Esq ^ 
of Cralgdarroch, likewise descended of the groat Sir Robert, which laat 
gentleman carried off the hard-won honors of the field 


I BINQ of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 

I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was brought to the couit of our good Scottish king, 
And long with this Whistle all Scotland shall ring. 

Old Loda * still rueing the arm of Fmgal, 

The god of the bottle sends dow n from his hall — 
“This Whistle’s your challenge, to Scotland get o’er. 
And diink them to hell, sir ' or ne’er see me more I ” 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell, 

What champions ventur’d, what champions fell; 

The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 

And blew on the Wlustle his requiem shiill 

Till Robert, the Lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatch’d at the bottle, unconquer’d m war. 

He drank his poor godship as deep as the sea, 

No tide of the Baltic e’er drunker than he. 


Thus Robert, v iclorious, the trophy has gain’d. 
Which now in his house has for ages remain’d | 
Till three noble chieflains, and all of his blood, 
The jovial contest again have renew’d. 


Bm Oislu • Culc-thm. 
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Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaW( 
Craigdaxroch so famous for wit, worth, and aw | 

And trusty Gleinddel, so skill'd in old coins | 

And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wmei. 

Craigdarrooh began, with a tongue smooth as oil, 
Desiring Glennddel to yield up the spoil j 
Or else he would muster the heads o’ the clan. 

And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

“ By the gods of the ancients ! ” Glennddel replies, 

“ Before I surrender so glonous a prize, 

I’ll conjure the ghost o' the great Rone More, 

And bumper his horn with him twenty times o’er.” 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend, 

But he ne er turn’d his back on his foe or his fnend, 
Said, Toss down the Whistle, the prize of the field, 
And, knee-deep in claret, he’d die, or he’d yield. 

To the board of Glennddel our heroes repair. 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care j 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to &me 

Than the sense, wit, and taste, of a sweet, lorely dame, 

A bard was selected to witness the fray, 

And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 

A bard who detested all sadness and spleen. 

And wish’d that Parnassus a ymeyard had been. 

The dinner being over, the claret they ply, 

And ev’ry new cork is a new spnng of joy j 


* 8m Johnson • Tour to the Hebridee 
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In the bunds of old friendship and kindred so set, 

And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet 

Gay pleasure ran not as bumpers ran o’er ; 

Bnght Phoebus ne’er witness’d so joyous a core, 

And vow’d that to leave them he was quite forlorn. 

Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next morn. 


Six bottles apiece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Kobert, to finish the fight, 
Turn’d o’er in one bumper a bottle of red, 

And swore 'twas the way that their ancestors did. 


Then worthy Glennddel, so cautious and sage. 
No longer the warfare ungodly would wage } 

A high ruhng Elder to wallow in wine ' 

He left the foul hubiness to folks less divine 


The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 

But who can with fate and quart-bumpers contend? 
Tho’ fate said — a hero should perish in light ; 

So up rose bright I’licebus — and down feU the knight. 


Next up rose our Bard, hke a piophet in drink — 

“ Craigdarroch, thou ’It soar when creation shall sink I 
But if thou would flourish immortal in rhjme, 

Come — one bottle more — and have at the sublime I 

“ Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with Bruce 
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce ; 

Bo thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 

The field thou hast won by yon bright god of day I ” 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN.* 

A BALLAD 

Theee went three kings into the east, 

Three kings both great and high j 

An’ they hae sworn a solemn oath, 

John Barleycorn should die 

They took a plough and plough’d him down, 
Put clods upon his head, 

And they hae siioni a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead 

But the cheerful spring came kindly on, 

And showers began to fall , 

John Barleicoin got up again, 

And sore surprised Ihem all 

The sultry suns of summer came, 

And he grew thick and strong. 

His head w eel arm’d wi’ pointed spears. 

That no one should him wrong. 

fhe sober autumn enter’d mild. 

When he grew wan and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Show’d he began to fail 

* This is partly composed on the plan of an old song known thi 
jams name 
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^8 color sicken’d more and more, 

He faded into age ; 

Ind then his enemies began 
To show their deadly rage. 

Phej’ve ta’en a weapon long and sharp, 
And cut him by the knee : 

Then tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

They laid him down upon his back, 

And cudgelled him full sore ; 

They hung him up before the storm, 

And turn’d him o’er and o’er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 
With water to the brim •, 

They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swun. 

They laid him out upon the floor, 

To work him farther woe , 

And still as signs of life appeared, 

They toss’d him to and fro 

They wasted o’er a scorching flame 
The marrow of his bones j 

But a miller used him worst of all. 

For he crush’d him between two stonea. 

And they hae ta’en his very heart’s blood. 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank. 
Their joy did more abound. 
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John Barlej corn was a hero bold, 

Of noble enterorise , 

For, if jou do but ta'^te his blood, 
’Twill make jour courage rise 

'Twill make a man foiget his woe , 
’Twill heighten all his joj , 

’Twill make the widow’s heart to sing, 
Tho’ the tear were in her eje 

Then let us toast John Ilarlejcorn, 
Each man a glass in hand , 

And may his great posterity 
Ne’er fail in auld Scotland ! 


LUCKLESS FORTUNE 

O, RAGING Fortune’s withering blast 
Has laid mj leaf full low, O ' 

O, raging Fortune’s withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, O ' 


My stem was fair, my bud was green, 
My blossom sweet did blow, O , 
The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild, 
And made my branches grow, 0 


But luckless Fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O , 

But luckless Fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O 
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MY HANDSOME NELL* 

Tune — “7 am a vian unmarried ” 

0, ONCE I loved a bonnie lass, 

Ay, and I love her still , 

And whilst that virtue warms my breast 
I’ll love my handsome Nell 

Fal, lal ae ral, &c. 

As bonnie lasses I ha’e seen, 

And mony full as braw , 

But for a modest, giaccfu’ mien. 

The like I never saw 

A bonnie lass, I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the e’e. 

But without some better qualities 
She's no a lass for me 

But Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet ) 
And, what is best of a’. 

Her reputation is complete. 

And fair w ithout a flaw 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat, 
Baith decent and genteel ; 

And then there’s something in her gait 
Gars ony dress look week 


* 17elUe Blair, the heroine of this song, was a serrant In Ayrshire Thlf 
eomposltion," says Bums, **was Uie first of my performances, and done at 

an early period of my life, when my heart glowed with honest, warm sim- 
plicity, anacqnalQted and nneorrupted with the ways of a widted world. " 
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A gaud} dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heart , 
But It’s Innocence and Modesty 
1 hat polishes the dart 

'Tis this in Xellj pleases me, 

”lis this enchants my soul ' 
For absolutely in my breast 
bhe reigns without control 


1 DREAMED 1 LAY WHERE FLOWERS WERE 
SPRINGING • 

I DREAMED I lay wheie flowers were springing 
Gaily in the sunny beam, 

Listening to the wild buds singing 
By a falling crystal stieam 
Straight the sky grew black and daring j 
Thiough the woods the whnlwinds ravei 
Tiees with aged aims were waning, 

O’er the swelling, drumhe wave. 

Such was my life’s deceitful morning, 

Such the pleasures I enjoy ed , 

But lang or noon, loud tempests storming, 

A’ my floweiy bliss destroyed 
Though fickle Foitune has deceived me, 

(She piomised fan and pei formed but dl,) 

Of mony a joy and hope bereaved me, 

I bear a heart shall supjiort me still 


* * ** Tticte ttatizaSs” aaya the Poet> ** which are amon^t the oldeit of mj 

Klatod plooei, I compoied wheo 1 wai leveDteen ' 
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MY FATHER WAS A FARMER. 

Tune — “ The Weaver and hii shuttle, 0" 

My fithcr was a faimer 

Upon ihe Carntli border, O, 

.\nd carefully he bied me 
In decency and older, O ; 

He bade me act a manij part, 

Though I had ne’er a fai thing, O, 

For without an honest, manly heart. 

No man was worth regarding, O 


Then out into the world 

My course I did determine, 0 ( 
Though to be nth was not my wish, 
Yet to be gieat was charming, 0 
My talents they weie not the w'orst. 
Nor yet my education, O , 

Resolved was I at least to try 
To mend my situation, O. 

In many a way, and vain essay, 

I courted Fortune’s favor, O ; 

Some cause unseen still slept between. 
To frustrate each endeavor, O 
Sometimes by foes I was o’erpowered } 
Sometimes by fiiends forsaken, O ; 
And when my hope was at the top, 

I still was worst mistaken, 0. 

Then sore harassed, and tired at last, 
With Fortune’s vain delusion, O, 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, 
And came to this conclusion, O ■ 
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The past was bad, and the future hid , 

It’s good or ill untnhd, O , 

But the present hour was in my power, 

And so I would enjoy it, O 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I, 

Nor person to befriend me, O, 

So I must toil, and sweat, and hi oil, 

And labor to sustain me O 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, 

My father bred me earlv, 0 , 

For one, he said, to labor bred. 

Was a match for Fortune fairly, 0 

Thus, all obscure, unknown and poor, 
Through lile I’m doomed to wander, Q 
Till down my weary bones I laj , 

In everlasting slumber, O 
No view nor care, but shun whate’er 
Might breed me pain or sorrow, O ; 

I hve to-day as well ’s I may. 

Regardless of to-morrow, 0 

But cheerful still, I am as well 
As a monarch m a palace, 0, 

Though F ortune’s frown still hunts me down 
With all her wonted malice, O , 

I make mdeed my daily bread, 

But ne’er can make it farther, O ; 

But, as daily bread is all I need, 

I do not much regard her, O 

When sometimes by my labor 
1 earn a httle money, O, 

Borne unforeseen misfortune 
Comes gen’rally upon me, O ; 
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Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, 

Or inj good-natured folly, O 
But come whit mil, I’^e sworn it still, 
T’ll nc’ei ho melanchoh , 0 

All jou who follow wialth and power 
With unremitting ardor, O, 

The moie in this )ou look for bliss, 
You lea\e jour view the farther, 0 
Had jou the wealth Botosi boasts. 

Or nations to adore you, O, 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown 
1 will prefer before jou, O 


0, THAT I HAD NE’ER BEEN MARRIED'* 

0, TEAT I had ne’er been married ' 

I wad net er had nae care , 

Now I’ve gotten wife and bairns. 

And the) cry crow'die ever mair. 

Alice crowdic, twice crowdie, 

Thi ee times crowdie in a day : 

Gin )e crowdie ony mair. 

Ye’ll crowdie a’ my meal away. 

Waefu’ want and hunger fley me. 

Glow nil’ b) the hallan en’ ; 

Sail 1 fecht them at the door. 

But aje I'm eerie they come ben. 

Ance crowdie, twice crowdie, 

Three times crowdie in a day j 
Gin je crowdie ony mair, 

Yell crowdie a’ my meal away. 

* Tbs loiiff Is an old one , the hut verse onlj bj Bams 
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PEGGY 

Tuke — " 1 had a hor'te, and I had nae mair ” 

Now we'.tlm’ wimls, and slauj;hteiiug guns 
Piiiig autumnV jtleas int weather, 

The mooicotk Kjiruig<-, on 'wluiung wings, 
Amang the bluounng lieailiet 
Now v.d\uig gram, wide o’er the plain, 

Delights the w eai ) fat mer , 

And the nmou slimes hught, when I rove at night, 
To mube upon mj charmer 

The partridge lores the fruitful fells , 

The plorei loxts tlie mouiilams , 

The woodeocls haunts the lonely dells, 

The soaring hem the fountains 
Through lofty grores the cushat roves. 

The path of man to shun it , 

The hazel-bush o'erhangs the thrush. 

The spreading thoin the linnet 

Thus every kind their pleasure find — 

The savage and the tender , 

Some social join, and leagues combine. 

Some solitarj wander 
A\ aunt, aw ay ' the cruel sway. 

Tyrannic Man’s dominion , 

The sportsman’s joy, tlie murdering cry, 

The fluttering, gory pinion ! 

But, Peggy dear, the cvemng ’s clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 

The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

AH fading-green and yellow . 
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Come, let us stray our gladsome way, 
And view the charms of Nature , 

The rustling corn, the fruited thorn. 
And every happy creature 

We’ll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 
Till the silent moon shine clearly , 
I’ll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest. 
Swear how I lo\e thee dearly 
Not vernal showers to budding flowers. 
Not autumn to the farmer, 

So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charmer I 


MONTGOMERY’S PEGGY* 

Tune — “ OaUa Water ” 

Although my bed were in yon muir, 

Amang the heather, m my plaidie. 

Yet happy, happy would 1 be. 

Had I my dear Montgomery's Peggy. 

When o’er the hill beat sturly storms. 

And winter nights were dark and rainy j 
I’d seek some dell, and in my arms 
I’d shelter dear Montgomery’s Peggy. 

Were 1 a baron, proud and high. 

And horse and servants waiting ready. 

Then a’ ’twad gi’e o’ joy to me, 

The shann’t wi’ Montgomery’s Peggy. 

• u Tbls fimcnient li Sons," uji Barni, tomcthlas In Imltstlon ot fte 
■s mwr of s nobis OM vises es&sO ‘ M'Mmtn'i Ps(gls.' ” 
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THE MAUCHLINE LADY 

Tune — I had a horse, and I had 7iae mmr ” 

When fiist I came to Steuart lijle, 

My mind it was na sleadv , 

Where’ei I gaed, wlierc’er I rade, 

A miBtie&8 btill I had aje 

But when I came roun’ by Maucbbne town, 
Not dicadm’ ony body, 

My heart was caught befoie I thought, 

And by a Mauchline lady * 


THE EANTIN’ DOG THE DADDIE O’T. 

Tune — “ £as/ nook o’ Fife.” 

O, wnA my baby-clouts will buy’’ 

O, wba wiU tent me when 1 cry ’’ 

Wha will kiss me w here I he ’’ — 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. 

0, wha will own he did the fau’t P 
0, wha will buy the groanin’ mautP 
O, wha will tell me how to ca’t P — 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. 

When I mount the creepie chair, 

Wha will sit beside me there ? 

Gi’e me Rob, I’ll seek nae mair, — 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. 


* Jmh Attomi, aftennnJa hit wUk. 
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Wha will crack to me my lane? 
Wha will muk’ me ? 

Wha w ill ki^s me o’er again ** — 
The rantin’ dog the daddie o't 


MY IlEAHT WAS AN'CE AS BLITHE AND 
FREE 


Tune — “ To the weavers gin ye go ” 

Mt heart wa>i aiice as blithe and free 
As simmer days were laiig, 

But a hoiiiiie wcsiliii wearer lad 
Has gart me change my sang 
To the weasels gin ye go, fair maids, 
To the wearers gm ye go, 

I rede you right gang ne’er at night. 
To the weavers gin ye go 

My mither sent me to the town. 

To warp a plaiden wab , 

But the weaiy, weary warpin’ o’t 
Has gart me sigh and sab 

A bonnie rvesllin weaver lad 
Sat working at his loom , 

He took mv heait as wi' a net. 

In er ery knot and thrum. 

I sat beside my warpm’-wheel, 

And aye I ca’d it roun’ ; 

But every shot and every knock. 

My heart it ga’e a stoun. 
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The moon was sinkin" in the west 
Wi’ \isage pale and wan, 

As my bonnie westhn weaver lad 
Convoyed me thiough the glen 

But what was siid, or what was done, 
Sharat' fa’ me gin I ti 11 , 

But, O ’ I fcai the kmtia soon 
Will ken as weel’a mjsel’. 

To the wcavLis gin >e go, fair maids, 
To the weavers gin )e go , 

I rede j ou right gang ne’er at night, 
To the weavers gin >e go 


GUDE’EM TO YOU, KIMMER 
Tune — “ IFeVe a’ noddin’ ” 

Gude ’en to you, kimmer, 

And how do ye do ■’ 

Hiccup, quo’ kimmer. 

The better that I’m fou 

We’re a’ noddin’, md, nid, noddin’, 
We’re a’ noddin’ at our house at hama 

Kate sits T the neuk, 

Suppin’ hen broo , 

De’il tak’ Kate, 

An’ she be na noddin’ too I 

How ’s a’ wi’ you, kimmer, 

And how do ye fare ? 

A pint o’ the best o’t, 

And twa pints mair 
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How ’s a’ w i’ you, kimmer, 

And how do ye thrive ^ 

How mony h urns ha’e j e 
Quo' kimraer, I ha’e five. 

Are they a’ Johnny 's’* 

Eh ' atweel na 
Twa o’ them were gotten 
When Jotinny was awa’ 

Cats like milk, 

And dogs like broo, 

Lads like lasses weel, 

And lasses lads too 

We’re a’ noddin’, md, md, noddin’. 
We’re a’ noddin’ at our house at hame.* 


A FRAGMENT 

Tune — “ John Anderson my Jo” 

One night as I did wander. 
When corn begins to shoot, 

I sat me do»n to ponder. 

Upon an auld tree root 


• There li another version of the ilvth verse anil the choms In a lette* 
to Mr Robert Unslie, Jr , dated 23d of August, 1787, which we subjoin — 

The cats like kllthen , 

The dogs like broo , 

The lasses like the lads weel, 

And th’ auld wlvu too. 

CHOKUS 

And we re a' noddin', 

Nid, nld, noddin , 

We re a’ noddin' fhn at a 
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Auld Ayr ran by before me, 

And bickered to the seas , 

A cushat crowded o’er me, 

That echoed through the braes 


O WHY THE l^EUCE SHOULD I REPINE f 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, APRIL, 1782. 

0 wny the deuce should I repine, 

An’ be an ill foreboder'’ 

I’m taentj-tliree, and five feet nine — 

I’ll go and be a sodger 

1 gat some gear wi’ meikle care, 

I held it well thegither, 

But now It ’s gane, and somethmg mair — 

I’ll go and be a sodger. 


ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST 

CHORUS. 

Robin shure in hairst, 

I shure wi’ him j 
Fient a heuk had I, 

Yet I stack by him. 

I gaed up to Dunse, 

To warp a wab o’ plaiden ; 
At his daddie’s yett, 

Wha met me but Rohm P 
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Was na Robin bauld, 

Though 1 was a cotter, 
PId\cd me SIC a tiitk — 

And me the elier’s dothterl 

Robin pnnni'i d me 
A’ my winter sit tie , 

Fient haet he had hut three 
Goose-feathers and a whittle 
Robin shure, &c 


SWEETEST MAY 

Sweetest Ma), let lote inspire thee ; 
Take a heart which he desires thee , 
As thy constant slave regard it , 

For Its faith and truth reward it. 

Proof o’ shot to birth or money, 

Not the wealthy, hut the honriie. 

Not high-born, but noble-minded, 

In love’s silken hand can bind it ! 


WHEN I THINK ON THE HAPPY DAYS 

When I think on the happy days 
I spent w i’ y ou, mv dearie , 

And now what lands between us lie, 

How can I be but eerie I 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours, 

As y e were wae and weary 1 
It was na sae ye glinted by 
When I was wi’ my dearie 
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MY JEAN.* 

Tune — “ 'Hie Northern Lass " 

Though ciuel Fate should bid us part, 
Far as the Pole and Line, 

Her dear idea round mj heart 
Should tendeil) entwine 
Though mountains use, and deserts howl. 
And oceans roar between , 

Yet, dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would love my Jean 


RANTIN’ ROVIN’ ROBIN t 

Tune — “Damtie Davie ” 

There was a lad was bum in Kyle, 
But what’n a day o' what’n a style 
I doubt It’s hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi’ Robin 
Robin was a rovin’ boy. 

Rantin’ lovin’, rantin’ rovin’ j 
Robin was a rovin’ boy. 

Rantin’ rovin’ Robin ' 

Our monarch’s hindmost year but ane 
Was five-and-twenty days begun, 
Twas then a blast o’ Janwar win’ 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 


* Jean Armour 

t Tbis song, U Bsld, ooxomemorat^B an iocideot whltdi occured whea 
Bobert Bomi iraa born. 
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The gossip keek.it in his loof , 

Quo’ she, Wha lives will see the proofs 
This waly boy will be nae coof, — 

I think we’ll ca’ him Robin 

He'll hae misfortunes great and sma’, 
But aye a heart aboon them a’ ; 

He’ll be a credit ’ull us a’, 

We’ll a’ be proud o’ Robin 

But, sure as three times three mak’ nina^ 
I see, by ilka score and line. 

This chap will dearly hke our km’, — 

So leeze me on thee, Robin • 

Quid faith, quo’ she, I doubt ye gar. 

The bonnie lasses lie aspar , 

But twenty fauts ye may ha’e waur,— 
So blessin’s on thee, Robin I 
Robin was a rovin’ boy. 

Rantin’ rovin’, rantin’ rovin’ ; 
Robin was a rovin’ boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’ Robin ' 


BONNIE PEGGY ALISON. 
Ttne — " Braes o’ Balqvhtddtr " 
cnoKUs 

1’i.L kiss thee yet, yet. 

An’ I’ll kiss thee o’er agam ; 
An’ I’ll kiss thee yet, yet. 

My bonnie Peggy Ahson 1 

Dk care and fear, when thou art near, 
I ever mair defy them, O ; 
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Young kings upon their hansel throne 
Are nae sae blest as I am, O ; 

When in my arms, wi’ a’ thy charms, 

1 clasp my countless treasure, O, 

I seek nae mair o’ Heaven to share. 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure, O * 

And by thv een, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever, 0 ' 

And on thy bps I seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never, O * 

I’ll kiss thee yet, yet. 

An’ I’ll kiss thee o’er again , 
An’ I’ll kiss thee yet, yet. 

My bonnie Peggy Alison ' 


MAUCHLINE BELLES 
Tcue — "MauMint Bella ” 

0 LEAVE novels, ye Mauehline belles * 
Ye’re safer at your spinning- wheel , 

Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks — like Rob Mossgiek 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisous, 
They make your youthful fancies reel ; 

They heat your veins, and fire your brains, 
And then ye’re prey for Rob MossgieL 

Beware a tongue that ’s smoothly hung, 

A heart that warmly seems to feel ; 

That feeling heart but acts a part — 

Tib rakish art in Rob Mossgiel 
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The frank address, the soft caress, 

Are worse than poisoned daits of steel j 
The flank address, and politesse. 

Are all finesse in Hob Mossgiel. 


THE BELLES OF MAUCHLIXE. 

Tunf — “Bonnie Dundee ” 

In Mauchlme there dwells six proper young belles, 
The pride o’ the place and its neighborhood V , 
Their carnage and dress, a sti anger would guess, 

In Loii’on or Pans they’d gotten it a’ 

Miss Milltr 18 fine, Miss MarklanJ "s divine, 

Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw ; 
There’s beauty and fortune to get vvi’ Miss Morton, 
But Armour ’s * the jewel for me o’ them a’. 


HUNTING SONG 

Tune— “/ rede you beware at the hunting” 

The heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn. 
Our lads gaed a-hunling ae day at the dawn, 

O’er moors and o’er mosses, and mony a glen. 

At length they discovered a boiiiiie moor-hen 
I rede you beware at the hunting, young men; 

I rede you beware at the hunting, young men ; 

Tak’ some on the wing, and some as they spring. 
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen 


Jean, atVerwards hla wifa. 
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Sweet brushing the dew from the brown heather -bells, 
Her colors betrajed her on }on moss) fells, 

Her plumage outlustred the pride o’ the S])rmg, 

And oh' as she wantoned gaj on the wmg, 

Auld Phochua hinisel’ as he pcejicd o’ei the hill. 

In spite, at hei plumage he ti led his skill , 

He leselled his rajs where she basked on the brae — 
Ills raj’8 weie outshone, and but maikcd where she 1»J 

They hunttd the vallej, thej hunted the hill, 

The best of our lads, wi’ the best o’ their skill , 

But still as the faiiest she sat in their sight — 

Then, whur ' she was ovei, a mile at a flight 
I rede you beware at the hunting jouiig men j 
I rede jou bewaie at the hunting young men , 

Tak’ some on the wing, and some as they spring. 
But oannily steal on a bomiie moor-hen 


YOUNG PEGGY. 

Tune — “•Last tune I cam' o'er the muir ’’ 

Young Peggy blooms our bonniest lass | 
Her blush is like the morning, 

The rosy dawn, the springing grass 
With peaily gems adorning 
Her eyes outshine the radiant beams 
That gild the passing shower. 

And glitter o’er the ciystsl streams. 

And cheer each fresh’niug flower. 

Her lips more than the cherries bright, 

A richer dye has graced them , 

They charm th’ admiring gazer’s sight, 
And sweetly tempt to taste them; 
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Her smile is like the evening mild, 
When featheied Inhes aie com ting, 
And litt.3 lambkins, naiiton ndd, 

In pla)ful bands dispoiting 

Were Foitune lovely Peggy’s fbe, 

Such sweetness would lelent her j 
As blooming S]uing unbends the brow 
Of surly, savage Winter 
Detraction’s eye no aim can gain, 

Her winning powers to lessen , 

And spiteful Envy guns in vain. 

The poisoned tooth to fasten 

Ye Powers of Honor, Love, and Truth, 
From every ill defend her * 

Inspire the highly-hivoied youth 
The Destinies intend her , 

Still fan the sweet connubial flame. 
Responsive in each bosom , 

And bless the dear parental name 
With many a filial blossom 


THE CURE FOR ALL CARE. 

Tcne — “Prepare, my dear hretltren, to the tavern 
let') fly” 

No churchman am I for to rail and to write. 

No statesman nor soldier, to plot or to fight. 

No sly man of business contrivmg a snare — 

For a big-belhed bottle ’s the whole of mj oare. 
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The peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow, 

I gcom not the peasant, though ci er so low ; 

But a club of good fellows, like those that are here, 
And a bottle like this, are my gloiy and caie 

Here passes the Squire on his biothej — his horse ; 
There Centuin-per-ceiitum, the cit uith his purse , 
But see you the Crown, how it waves in the air ? 
There a big-bellied bottle still eases my care 

The wife of my bosom, alas ' she did die , 

For sweet consolation to tliurch I did fly , 

I found that old Solomon proved it fair. 

That a big-belhed bottle ’s a cure for all care 

I once was persuaded a venture to make , 

A letter informed me that all was to wreck , 

But the pursy old landlord just waddled up-stairs, 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares 

“ Life’s cares they are comforts ” * — a maxim laid 
down 

By the bard — what d’ye call him ^ — that wore the 
black gown , 

And faith, I agree with th’ old png to a hair ; 

For a big-bellied bottle ’s a heav’n of a care 


STANZA ADDED IN A MASONIC LODGE. 

Then fill up a bumper, and make it o’erflow. 

And honors Masomc prepare for to throw , 

May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have 8 big-bellied bottle when harassed with care I 


Tonne's ^ Night Tlicmslits." 
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THK SONS OF OLD KILLIE • 

Tune — “ l^)iaiDnboy ” 

Ye sons of old Kill.e, assembled by AVillie, 

To follow tlie noble location, 

Your thntij old mother has staice such another 
To Bit 111 th.it honored station 
I’re little to say, but only to pray , 

As praying’s the ton ot your fashion 
A ]irayer from tlic Muse you well may excuse, — 
Tis seldom her faiorite passion 

Ye Powers who pieside o’er the wind and the tide, 
Who raarkhd each element’s border , 

Who formed this fiame with beneficent aim, 

Whose sovereign statute is order ' 

Within this dear mansion may wayward contention 
Or withered envy ne’er enter, 

May seorect round be the mystical bound. 

And brotherly loie be the centre ' 


KATHEKINE JAFFRAY 

TnEEE lived a lass in yonder dale. 
And down in yonder glen, 0 ' 

And Kalheiine Jaffray was her name, 
AA’eel know n to many men, O ' 


* Tho orlgln&l In the Poet f handwTitln^, belongs to Gabriel Neilf Olai* 
fow, and has the following note attached to it —"This song, frrote by 
Vr Barns, was sang by him in the Kilmarnock KUwinning Lodge, In 178^ 
and glTeu by him to U.r Parker, who was Master of the Lodge 
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Out came the Lord of Lauderdale, 

Out frae the South couiitrie, O ^ 

All for to couit this pretty maid, 

Her bridegroom for to be, O ' 

He 's tellcd her father and mother baith, 
As I hear sundrj 8a\, O' 

But he has na telled the lass hersel’ 

Till on her wedding-day, O ' 

Then came the l^aird o’ Lochington, 

Out Irae the English border, 

All for to court this pretty maid. 

All mounted in good order 


ON CESSNOCK BANKS. 

Tune — “If ht he a butcher neat and tnm.” 

On Cessnock banks there lives a lass,* — 
Could I describe her shape and mien ; 

The graces of her weel-fared face. 

And the glancin’ of her sparklin’ een 1 

She 's fresher than the morning dawn, 

When rising Phoebus first is seen. 

When dewdrops twinkle o’er the lawn ; 

An’ she ’s twa glancin’, sparkhn' een. 

She ’s stately, like yon youthful ash, 

That grows the cowslip braes between, 
And shoots its head above each bush j 
An’ she 'a twa glancin’, sparklin’ een. 

* Bnpposad to 1m ths Poet's tint lore. Ellltoo BeiUo. 
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She’s spotless as the flowering thorn, 

With flowers so white and leaves so green, 
When purest in the dewy morn , 

An’ she’s twa glancin’, sparklin’ een 

Her looks aie like the sportive lamb. 

When floweiy May adorns the scene. 

That wantons round its bleating dam , 

An’ she ’s twa glancin’, sparklin’ een. 

Her hair is hke the curling mist 

That shades the mountain-side at e’en, 
When flower-reviving rams are past , 

An’ she ’s twa glancin’, sparklin’ een. 

Her forehead ’s like the showery bow. 

When shining sunlieams intervene. 

And gild the distant mountain’s brow ; 

An’ she ’s twa glancin’, sparklin’ een 

Her voice is like the evening thrush 
That Bings on Cessnock banks unseen. 
While his mate sits nestling in the bush i 
An’ she ’s twa glancin’, sparklin’ een 

Her lips are hke the cherries ripe 

That sunny walls from Boreas screen j 
They tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 
An’ she ’s twa glancin’, sparklin’ een. 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep. 

With fleeces newly washen clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep ; 

An’ she ’s twa glancm’, sparklin’ een 

Her breath is hke the fragrant breeze 
That gently sttrs the blossomed bean. 
When Phoebus sinks behind the seas ; 

An’ she ’s twa glancm’, sparklin’ een. 
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But it’s not her air, her form, her face. 
Though matching Beauts ’s fabled queen, 
But the mind that shines in eveiy grace — 
An’ chiefly m her sparklin’ een 


ON CESSNOCK BANKS 

[IMPROVtil VERSION ] 

Tune — “ If he be a butcher neat and trim 

On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells , 

Could I desciibe her shape and mien , 

Our lasses a’ she far excels, — 

An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish ecn 

She ’s sweeter than the m<,rning dawn. 

When rising Phoebus fiist is seen, 

And dewdrops twinkle o’er the lawn , 

An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een 

Bbe’s stately, like yon youthful ash. 

That grows the cowslip biacs between. 
And drinks the stream with vigor fresh j 
An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een 

She’s spotless, like the flowenng thorn. 

With flowers so while and leaves so green, 
When purest in the dewy morn ; 

An’ she ’s twa sparkhng, roguish een. 

Her looks are like the vernal May, 

When evemng Plnebus shines serene, 
While birds rejoice on every spray > 

An’ she ’s twa sparkhng, roguish een. 
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Her hair is like the culling mist 

That climbs the mountain-sides at e’en, 
When flower-iesiving rains are past , 

An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een 

Her forehead ’s like the showery bow, 
When gleaming sunbeams inteiiene, 
And gild the distant mountain’s brow , 

An’ she ’s tw a sparklmg, roguish een 

Her cheeks are like }on crimson gem, 

The piide of all the floweiy scene, 

Just opening on its thorny stem , 

An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een. 

Her teeth are like the nightl) snow, 

When pale the moi iiing rises keen, 
While hid the murm’iing streamlets flow ; 
An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een 

Her bps aie like yon cherries ripe, 

That sunny walls from Boreas screen , 
Thej tempt the taste and charm the sight , 
An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een. 


Her breath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossomed bean. 
When Phoebus sinks behind the seas , 
An’ she ’s twa sparkling, roguish een 


Her voice is like the evening thrush, 
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen, 
While his mate sits nestling in the bush ; 
An’ she 's twa sparkUng, roguish een. 
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But it’a not her air, her form, liei face, 
Though matching Beauty’s fabled queen t 
Tis the imnd that shines in every grace, 
An’ chiefly in her roguish een 


TO MARY* 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

And leave auld Scotia’s shoi e 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

Across th’ Atlantic’s roar ? 

0 sweet grow the hmc and the orange, 
And the apple on the pine , 

But a’ the charms o’ the Indies 
Can never equal thine. 

1 ha’e sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I faa’e sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the Heavens forget me. 
When I forget my vow ' 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 

And plight me your hly-white hand; 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 

Before I leave Scotia’s strand 

We ha’e plighted our Uoth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join , 

And curst be the cause that shall part us I — 
The hour and the moment o’ time I 


Mu 7 Campbell, or Highland Mary 
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MARY* 

Tune — “ Blue bonnets ” 

PowEKS celestial ' whose protection 
Ever guards the virtuous fair, 

While m distant dimes I wander, 

Let iny Mary be your care , 

Let her form, sae fair and faultless, 

Fair and faultless as your own. 

Let my Mary’s kindred spirit 

Draw your choieest influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her 
Soft and peaceful as her breast , 
Breathing in the breeze that fans her, 
Soothe her bosom into rest 
Guardian angels > 0 protect her, 

When in distant lands I roam , 

To realms unknown while fate exiles me, 
Make her bosom still my home ' 


BONNIE DUNDEE t 

Tune — “ Bonme Dundee ” 


O, wnsRE did ye get that hauver meal bannock P 
O, silly blind body, O dinna ye see ? 

I gat it frae a brisk young sodger laddie. 

Between Saint Johnston and bonme Dundee. 


* Highland Mary Her name was Marj Campbell 
t The aecoad verae only of thla aong waa written bj Bami. 
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O gin I saw the laddie that ga’e me ’t ! 

Aft has he doudled me up on his knee ; 

May Heaven protect my bonn.e Scots laddie, 
And send him safe hame to his habie and me I 

My blessin's upon thy sweet wee lippie, 

My blessin’s upon thy bonnie e'e bree ' 

'Thy smiles are sae like my bKthe sodger laddie, 
Thou’s aye be dearer and dearer to me' 

But I’ll big a bower on yon bonny banks, 

Where Tay rins wimplin’ by sae clear , 

And I’ll deed thee in the tartan sae fine. 

And mak’ thee a man like thy daddie dear. 


THE JOYEUL WIDOWER. 

Tune — “ Maggie Lauder ” 

I MARRIED with a scolding wife 
The fourteenth of November j 

She made me weary of my life 
By one unruly member 

Long did I bear the heavy yoke, 

And many griefs attended : 

But, to my comfort be it spoke, 

Now, now her life is ended 

We lived ftiE one-and-twenty years 
A man and wife together ; 

At length from me her course she steered, 
And gone 1 know not whither. 
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Would I could gue'js, I do profess — 
I speak, and do not flatter — 

Of all the women in the world, 

I never could come at her. 

Her body is bestowed well, 

A handsome f;rave does hide her ) 
But sure her soul is not in hell — 

The de’il could ne’er abide her 

I rather think she is aloft. 

And imitating thunder , 

For why — methmks I hear her voice 
Tearing the clouds asunder 


THERE’S NEWS, LASSES, NEWa 

There’s news, lasses, news, 

Gude news I have to tell, 

There’s a boat fu’ o’ lads 
Come to our town to sell. 

CHORUS 

The wean wants a cradle, 

An’ the cradle wants a cod, 

An’ rU no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 

Father, quo’ she, Mither, quo’ she, 
Do what you can. 

I’ll no gang to my bed 
Till I get a man. 

The wean, &c. 
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I ha’e as gude a craft ng 
As made o’ j ird and stane j 
And waly fa’ the ley-crap, 

For I maun tdled again 
The wean, &c 


MACPHERSON’S FAREWELL* 

Tune — “ M'Pherson’s Rant ” 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 
The wretch’s destinie ' 

Macpherson’s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows-tree 
Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingl) gaed he ; 

He play ed a spring, and danced it round. 
Below the gallows-tree. 


O ' what IS death but parting breath ? 

On mony a bloody plain 
I’ye dared his face, and in this place 
I scorn him yet again' 


* Macpherson was chief of a branch of the clan Chattan, and a f^moTis 
freebooter " Maepherson’s Lament, aaj a Sir Walter Scott, “ w as a well- 
know a song oiauy 3 ear*! before the Avrshire Hardw-rote thcio addillonal 
verses, which constitute Us principal merit This noted frtfbooler was 
executed at Invcrruss about the beginning of the Ust century When he 
eame to the fatal tree, he played the tune to which he has bequeathed hts 
name upon a favorite vioLij , and, holding up the instrument, he offered it 
to any one of his clan who would untlertake to play the tune over his body 
At the Jyke-wake As none answered, he dashed it to pieces on the exe* 
gatloner's head, and flung himself from the Udder 
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Untie these bands from off my bands, 

And bring to me my sword ' 

And there’s no a man in all Scotland 
But I’ll braie him at a word 

I’ve lived a life of Sturt and stnfe j 
I die by treachene 
It burns my heart I must depart, 

And not avengfed be 

Now farewell light — thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky ' 

May coward shame disdain his name, 

The wretch that dares not die 1 
Sae tantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he , 

He played a spring and danced it round, 
Below the gallows-tree. 


DAMON AND SYLVIA 

Tune — “ The tiiher mom, at I forlorn." 

Yon wandenng nil that marks the hill, 
And glances o’er the brae, sir, 

Shdes by a bower, where mony a flower 
Sneds fragrance on the day, sir. 

There Damon lay with Sylvia gay, 

To love they thought nae crime, sir | 
The wild-hirds sang, the echoes rang, 
While Damon’s heart beat time, sir. 
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HER DADDIE FORBADE 

TujJi. — “ Jumpin’ John " 

Her daddie forbade, her mmme forbade ; 

Forbidden she wadna be , 

She wadna trow’t the browst she brewed 
Wad taste sae bitterhe 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumiim’ John 
Beguiled the bonme lassie, 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the bonme lassie 

A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf, 

And thretty guid shillin’s and three , 

A Tera gude tocher, a cotter-man’s doohter, 
The lass with the bonme black e’e 


FM O’ER YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 

Tcne — “ Tm o'er young to marry yet ” 

I AM my mammy’s ae baim, 

Wi’ unco folk I weary, sir j 
And lying in a man’s bed, 

I’m fley ed wad mak’ me eerie, sir. 

I’m o’er young to marry yet; 

I’m o’er young to marry yet ; 
I’m o’er young — ’twad be a sm 
To tak’ me frae my mammy yet 
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My mammy coft me a new gown, 

The kirk maun ha’c tlie giacing o’t; 

Were I to he wi’ you, kiiiil sir, 

I’m feared ye'd spoil the lacing o't 

Hallowmas is come and gane. 

The nights are lang in w inter, sir ) 

An’ you an’ I in ae bed 

In trouth I dare na venture, sir 

Fu’ loud and shrill the frosty wind 
Blaws through the leafless timmer, sir; 

But if ye come this gate again, 

I’ll aulder be gin simmer, sir 

I’m o'er toung to marry yet , 

I’m o’er young to marry yet , 
I’m o’er young — ’twad be a sm 
To tak’ me frae my mammy yet. 


STAY, MY CHARMER. 

Tune — “ An OiUe dubA ciar dAubh.” 

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
Cruel, cruel to deceive me I 
Well you know how much you grieve me 1 
Cruel charmer, can y ou go P 
Cruel charmer, can you go P 

By my love so ill requited j 
By the faith you fondly plighted ; 

By the pangs of lovers slighted j 
Do not, do not leave me so ! 

Do not, do not leave me so I 
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COME DOAVN THE BACK STAIRS 
Tcke — “ Whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad 
CHORUS 

O, WHISTLE, and I’ll come 
To }ou, m) lad , 

O, whistle, and I’ll come 
To jou, mj lad , 

Though father and milher 
Should baith gae mad, 

O, wlustle, and I’ll come 
To you, my lad 

Come down the back stairs 
"When ye come to court me j 
Come down the back stairs 
When ye come to court me , 

Come down the back stairs, 

And let naebody see, 

And come as ye were na 
Coming to me 


MY HOGGIE. 

Tume — “ What Kill I do gin my hoggte dief" 

What will I do gin my hoggie die ? 

My joy, my pnde, my hoggie I 
My only beast, I bad nae mae, 

And TOW but 1 was Togie I 
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The lee-lang night we watched the fauld, 
Me and my faithfu’ doggie , 

We heajd naught but the ro iring Imn 
Amang the braes sae scroggie , 

But the houlet tried fiae the castle wa’, 
The blitter frae the boggle, 

The tod replied upon the hill 
I trembled for my hoggie 

When day did daw’, and cocks did craw. 
The morning it was foggy , 

An unco tyke lap o’er the dj ke, 

And maist has kdled my hoggie 


BRAW LADS OF GALLA WATER. 
Ttoe — “ QaUa Water ” 

CHORUS 

Bbaw, braw lads of Galla Water ; 

O braw lads of Galla W ater ' 

I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my love through the water, 

Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 

Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie j 
Sae white her teeth, sae sweet her mou’, 

The mair I kiss she’s aye my dearie. 

O'er yon bank and o’er yon brae. 

O’er yon moss amang the heather. 

I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee. 

And follow tny love through the watet. 
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Down amang the bioom, the bioom, 

Down amang the broom, my dearie, 

The lassie lost a silken snood, 

That cost her mony a bint and bleary 

Braw, braw lads of Galla Water j 
0 braw lads of Galla Water I 
I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my love through the wati 


THERE WAS A WIFE* 

There was a wife wonned in Cockpen, 
Scroggam , 

She brewed guid ale for gentlemen j 
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum 

The gudewife’s dochter fell in (pfever, 
Scroggam , 

The priest o’ the parish fell in anitber j 
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum 

They laid the twa i’ the bed thegither, 
Scroggam , 

That the heat o’ the tane might cool the father t 
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me, 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum 


■ TMi lonf U Inurted In t|]« ifmteal Jfuteum, where It la etsted to hart 
been written bj Bnnu, ooneeqaenUrR I* here Inaerted Among bti cthae 
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UP IN THE MORNING EARLY. 

CHORUS 

Up in the morning’s no for me, 

Up in the mornirif; early , 

When a' the hills are cohered m’ snaw, 
I’m sure it’a muter fairly 

Cauld blaws the \iiud frae east to west, 

The drift is diiving sairlj , 

Sae loud and shrill I hear the blast. 

I’m sure it’s winter fairly 

The birds sit ehiitering in the thorn, 

A’ day they fare but sparely , 

And lang 's the night frae e’en to mom, 

I’m sure it’s winter fairly 

Up m the morning’s no for me. 

Up in the morning early , 

When a’ the hills are covered wi’ snaw, 
I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 


THERE WAS A LASS. 


Tune — “ Duncan Damaon." 

There was a lass, they ca’d her Meg, 
And she held o’er the moors to spm ; 
There was a lad that followed her, 

They ca’d him Duncan Davison. 
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The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skeigh, 
Her favor Duncan could na win , 

For wi’ the rock she wad him knock, 

And aje she shook the temper-pin 

As o’er the moor they lightly foor, 

A burn was clear, a glen was green, 

Upon the hanks thev eased their shanks. 
And aie she set the wheel between 
But Duncan sw ore a lial) aith. 

That Meg should he a bride the morn | 
Then Meg took up her 8|)inniii’ graith, 

And fiang them a’ out o’er the bum. 

We'll big a house — a wee, wee house, 

And we will Ine like king and queen ^ 
Sae hi) the and merrj we will be 
When ye set by the wheel at e’en. 

A man may drink and no be drunk , 

A man may fight and no be slam , 

A man may kiss a bonnie lass, 

And aye be welcome back again. 


HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER 

TtJNE — “ The Dusty Miller ” 

Hey, the dusty miller. 

And his dusty coat , 

He will win a shilling. 

Or he spend a groaL 
Dusty was the coat, 

Dusty was the color, 
Dusty was the kiss 
1 got fiae the millet. 
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Hey, the dusty miller, 

And his dusty sack j 
Leeze me on the calling. 

Fills the dusty peck 
Fills the dusty peck, 
Brings the dusty siller; 
I wad gi’e my coatie 
For the dusty miller 


THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER.* 

Tune — “ Morag ” 

Loud blaw the frosty breezes. 

The snaw the mountains corer, 

Like winter on roe seizes. 

Since my young Highland Rorer 
Far -wanders nations over 
Where’er he go, -where’er he stray, 

May Heaven he his warden ; 

Return him safe to fair Strathspey 
And bonnie Castle-Gordon I 

’The trees now naked groaning. 

Shall soon wi’ leaves be hinging, 

’The birdies dowie moaning, 

Shall a’ be bhthely singing. 

And every flower be springing. 

See I’ll rejoice the lee-Iang day. 

When by his mighty warden 
My youth’s returned to fair Strathspey 
And bonnie Castle-Oordon 


Warn CharlM SAwu^ 
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BOXNIE PEG. 

As I came m I13 our pale end, 

As day was waxm’ wearj, 

O wha came tiippmg down the street. 
But bonnie Peg, my dearie ' 

Her air sae sweet, and shape complete, 
Wi’ nae proportion wanting. 

The Queen of Lore did never move 
Wi’ motion mair enchanting 

Wi’ liiikhd hands, we took the sands 
Adown yon winding river. 

And, O ' that hour and broomy bower. 
Can I forget it ever ? 


SHELAII O’NEIL. 

When first I began for to sigh and to woo her, 

Of many fine things I did say a great deal. 

But, above all the rest, that which pleased her the best, 
Was, O ' will you mairy me, Shelah O’Neil P 
My point I soon earned, for straight we were married. 
Then the weight of ray burden 1 soon ’gan to feel, — 
For she scolded, she fisted — O then I enlisted, 

Left Ireland, and whiskey, and Shelah O'NeiL 

’Then tired and dull-hearted, O then I deserted. 

And fled into regions far distant from home. 

To Frederick’s army, where none e’er could berm me, 
Save Shelah beraelf 10 the shape of a bomb. 
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I fought every battle, where cannons did rattle, 

Felt sharp shot, alas ’ and the sharp-pointed steel ; 
But, in all my wars round, thank my stars, I ne’er found 
Aught so sharp as the tongue of cursed Shelah O’NeiL 


WEARY FA’ YOU, DUNCAN GRAY, 

Tune — “Duncan Qray ” 

Weaev fa’ )ou, Duncan Gra) — 

Ila, ha, the girdin’ o't ' 

Wae gae by you, Duncan Gray — 
lla, ha, the girdin’ o’t ' 

When a’ the lave gae to their play. 

Then I maun sit the lee-lang day. 

And jog the cradle wi’ my tae. 

And a’ for the glidin’ o’t 

Bonnie was the Lammas moon — 

Ha, ha, the girdin’ o’t ' 

Glowrin’ a’ the hills aboon — 

Ila, ha, the girdin’ o’t ' 

The girdin’ brak, the beast cam’ down, 

I Unt my curch and baith my shoon ; 

Ah ’ Duncan, je’ie an unco loon — 

Wae on the bad girdiiT o’t ’ 

But, Duncan, gin ye’ll keep your aith, — 
Ha, ha, the gn dm’ o’t ' 

Fee bless you wt’ my hindmost breath — 
Ha, ha, the girdiii’ o’t ' 

Duncan, gin ye’ll keep your aith — 

The beast again cau bear us baith. 

And auld Mess John will mend the 
And olout the bad girdm’ o’L 
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THENIEL MENZIE’S BOXNIE MARY 

Tu>E — “The Ituffian’s liant” 

In coming by the brig o’ D) e, 

At Darlet we a blink did tarry , 

As day w as dawin’ in the sky, 

We drank a health to bonnie Mary. 
Theniel Meiizie’s bonnie Mary, 
Tlieniel Men/ie’s bonnie Mary ; 
Chailie Gipgor tint bis plaidie, 
Kissin’ Theiiitd’s boniue Mary. 

Her een sae bright, her biow sae white, 
Her haffet locks as brown ’s a berry i 
And aye thej dimpl’t wi’ a smile. 

The rosy cheeks o’ bourne Mary 

We lap and danced the lee-lang day. 

Till piper lads were wae an’ weary j 
But Chailie gat the spring to pay. 

For kissin’ Thenicrs bonnie Mary 
Theniel Meiizie’s bonnie M iry, 
Theniel Menzie’s bonnie Mary ; 
Charlie Gregor tint his pUidie, 
Kissm’ Theniel’s bonnie Mary. 


YE HA’E LIEN WHANG, LASSIK 

CHOBtJB. 

Ye ha’e hen a’ wrang, lassie, 

Ye’ve hen a’ wrang ; 

Ye’ve hen m an unco bed, 

And wi’ a fremit man. 
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Your rosy cheeks are turned sae wan, 
Ye’re greeuci than the grass, lassie I 
Y our coatie ’s shoi ter by a span, 

Yet ne’er an iikIi the less, lassie ! 

O, lassie, ye ha’e played the fool, 

And ye will feel the scoin, lassie, 

For aye the brose ye sup at e'en 
Ye bock them ere the morn, lassie. 

O, ance ye danced upon the knowes, 
And through the wood ye sang, lassie, 
But in the berrying o’ a bee byke, 

I fear ye’ve got a stang, lassie 
Ye ha’e lien a’ wrang, lassie, 

Ye'ie lien a’ wrang. 

Ye’ve ben in an unco bed. 

And wi’ a fremit man 


THE PLOUGHMAN 

TtUtE — "UpwC the ploughman." 

The ploughman he ’s a bonnie lad. 

His mind IS ever true, jo , 

His garters knit below his knee. 

His bonnet it is blue, jo 
Then up wi’ my ploughman lad. 
And hey my merry ploughman I 
Of a’ the trades that I do ken. 
Commend me to the ploughman. 

My ploughman he comes hame at e’en. 
He ’s aften wat and weary ; 

Cast off the wat, put on the dry, 

And gae to bed, my dearie 1 
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I will wash mj ploughman's hose, 

And I will diess his o’eily, 

1 will mak’ my ploughman’s bed, 

And cheer him late and early 

I ha'e been east, I ha’e been west, 

I ha’e been at Samt Johnston , 

The bonniest sight that e’er I saw 
Was the ploughman laddie dancin’. 

Snaw-white stockin’s on his legs. 

And siller buckles glancin’ ; 

A guid blue bonnet on his head — 

And O, but he was handsome ! 

Commend me to the barn-yard. 

And the corn-mou, man , 

I never gat my coggie tou 
Till I met wi’ the ploughman 
Then up wi’ my ploughman lad, 
And hey my merry ploughman I 
Of a’ the trades that 1 do ken. 
Commend me to the ploughman. 


LANDLADY, COUNT THE LAWIN.* 

Titne — “Hey tutu, taitu" 

Landlady, count the lawin, 

The day is near the dawm ; 

Ye’re a’ blind drunk, boys, 

And I’m but jolly fou. 

Hey tutti, taiti, 

How tutti, taiti — 

Wha 's fou now ? 


* The Uni two Tenet cnlj ere hr Bsnu. 
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Cog an' ye were aye fou. 
Cog an’ ye were aj e fou, 

I wad Bit and sing to you. 
If ye were aye fou 

Weel may ye a’ be ' 

HI may we ne\er see ! 

God bless Uie king, boys. 
And the companie ' 

Hey tutti, taiti. 
How tutti, taiti — 
Wha 'b fou now P 


TO DAUNTON ME. 

Tune — “To daunton me “ 

The blude-red roee at Yule may blaw, 

The simmer lilies bloom in snaw, 

The frost may freeze the deepest sea ; 

But an auld man shall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, and me sae young, 

Wi' his fause heart and flattering tongue, 
That IS the thing you ne’er shall see j 
For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

For a’ his meal and a’ his maut, 

For a’ his fresh beef and his saut. 

For a’ hiB gold and white monie, 

An auld man shall never daunton me 

His gear may buy him kye and yowes, 

His gear may buy him glens and knowes ; 

But me be shall not buy nor fee. 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 
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He hirples twa-fauld a* he dow, 

Wi' his teethless gab and hit, auld held pow, 

And the rain drepps down fiae his red bleered e’e 
That auld man shall never daunton me 

To daunton me, and me sae )oung, 

Wi’ hi8 fause heart and Hatteung tongue, 
That 18 the thing jou ne’er shall see , 

For an auld man shall never daunton me 


WOMEN’S MINDS 

Tune — “jFor a’ that” 

Though women's min^s, like winter winds, 
May shift and turn, and a' that, 

The noblest breast adores them maist, 

A consequence I draw that. 

CHOKUS 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

And twice as muckle’s a’ that, 

Tile bonnie lass that 1 lo’e best. 

She’ll be my am for a’ that. 

Great love I bear to all the fair. 

Their humble slave, an’ a’ that, 

But lordly will, I hold it still, 

A mortal sin to thxaw that 

But there is ane aboon the lave, 

Has wit, and sense, and a’ that ) 

A bonnie lass, I like her best. 

And wba a crime dare ca’ that P 
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COME, BOAT ME O’ER TO CHARLIE* 

Tune — “ O'er the water to CtLarlie.” 

Come boat me o’er, come row me o’er, 

Come boat me o’er to Charlie , 

I’ll gi’e John Ross another bawbee, 

To boat me o’er to Charhe 

We’ll o’er the water and o’er the sea, 

We’ll o’er the water to Charhe , 

Come weal, come woe, we’ll gather and go, 
And live or die wi’ Charhe 

I lo’e weel my Charlie’s name, 

Though some there be abhor him , 

But 0, to see auld Nick gaun hame. 

And Charlie’s faes before him ' 

I sweat and vow by moon and stars. 

And sun that shines so early. 

If I had twenty thousand lives, 

I’d die as aft for Charhe. 

We’ll o’er the water and o’er the sea, 

We’ll o’er the water to Charhe j 
Come weal, come woe, we'll gather and go. 
And live or die wi’ Charhe. 


MY WIFE’S A WII\"SOME WEE THINa. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 

She 18 a handsome we thing. 

She 18 a bonme wee thing. 

This sweet wee wife o’ mine. 


* Prinos Chsrlef Edward 
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1 never saw a fairer, 

I never lo’ed a dearer, 

And nieist raj heart I’ll wear her 
For fear my jewel tine 

She 13 a winsome nee thing. 

She 13 a handsome wee thing. 
She IS a bonnie nee thing, 

This sneet wee wife o’ mine 

The warl’s wrack we share o’t. 
The warstle and the care o’t , 
Wi’ her I’ll blithely bear it. 

And think my lot divine 


BATTLIN’, ROARIN’ WILLIE* 

Tune — ‘'Rattlin', roarin' Willte ” 

O battlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

O, he held to the fair. 

An’ for to sell his fiddle. 

An’ buy some other ware j 
But parting wi’ his fiddle, 

The saut tear blin’t his e’e , 

And rattlin’, roarin’ WiUie, 

Ye’re welcome hame to me t 

O Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

0 sell your fiddle sae fine , 

O Willie, come sell your fiddle, 
And buy a pint o’ wine ! 


* '*Th« hero of this chant,^ says Itams, **'«ra8 one of the worthlMV 

(hUows In the world —WilUatn Dunbar, Esq , Writer to the Blgnet, Edin- 
burgh, and Colonel of the Crochallan corps, a club of wite, who took tius 
tttte at the time of raising the Fencibie regiments ” 
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If I should sell tny fiddle, 
llie warl’ would think I was madi 
For mony a rantin’ day 
My fiddle and I ha’e had. 

As I cam’ by Crochallan, 

I cannily keekit ben — 

Rattlin’, roarin’ W lUie 

Was sitting at yon board en’i 
Sitting at yon board en’, 

And amang guid companie ; 
Rattlin', roarin’ Willie, 

Ye’re welcome hame to me I 


TIBBIE DUNBAR 

Tune — “ Johnny M‘ OiU ” 

O, WILT thou go wi’ me. 
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ’ 

O, wilt tbou go wi’ me. 
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ^ 
Wilt thou ride on a horse. 
Or be drawn in a car, 

Or walk by my side, 

O sweet Tibbie Dunbar f 

I care na thy daddie. 

His lands and his money, 
I care na thy km 
Sae high and sae lordly ) 
But say thou wilt ha’e me 
For better for waur — 
And come in thy coatie. 
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar I 
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MY HARRY WAS A GALLANT GAY .• 
Tune — “ Highlander's Lament ” 

My Harry was a gallant gay, 

F u’ stately strode lie on the plain ; 

But now he’s banished far away, 

I’ll never see him batk again 
O, for him back again ' 

0, for him hack again ' 

I wad gi’e a’ Knockhasjiie’s land 
For Highland Hairy back again 

When a’ the lave t gae to their bed, 

I wander dowie up the glen , 

I set me down and greet my fill, 

And aye I wish him back again. 

O, were some villains hangit high, 

And ilka body had their am ' 

Then I might see the joy fu’ sight, 

My Highland Harry back again. 

O, for him buck again ' 

0, for him back again ' 

I wad gi’e a’ Knockhaspie’s land 
For Highland Harry back again 


* **The oldest title,” says Burns, ever heard to this air was *Tha 
Blghland Watch s farewell to Ireland ' The chorus I picked ap from aa 
eld woman in Dumblaue, the rest of the song U mine " 

t fieit of the Inmates of the house 
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THE TAILOR. 

Tune — “ The tailor fell through the bed, thimbles an' a’.” 

The tailor fell through the bed, thimbles an’ a’ j 
The tailor fell through the hod, thimhks an’ a’, 

The blankets were thin, and the sheets they were sma’ — 
The tailor fell through the bed, thimbles an’ a’ 

The sleepy bit lassie she dreaded nae ill , 

The sleepy hit lassie she dreaded nae ill , 

The weather was caiild, and the lassie lay still, 

She thought that a tador could do her nae ill. 

Gi’e me the groat again, canny young man ; 

GTe me the groat again, canny young man , 

The day it is short, and the night it is lang, — 

The dearest siller that ever I wan I 

There’s somebody weary »i’ lying her lane , 

There’s somebody weary wT lying her lane , 

There’s some that ore dowie, I traw wad be fain 
To see the bit tailor come skippin’ again, 


VTOEN ROSY MAY COMES IN WI’ FLOWERS. 

Tcne — " The gardener in’ his paidle." 

When rosy May comes m wT flowers, 

To deck her gay green-spreading bowers. 

Then busy, busy are his hours — 

The gardener wi’ hu paodle. 
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The crystal waters gently fa’ ; 

The merry birds are lo\ers a’ , 

The scented breezes round him blaw — 
The gardener wi’ his paidle 

When purple morning starts the hare 
To steal upon her eaih fare, 

Then through the dews he maun repair — 
The gardener wi’ his paidle 

When day, expiring in the west, 

The curtain draws of Nature’s rest, 

He flies to her arms he lo’es the best — 
The gardener wi’ his paidle 


BEWARE O’ BONNIE ANN* 

Tone — “F« gallants bright ” 

Ye gallants bright, I rede ye right. 
Beware o’ bonnie Ann , 

Her comely face sae fu’ o’ grace. 

Your heart she wiU trepan 
Her een sae bright, Uke stars by night, 
Her skin is like the swan , 

Sae Jimply laced her genty waist, 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love attendant move. 
And pleasure leads the van 
In a’ their charms, and conquering arms, 
They wait on bonnie Ann. 


* Thft htfoine of thli wai Ann Masterton, daoghter of AJltfi MMtaf- 

IM| oC Um Poet • frleodfi and aatbor of tbe air of ^ StrathallaD f 
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The captive bands may chain the hands, 
But love enslaves the man , 

Ye gallants braw, 1 rede you a’, 

Beware o’ bonnie Ann ' 


SIMMER’S A PLEASANT TIME.* 

Tune — “Aye wauhn 0 ” 

SlMMEIl 'a a pleasant time , 

Flowers of every color , 

T'he water rms o’er the heugh, 

And I long for my true lover. 

Aye waukiii O, 

Wiiukiii still and wearie ) 

Sleep I can get liane 
For thinking on my dearie 

W’hen I sleep I dream, 

When I wauk I’m eene , 

Bleep 1 can get nane 

For thinking on my deane 

Lanely night comes on, 

A’ the lave are sleepin’; 

[ think on my bonnie lad. 

And I bleer my een with greetm*. 

Aye waukin O, 

Waukm still and wearie ; 

Sleep 1 can get nane 
For thinking on my deane. 


* Th* flrst Ten* U by Boras , tbs remolader had only the bensat at Us 
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MY LOVE SHE’S BUT A LASSIE YET. 

Tune — “ Lady Badimcoth’s Bed ” 

My love she’s but a lassie yet, 

My love she's but a lassie jet , 

We’ll let her stand a year or twa, 

She’ll no he half sae saucy yet. 

I rue the day I sought her, O, 

I rue the day I sought her, O , 

Wha gets her need na say she’s wooed, 

But he may say he’s bought her, O ! 

Come, draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet, 
Come, draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet | 
Gae seek for pleasure where ye will, 

But here I never missed it yet. 

We’re a’ dry wi’ drinking o’t, 

We’re a’ dry wi’ drinking o’t , 

The minister kissed the fiddler’s wife. 

An’ could na preach for thinkin’ o’L 


WHISTLE O’ER THE LAVE O’T. 

Tone — “ Whistle o’tr the lave o’t,” 

First when Maggy was my care, 
HeaTen, I thought, was in her air j 
Now we’re married — spier nae mair — • 
Whistle o’er the lava o’t. 
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Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Bonnie Meg was Nature's child , 

W iser men than me's beguiled — 
Whistle o’er the la«e o’t 

How we live, my Meg and me, 

How we lore, and how we 'gree, 

1 care na by how few may see , 

Whistle o’er the lave o’t 

Wha I wish were maggots’ meat. 
Dished up in her winding-sheet, 

I could write — but Meg maun see't — 
Whistle o’er the lave o’t. 


MY BONNIE MARY. 

Tdwe — “ Qo, fetch to me a pint o’ vme." 

Go, fetch to me a pint o’ wine, 

An’ fill It in a silver tassie, 

That I may dnnk before I go 
A service to my bonnie lassie. 

The boat rocks at the pier o’ Leith , 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the ferry | 
The ship lies by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The ghttenng spears are rankhd ready | 
The shouts o’ war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 

But it’s not the roar o’ sea or shore 
Wad make me langer wish to tarry j 
Nor shout o’ war that's heard afar — 

It’s leavmg thee, my bonnie Mary 
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THE CAPTAIN’S LADY 
Tune — “ 0, mount and go ” 

CHORDS 

O, MOUNT and go. 

Mount and make you ready , 
0, mount and go, 

And be the Captain’s lady. 

When the drums do beat, 

And the cannons rattle. 

Thou shall sit in state, 

And see thy love in battle. 

When the vanquished foe 
Sues for peace and quiet, 

To the shades we’ll go, 

And in love enjoy it. 

O, mount and go. 

Mount and make you ready; 
O, mount and go. 

And be the Captain’s lady 


WEE WILLIE GRAY.* 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet ; 

Peel a willow-wand to be him boots and jacket : 

The rose upon the brier will be him trouse and doublet, 
The rose upon the bner will be him trouse and doublet 


Written In Imitation and to tha tana of a nnrHiy aoof 
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Wte Willie Gray, and hts leather wallet , 

Twice a hly flower will be him sark and cravat | 
Feathers of a flie wad feather up his bonnet, 
Feathers of a flie wad feather up his bonnet. 


BLOOMING NELLY. 

Tune — “ On a bank of jlovstra ” 

On a bank of flowers, in a summer day, 
For summer lightly drest, 

The youthful blooming Nelly lay. 

With lose and sleep opprest , 

When Willie, wandering through the wood. 
Who for her fa\or oft had sued, 

He gazed, he wished, be feared, be blushed. 
And trembled where he stood 


Her closed eyes, like weapons sheathed. 
Were sealed in soft repose , 

Her lips, still as she flagrant breathed. 

It richer dyed the rose 
The springing lilies sweetly prest, 

Wild — wanton, kissed her rival breast; 
He gazed, he wished, be feared, he blushed — 
His bosom ill at rest. 


Her robes, light waving m the breeie, 
Her tender limbs embrace > 

Her lovel) form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace 1 
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Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltering, ardent kiss he stole , 

He gazed, he wished, he feared, he blushed, 
And sighed his \en soul 


As flies the partridge from the brake, 

On feai-iiispiied wings, 

8 o Nelh, starting, half-awake. 

Away affrighted springs , 

But Willie followed — as he should, 

He 01 el took her in the wood , 

He vowed, he praied, he found the maul 
Forgiving all and good 


O, CAN YE LABOR LEAP 

O, CAN ye labor lea, young man, 
An’ can ye labor leaP 
Gae back the gate ye cam’ t^ain, 
Ye’se never scorn me 

I feed a man at Martinmas, 

Wi’ airl-pennies three j 
.An’ a’ the fau’t I fan’ wi’ him. 

He couldna labor lea. 


The stibble rig is easy ploughed. 
The fallow land is free ; 

But wba wad keep the bandlesa coof 
That couldoa labor lea P 
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THE LAZY MIST. 

Tune — “ Here's a health to my true love.” 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill, 
Concealing the course of the dark n Hiding rill ; 

How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear, 

As autumn to winter resigns the pale year ^ 

The forests are leafless, the meadows are hfown. 

And all the gay fopper) of summer is flown 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse, 

How quick time is fl>ing, how keen fate pursues! 

How long I have hied — but how much lived in vain I 
How little of life’s scant) span may remain • 

What aspects old Time, in Ins progress, has worn ! 

What ties cruel Fate m my bosom has torn I 
How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gained I 
And downward, how weakened, how darkened, how 
pained • 

This life ’s not worth having, with all it can give : 
wotsietlwwg Wyowd rt poor maw wwie must live. 


THERE’S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY. 

Tune — “ Hetl Oojc’s Lament ” 

There ’b a youth in this city, 

It w ere a great pity 

That he frae our lasses should wander awa’ t 
For he’s bonnie and braw, 

Weel favored witha’. 

And his hair has a natural buckle an’ a’. 
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HU coat IS the hue 
Of his bonnet sue blue 
Hw fecket is white as the new-driven snaw ; 

His hose they are blae, 

And his shoon like the slae. 

And his clear siller buckles they dazzle us a’. 

For beauty and fortune 
The laddie 's been courtin’ ; 

Wael-featuoed, weel-tochered, w eel-mounted, and braw 
But chiefly the siller, 

That gars him gang till her. 

The penny’s the jewel that beautifies a’. 

There's Meg wi’ the mailen 
That fain wad a haen him , 

And Susie, whose daddy was laird o’ the ha’ ) 

There’s lang-tochered Nancy 
Maist fetters his fancy — 

But the laddie’s dear eel’ he lo’es dearest of a’. 


O, GUH) ALB COMES. 

cnoBus 

O, QTTLD ale comes, and guid ale goes, 
Guid ale gars me sell my hose, 

Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon ) 
Quid ale keeps my heart aboon. 

1 had sax owsen in a pleugh. 

They drew a’ weel eneugh, 

I selled them a’ just ane by ane t 
Guid ale keeps my heart aboon. 
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Quid ale bauds me bare and busy, 

Gars me moop wi’ tbe servant hizaie, 
Stand i’ tbe stool when 1 ha’e done , 

Quid ale keeps my heart aboon 

O, guid ale comes, and guid ale goetf 
Guid nle gars me sell my hose, 

Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon ; 
Gmd ale keeps my heart aboon. 


JAMIE, COME, TRY ME. 
Tdite — “ Jamit, come, try me.” 
CHOKUS. 

Jamie, come, try me, 
Jamie, come, try me. 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come, try me 

If thou should ask my love, 
Could I deny thee P 
If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come, try me 

If thou should kiss me, love, 
Who could espy thee ? 

If thou wad be my love, 

J amie, come, try me. 

Jamie, come, try me, 

J amie, come, try me ; 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come, try me. 
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MY HEAllT’S IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

Tune — “ Failtc na Miosg " 

My heart ’s in the Highlands, my heart is nut here ; 
My heart 's m the Highlands, a-chnsiiig the deer , 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe — 

My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go 
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North ! 
The birthiilace of valor, the country of worth , 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 

The hills of the Highlands forever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow! 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below ! 
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods' 
Farewell to the toi rents and loud-pounng floods! 
My heart’s m the Highlands, my heart is not here, 
My heart ’s in the Highlands, a-chasmg the deer , 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe — 

My heart’s m the Highlands wherever I go. 


OUR THRISSLES FLOURISHED FRESH AND 
FAIR. 

Tune — “Aica', TVhigs, av>a ’ ' ” 

OUB thrissles flourished fresh and fair, 

And bonnie bloomed our roses , 

But Whigs cam’ like a frost in June, 

And withered a’ our posies 
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CHORUS 

Awa’, Whigs, awa’! 

Awa’, Whigs, awa’ ' 

Y e’re but a pack o’ traitor louni, 
Ye’ll do nae guid at a‘ 

Our ancient crown ’s fa’n in the dust — 
De’il him’ them wi’ the stoure o’t ! 

And write their names in his black beuk 
Wha gae the Whigs the power o’t T 

Our sad decay in Church and State 
Sui passes my descriving , 

The AVhigs cam’ o’er us for a curse, 

And we ha’e done wi’ thrivmg 

Grim Vengeance lang has ta’en d nap, 
But we may see him wauken , 

Gude help the day when royal heads 
Are hunted like a maukin ' 

Awa’, Whigs, awa’’ 

Awa’, Whigs, awa’ ' 

Ye’re but a pack o’ traitor louns. 
Ye’ll do nae guid at a’. 


BROSE AND BUTTER. 

O, gi’e my love brose, brose, 

Gi’e my love brose and butter ; 
For nanc in Carrick or Kyle 
Can please a lassie better 

The laverock lo’es the grass. 

The muirhen lo’es the heather ; 
But gi’e me a braw moonhght. 
And me and my love together 
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EPPIE ADAIR 

Tune — “ My Eppte " 

An’ O, my Eppie * 

My jewel, m> Eppie’ 
Wha wadna be happy 
VVi’ Eppie Adair ^ 

By love and by beauty 
By law and by duty, 

I swear to be true to 
My Eppie Adair ' 

An’ O, my Eppie ' 

My jewel, my Eppie ' 
M’ha wadna be happy 
Wi’ Eppie Adair ? 

A’ pleasure exile me, 
Dishonor defile me, 

If e’er I begude thee. 
My Eppie Adair ' 


O, MERRY HA’E I BEEN TEETHIN’ A HECKLE 

Tune — "Lord Breadalbarie’s March ” 

O, MERKT ha’e I been teethin’ a heckle, 

And merry ha'e I been shapin’ a spoon ; 

And merry ha’e I been cloutin’ a keetle. 

And kissin’ my Katie when a’ was done. 

O, a’ the lang day I ca’ at my hammer, 

An’ a’ the lang day I whistle and sing j 
A’ the lang night I cuddle my kimmer. 

An’ a’ the lang night am as happy ’■ a king. 
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Bitter in dool I lickit my ninnins, 

O’ marryin" Bess, to gi’e her a slave 
Blest be the hour she cooled m her linnens, 

And blithe be the bird that sings on her grave I 
Come to mi arms, my Katie, my Katie, 

An' come to my arras and kiss me again ! 
Drunken or sober, here *8 to thee, Katie > 

And blest be the day I did it again 


Lament 

WRITTEN AT A TIME WIII-N THE POET WAS ABOUT TO 
LEAVE SCOTLAND * 

Tune — '■‘•The Batiks of the Devon ” 

O’er the mist-shrouded cliffs of their lone mountain 
straying. 

Where the mid winds of winter incessantly rave, 
What woes wring my heart while intently surveying 
The storm’s gloomy path on the breast of the wave I 

Ye foam-crested billows, allow me to wail. 

Ere ye toss me afar from my loved native shore j 
Where the flower which bloomed sweetest in Coila’s 
green vale. 

The pride of my bosom, my Mary ’s no more I 

No more by the banks of the streamlet we’ll wander. 
And smile at the moon’s nmpled face m the wave ; 

No more shall my arms cling with fondness around her, 
For the dewdropa of morning fall cold on her grave. 


OriglzuiUy pohU«bed la Uie J^umdt 
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No more shall the soft thrill of loie warm my breast; 

I haste with the storm to a far-distant shore ; 
Where, unknown, unlamcnted, my ashes shall rest, 
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 


EVAN BANKS 

Tune — “ Saeouma Dehsh ” 

Slow spreads the gloom my soul desires ; 
The sun from India’s shore retires 
To Evan Banks, with temperate ray. 
Home of my youth, he leads the day 

0, banks to mo forever dear ' 

0, stream whose murmurs still I hear ' 

All, all my hopes of bliss reside 
Where Evan mingles with the Clyde 

And she, in simple beauty drest, 

Whose image lives within my breast 
Who, trembling, heard m> parting sigh, 
And long pursued me with her eye 

Does she, with heart unchanged as mine. 
Oft in the vocal bowers recline P 
Or, where yon grot o’erhangs the tide. 
Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde ? 

Ye lofty banks that Evan bound I 
Ye lavish woods that wave around, 

And o’er the stream your shadows throw, 
Which sweetly winds so far below , 

What secret charm to mem’ry bnngi 
All that on Evan’s border springs 1 
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Sweet banks ' ye Woom by Mary’s side : 
Blest stream ' she views thee haste to Clyde, 

Can all the wealth of India’s coa>.t 
Atone for years in absence lost 
Return, )e moments of delight ; 

With richer treasures bless my siglrt • 

Swift from this desert let me part, 

And fly to meet a kindred heart ' 

Nor more may aught my steps divide 
From that dear stream which flows to Clyde, 


YOUNG JOCKEY, 

TuitE — “Young Jockey ” 

Youwo Jockey was the blithest lad 
In a’ our town or here aw a’ 

Fu’ bhthe he whistled at the gaud, 

Fu’ lightly danced he in the ha’. 

He roosed my een, sae bonnie blue, 

He roosed my waist, sae genty sma’, 

And aye my heart came to my muu’ 

When ne’er a body beard or saw. 

My Jockey toils upon the plain, 

Through wind and weet, through frost and 
snaw , 

And o’er the lea I leuk fu’ fain, 

When Jockey’s owsen hameward ca’. 

An’ aye the night comes round again, 

When in his arms he tak’s me a’, 

An’ aye he vows he’ll be my am. 

At lang ’s he has a breath to draw. 
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THE BATTLE OF KILLIECRANKIE. 

Tctnb — “ Killiecranhe.” 

Wharf, ha’e ye been sae braw, lad * 
Whare ha'e ye been sae bankie, O " 

O, whare ha’e ye been sae braw, lad ? 

Cam’ ye by Kilhecrankie, O 
An’ ye had been whare I ha’e been 
Ye wad na been aae cantie, O j 
An’ ye had seen what I ha’e seen, 

On the braes o’ Eilhecrankie, O. 

I fought at land, I fought at sea ; 

At hame 1 fought my auntie, 0 , 

But I met the De\il an’ Dundee • 

On the braes o’ Kilhecrankie, O 
The bauld Pitcur fell in a furr. 

An’ Clayers got a clankie, 0 ; 

Or I had fed an Athole gled 
On the braes o’ Kilhecrankie, O 


FBAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE. 

Tune — “ Carron Stde." 

Fbae the friends and land I love, 

Driven by Fortune’s felly spite, 

Frae my best beloved I rove, 

Never mair to taste delight , 


* Th« fAlUnt ClATerhoase, TUcoant Doadee, who ftU at the battle of 
KQUecraokie. With him perlahed the caase of the Staarta. Be fell )ait 
M be bad gained the Tlotocr 
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Never mair maun hope to find, 

Ea«e frae toil, relief frae care 
When remembrance wracks the mind, 
Pleasures but unveil despair 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear, 
Desert lika blooming shore. 

Till the Fates, nae mair severe, 
Fiiendship, love, and peace restores 
Till Kevenge, wi’ laurelled head. 

Bung our banished hame again ; 
And ilka loyal bonnie lad 
Cross the seas an’ win his am 


SWEET CLOSES THE EVENING* 

Tune — “ Craigie-bum-wood." 

Sweet closes the evening on Craigie-burn-wood, 
And blithely awaukens the morrow , 

But the pride of the spring in the Craig le-burn-wood 
Can yield to me nothing but sorrow 

CHOEUB 

Beyond thee, deane, beyond thee, dearie. 

And O, to be lying beyond thee ' 

O, sweetly, soundly, wee! may he sleep 
That ’s laid in the bed beyond thee 1 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 

I hear the wild birds singing , 

But pleasure they ha'e nane for me 
While care my heart is wringing 


* Thlf tong WM oompoied In honor of Jean Lorlmor, tbo ** Odoil* ” ^ 

po«nt 
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I canna tell, I mauna tell, 

I durena for your anger 
But secret lore will break mv heart 
1/ I conceal it ianger 

I see thee gracefu’, straight, and tall, 

1 see thee sweet and bonnie , 

But O, what wdl my torments be 
If thou refuse thy Johnnie’ 

To see thee in anither’s arms, 

In lo\e to he and languish, 

Twad he my dead, that will be seen, 

Mj heart wad burst wi’ anguish. 

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine. 

Say , thou lo’es nane before me , 

And a' my days o’ life to come 
I’ll gratefully adore thee 
Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, deane. 
And O, to be lying beyond thee ’ 

O, sweeth, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That’s laid in the bed beyond thee I 


COME, REDE ME, DAME 

Come, rede me, dame, come, tell me, dame, 
And none can tell mair truly. 

What color maun the man be of 
To love a woman duly ? 

The carlm cew baith up and down, 

And leugh, and answered ready • — 

I learned a song in Annandale, 

A dark man for my lady 
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But for a country quean like thee, 

Young lass, I tell thee fairly, 

That wi’ the white I’ve made a shift. 

And brown will do fu’ rarely 

There ’s mickle love in raven locks, 

The flaxen ne’er grows youden ; 

'There ’a kiss and house me m the brown, 
And glory m the gowden. 


THE BONNIE LAD THAT’S FAR AWA‘ 
Tune — " Chore the htlls and far otco’." 

0 HOW can I be blithe and glad. 

Or how can 1 gang brisk and braw. 

When the bonrue lad that 1 lo'e best 
Is o’er the hills and far awa’ ? 

When the bonnie lad that I lo’e best 
Is o’er the bills and far awa’ ’ 

It’s no the frosty wmter wind. 

It’s no the driving drift and snaw | 

But aye the tear comes in my e’e. 

To think on him that’s far awa’ ; 

But aye the tear comes in my e’e. 

To think on bun that’s far awa’. 

My father pat me frae his door. 

My friends they ha’e disownea me a’. 

But 1 ha’e ane will tak’ my part. 

The bonrue lad that’s far awa’ ; 

But I ha’e ane will tak’ my part, — 

The bonme lad that’s far awa’. 
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A. pair o’ gloves he bought for me, 

And silken snoods he ga’e me twa , 
And I will wear them for his sake, 

The bonnie lad that’s faraws’. 

And I will wear them for his sake, — 
The bonnie lad that’s far awa’ 

O, weary winter soon will pass. 

And sniing will deed the buken-shaw 
And my toung babiewill be born. 

And he’ll be hame that’s far awa’ ; 
And my young babie will be boin. 

And he'll be hame that’s far awa’. 


COCK UP YOUJl BEAVER. 

Ttoe — “ Cock up your beaver ” 

When first my brave Johnnie lad 
Came to this town. 

He bad a blue bonnet 
That wanted the crown , 

But now he has gotten 
A hat and a feather, — 

Hey, brave Johnnie lad, 

Cock up your beaver I 

Cock up your beaver. 

And cock u fu’ sprush, 

We’U over the border 
And gi’e them a brusn ; 

There 's somebody jthere 
We’ll teach better behavior,— 
Hey, brave Johnnie lad, 

Cook up your beaver ' 
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I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR. 

Tune — “ / do cmtfesa thou art sae fair ” 

I DO confess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been o’er the lugs in luve, 

Had I na found the slightest prayer 

That lips could speak thy heart could mure. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 
Thou art sae thriftless o’ thy sweets, 

Thy favors are the silly wind, 

That kisses ilUa thing it meets 

See yonder rosebud, rich in dew, 

Amang its native briers sae coy , 

How sune it tines its scent and hue 
When pu’d and worn a common toy! 

Sic fate, ere lang, shall thee betide. 

Though thou may gaily bloom a while j 
Yet sune thou shall be thrown aside 
Like ony common weed and vile 


YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Ttoe — “ Ton mid mossy mountains ” 

You wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide. 

That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their covey s through the heather 
to feed. 

And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed. 
Where the grouse lead their coveys through the heather 
to feed. 

And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed. 
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Not Gowrie’s r ch valle\8, nor Forth’s sunny shores, 

To me ha’e the charms o’ jon wild mossy moors , 

For there by a lane Ij, sequestered deal stieam, 

Besides a sweet lassie, mv thouftht and my dream 
For there, by a lanely, sequesteK d cleai stream. 

Resides a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream 

Amang thae wild mountains shall stdl be my path. 

Ilk stream foaming down its am green nnnow strath; 
For there, wi’ my lassie, the day-lang 1 rove, 

While o’er us, unheeded, flee the swift houis o’ love. 
For there, wi’ m) lassie, the day-lang I rote, 

While o’er us, unheeded, flee the swift hours o’ love. 

She 18 not the faiiest, although she is fair; 

0’ nice education but sma’ is her share , 

Her parentage humble as humble can be , 

But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo’es me 
Her parentage humble as humble can be, 

But I lo’e the dear lassie because she lo’es me. 

To beauty what man but maun yield him a pnze. 

In her aimor of glances, and blushes, and sighs P 
And when wit and refinement ha’e polished her darts, 
They dazzle our een as they flee to our hearts 
And when wit and refinement ha’e polished her darts, 
They dazzle our een as they flee to our hearts 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling e’e, 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me. 

And the heart-beating loie, as I’m clasped m her arms, 
O, these are my lassie’s ali-conquering charms I 
And the heart-beating love, as I’m clasped in her arms, 
0, these are my lassie’s ali-conqueiing charms 1 
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IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONNIE FACE. 

Tune — “ The Maid’s Complaint ” 

It 18 na, Jean, thj bonnie face. 

Nor shape, that I admiie. 

Although thy beauty and thy grace 
Might wecl awake desire. 

Something, m ilka part o’ thee. 

To praise, to love 1 find , 

But, dear as is thj form to me. 

Still dearer is thy mind. 

Nae mair ungenerous wish I ha’e. 

Nor stronger in mj breast. 

Than if I canna mak’ thee sae. 

At least to see thee blest 
Content am I, if Heaven shall give 
But happiness to thee : 

And as wi’ thee I’d wish to live. 

For thee I’d bear to die. 


0 SAW YE MY DEARIE!' 

Tune — “ Eppie M’Nab” 

O, SAW je my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab? 

O, saw ye my deane, my Ejipie M'Nab P 
She’s down in the yard, she’s kissiu’ the laird. 
She winna come hame to her am Jock Rab. 
O, come thy ways to me, my Eppie M'Nab I 
O, come thy ways to me, my Eppie M'Nab ' 



BUBNS’s POEMS. 


861 


Whi te’er thou hast done je it late, be it soon, 
Tho>i’g welcome again to thjr am Jock Rab. 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M‘Nab P 
What says she, my dearie, mv Eppie M'NabP 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot, 
And forever disowns thee, her am Jock Rab. 

O, had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie M'Nab ! 

0, had I ne'er seen thee, my Ejipie M'Nabl 
As light as the air, as fause as thou’s fair, 
Thou’s broken the heart o’ thy am Jock Rab. 


WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOBf 

Ttoe — an' T come near thee.” 

Wha is that at my bower door P — 

O, wha IS it but Findlay P 
Then gae yere gate, ye’se nne be beret — 
Indeed maun I, quo’ Findlay. 

What mak’ ye sae like a thief P — 

O, come and see, quo’ Findlay , 

Before the morn ye’ll work mischief — 
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 

Gif I rise and let you m P — 

Let me m, quo’ Fmdlay , 

Ye’ll keep me waukm wi’ your din — 
Indeed will I, quo’ Fmdlay. 

In my bower if ye should stay P — 

Let me stay, quo’ Fmdlay ) 

I fear ye’ll bide till break o’ day, — 

Indeed will I, quo’ Fmdlay. 
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Here this night if \e remain, — 
ni remain, quo’ Findlav 
I dread j e’ll ken the gate again, — 
Indeed will I, quo’ Fiudlav 
What may jiass within this bower, — 
Let it pass, quo’ Findlay , 

Ye maun conceal till your last hour, — 
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay 


THE BONNIE WF.E THING* 

Tune — “ Bonnie wee thing ” 

Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing. 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 
I wad wear thee in bosom, 

Lest my jewel I should tine 
Wishlully 1 look and languish, 

In that bonnie face o’ thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi’ anguish, 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 


Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty, 
In ae constellation shine , 

To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess o’ this soul o’ mine ' 
Bonnie wee thing, canme wee thing. 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mint, 
I Wad w ear thee m my bosom. 

Lest my jewel I should tine I 


*‘*Oaiipos«il.''stritti«l'ott,**oa mj uttls idol, tho ehumliic, larslj 
Davtaa.' 




BUIUrs’s POEMS. 


66a 


LOVELY DAVIES* 

Tune — “ Mtss Mutr ” 

O HOW shall I, unskilfu’, try 
The poet’s occupation, 

The tunefu’ powers, in happy hours, 
That whispers inspiration 
Even they maun dare an effort mair 
Than aught they ever gave us. 

Or they rehearse, in equal verse, 
The charms o’ lovely Davies 


Each eye it cheers, when she appears, 
Like Phoebus in the morning, 

When past the shower, and every flower 
The garden is adorning 
As the wretch looks o’er Siberia’s shore, 
When winter-bound the wave is , 

Sae droops our heart when » e maun part 
Frae chcrming, lovely Davies 


Her smile ’s a gift, frae ’boon the lift. 
That mak’s us mair than princes , 

A sceptred hand, a king’s command. 

Is in her darting glances 
The man in arms ’gainst female charms. 
Even he her willing slave is , 

He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 
Of conquering, lovely Davies. 


* Th« h«ro(iu of * Tbe Boaale Wee Thinf.' 




666 


BtTBNS's POEMg. 


My muse to dream of such a theme, 
Her feeble powers surrender ; 

The eagle’s gaze alone surveys 
The sun’s meridian splendor 
I wad in vain essay the strain, — 
The deed too danng brave is ; 

I’ll 4rap the lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o’ lovely Davies 


THE TITHEB MORN. 

To a Eighland air. 

The tither morn. 

When I forlorn, 

Aneath an aik sat moanmg, 

I did na trow 
I’d see my JO 

Beside me, ’gam the gloaming. 

But he sae tng 
Lap o'er the ng. 

And dawtingly did cheer me, 

When I, what reck. 

Did least expeo* 

To tee my lad sae near me. 

His bonnet he, 

A thought ajee. 

Cooked sprush when first he clasped 
And 1, 1 wat, 

Wi’ funnest giat, 

Wlule in his gnpt he pressed me. 
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De'il tak’ the war ' 

I late and air 

Hae wiahed since Jock departed 
But now as glad 
I’m wi’ my lad 

As short syne broken-hearted. 

Fu’ aft at e’en 
Wi’ dancing keen, 

When a’ were bhthe and merry, 
I cared na by, 

Sae sad was I 
In absence o’ my deane 

But, praise be blest. 

My mind ’s at rest. 

I’m happy wi’ my Johnny j 
At kirk and fair, 

I’se aye be there. 

And be as canty ’s ony. 


AE FOND KISS* 

Tdwe — " Bory DolVt Port " 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 

Ae fareweel, and then, forever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Wamng sighs and groans I’ll wage thee 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me ; 

Dark despair around benights me. 


* Tbs hataine of thli wng wu CUrisda. 
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I’ll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 

Naething could resist iny Nancy ) 

But to see her was to love her , 

Love but her, and love forever 
Had we never loved see kindly, 

Had we never loved sae blindly. 

Never met — or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest • 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest' 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure I 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever , 

Ae farewell, alas' forever' 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee I 


THE WEARY FUND O’ TOW. 

Tune — “ 7%e weary pund o’ tow ” 

I BononT my wife a stane o’ lint 
As gude as e’er did grow , 

And a’ that she has made o’ that 
Is ae poor pund o’ tow 

CHoang 

The weary pund, the weary pund. 
The weary pund o’ tow , 

I think my wife will end her life 
Before she spm her tow. 
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There sat a bottle in a bole, 

Beyont the ingle low, 

And aye she took the tither souk, 

To drouk the stowne tow 

Quoth I, For shame, ye dirty dame, 
Gae spin your tap o’ tow ' 

Bhe took the rock, and wi’ a knock 
She brak’ it o’er my pow 

At last her feet — I sang to see’t — 
Gaed foremost o’er the knowe ; 

And or I wad anilherjad. 

I’ll wallop m a tow 

The weary pund, the weary pund, 
The weary pund o’ tow ' 

I think my wife will end her life 
Before she spin her tow. 


GALLA WATER. 

Thebe’s braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes, 
That wander through the blooming beatheri 
But Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws. 

Can match the lads o’ Galla Water 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 

Aboon them a’ I lo’e him better ) 

And I’ll be his, and he’ll be mine. 

The botinie lad o’ Galla Water. 
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Although hi8 daddie was nae laird, 

And though I ha’e nae meickle tocher ; 
Yet, rich in kindest, truest love, 

We’ll tent our flocks by Galla Water. 

It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth. 

That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure ) 
The bands and bliss o’ mutual love, 

0, that’s the chiefest of warld’s treasure ' 


YOUNG JESSIE* 

Tone — “ Bonmt Dundee ” 

'Pbub-HEAkted was he, the sad swam o’ the Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks o’ the Ayr, 
But by the sweet side of the Nith's winding nver 
Are lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair , 

To equal young Jessie seek Scotland all over; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 

Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

O, fresh IS the rose m the gav dewy morning. 

And sweet is the lily at evening close , 

But in the fair presence o’ lovely young Jessie, 
Unseen is the hly, unheeded the rose. 

Love sits in her smite, a wizard ensnaring. 
Enthroned in her een he delivers his law 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger I 
Her modest demeanor ’a the jewel of a’. 


* StalCv danchitr of Proroci 6Uig, of DudIHm 
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I HA’S A WIFE O’ MY AIN. 

Tone — “ Naebody ” 

I ha’e a wife o’ mj am — 

I’il partake wi’ naebody , 

I’U tak’ cuckold frae nane, 

I’ll gi’e cuckold to naebody. 

I ha’e a penny to spend, 

There — thanks to naebody ; 

I ha’e naething to lend — 

I’ll borrow frae naebody. 

I am naebody ’s lord — 

I’ll be slave to naebody , 

I ha’e a guid braid sword, 

I’ll tak’ dunts frae naebody } 
I’ll be merry and free, 

I’ll be sad for naebody j 
If naebody care for me. 

I’ll care for naebody. 


O, KENMURE’S ON AND AW A’.* 

Tuke — “ 0, Kmmure ’> on and otro’, Willie," 

O, Kenmure ’8 on and awa’, Wdlie I 
0, Kenmure ’s on and awa' I 
And Kenmure’s lord ’s the bravest lord 
That ever Galloway saw. 


* TUi sour reftn to tli« sallimt Vliconnt EenmoTO, who fni(bt to 
Fitee* CbMflm SdwArd In 1716, fto4 periifaed on Um tcnffridL 




672 


UUKNBS POEMS. 


Success to Kenmure’s band, Willie • 

Success to Kenmuie’s band* 

There’s no a heart that fears a Whig 
That rides by Kenmure’s hand 

Here’s Kenmuie’s health in wine, Willie' 
Here’s Keninure’s health in wine ' 

There ne’er was a coward o’ Kenmure’s blude, 
Nor yet o’ Gordon’s hue 

O, Kenmure’s lads are men, AVillie ! 

0, Kenmure’s lads are men ' 

Their hearts and swords are metal true — 
And that their faes shall ken 

They’ll live or die wi’ fame, Wilhe ' 

They’ll live or die wi’ fame 
But soon, wi’ sounding victory 
May Kenmure’s lord come hame ’ 

Here’s him that’s far awa’, Willie ' 

Here’s him that’s far awa’ ' 

And here’s the flower that I lo’e best — 

The rose that’s like the snaw I 


MY COLLIER LADDIE. 

Titne — " The Collier Laddie " 

O, WHERE live ye, my bonnie lassP 
An’ tell me what they ca’ yeP 
My name, she says, is Mistress Jean, 
And I follow the Collier Laddie — 
My name, she says, is Mistress Jean, 
And 1 follow the Collier Laddie. 
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O, Bee you not yon hills and dales 
The sun shines on. sae brajvhe ^ 

They a’ are mine, and they shall be thine, 
Gin je’ll leate your Collier Laddie — 
They a’ are mine, they shall be thine. 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie 


And ye shall gang in gay attire, 

Weel buskit up sae gaudy , 

And ane to wait at every hand, 

Gin je’ll leave jour Collier Laddie — 
And ane to wait at every hand. 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie. 


Though ye had a’ the sun shines on, 
And the earth conceals sae lowly ; 

I wad turn my back on you and it a’, 
And embrace my Collier Laddie — 
I wad turn my back on you and it a’, 
And embrace my Colher Laddie 


I can win my five pennies a day. 

And spend 't at night fu’ brawlie ; 

And mak’ my bed in the Collier’s neuk. 
And lie down wi’ my Collier Laddie — 
And mak’ my bed m the Collier’s neuk, 
And he down wi’ my Collier Laddie 


Luve for luve is the bargain for me. 

Though the wee cot-house should baud me| 
And the warld before me to win my bread, 
And fair fa’ my Collier Laddie — 

And the warld before me to win my bread, 
And fiur fa’ my Collier Laddie 1 
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NITHSD ALE’S WELCOME HAME. 

The noble Maxwells and the powers 
Are coming o’er the border, 

And ihej’ll gae big Terreagle’s towers, 
An’ set them a’ in order 
And they declare Terreagle ’s fair ; 

For their abode they choose it • 
There’s no a heart m a’ the land 
But’s lighter at the news o’t. 

Though stars in skies may disappear, 
And angry tempests gather , 

The happy hour may soon be near 
That brings us pleasant weather 
The weary night o’ care and grief 
May ha’e a joyfu’ morrow , 

So dawning day has brought relief — 
Farewell our night o’ sorrow 1 


AS I WAS A-WAND'RTNG 

Tcm — " Binn M^eudial mo Mhealladh,” — a Oadte a»r. 

As 1 was a-wand’nng a midsummer e’enin’, 

The pipers and youngsters were makin’ their game | 
Amang them I spied my faithless fause lover. 

Which bled a’ the wound o’ my dolor again. 

Weel, since he has left me, may pleasure gae wf him I 
I may be distressed, but I winna complain ; 
ni iatter my fancy I may git anither, — 

My heart it shall never be broken for ane. 



buknb’s poems 


67A 


I couldna get sleeping till dawin for greetin’ ; 

The tears ti lokled down like the hod and the rain 
Had 1 na got greetin’, my hcait wad a broken, 

For, O ' lu\e foisaken ’s a tormenting pain ’ 
Although he has left me for greed o’ the siller, 

I dinna cmj him the gams he can -niii , 

I rather wad bear a’ the lade o’ m\ sorrow, 

Tlian ei ei ha’e acted sae faithless to him 
Weel, since he has left me, may pleasure gae wi’ himl 
1 may be distressed, but 1 winna complain , 

I’ll flatter my fancy I may git aiiither, — 

My heart it shall ne\er be broken for ane 


Tim POSIE 

3, ItJTE will venture in where it daur na weel be seen, 

3, luve will venture in where wisdom ance has been { 

3ut I will down yon river rove, amang the wood sae 
green, 

And a’ to pu’ a posie to my am dear May 


The primrose I will pu’, the firstling o’ the year, 

Vnd I will pu’ the pink, the emblem o’ my dear, 

?or she’s the pink o’ womankind, and biooms without a 
peer , 

And a’ to be a posie to my ajn dear May 


['ll pu’ the budding rose, when Phmbus peeps in view, 
<'or it’s like a baumy kiss o’ her sweet bonnie mou’; 
fhe hyacinth ’s for constancy, wi’ its unchanging blue, 
And a’ to be a posie to my am dear May. 
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The bl) It 18 pure, and the lily it is fair. 

And in her lovely bosom I’ll place the lily there ; 

The daisy ’s for simplicity and unaffected air, 

And a’ to be a po&ie to my am dear May 

Ihe ham thorn I will pu’, wi’ its locks o’ siller gray, 
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o’ day , 

But the songster’s nest within the bush I winna tak( 
away, 

And a’ to be a posie to my am dear May 

’The woodbine I will pu’ when the e’ening star is near, 
And the diamond-draps o’ dew shall be her een sae clear | 
The violet ’s for modesty, which wecl she fa’s to wear. 
And a’ to be a posie to my am dear May 

I’ll tie the posie round wi’ the silken band o' luve. 

And I’ll place it in her breast, and I’ll swear by a’ above, 
That to my latest draught o’ life the band shall ne’er 
remove . 

And this will be a posie to my am dear May. 


YE JACOBITES BY NAME. 

Tune — “Ye Jacobites by name” 

Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear j 
Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear , 

Ye Jacobites by name. 

Your fautes I will proclaim. 

Your doctrines I maun blame — 

You shall hear. 

What is right, and what is wrang, by the law, by the law, 
What u right, and what is wrang, by the law P 
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What IS right, and what is wrangi* 

A short sword, and a lang, 

A weak arm, and a Strang 
For to draw 

What makes heroic strife famed afar, famed afar ■* 
What makes heroic strife famed afar ^ 

What makes heroic strife^ 

To whet th' assassin’s knife, 

Or hunt a parent’s life 
Wi’ bludie war 

Then let your schemes alone in the state, in the state ; 
Then let your schemes alone m the state j 
Then let your schemes alone, 

Adore the rising sun, 

And leave a man undone 
To his fate. 


THE BANKS OF DOON,* 

FIRST VERSION. 

Ye flowery banks o’ bonnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sue fair ; 

How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sae fu’ o’ care ? 

Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird, 
That sings upon the bough ; 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days 
When my fause luve was true. 


* The btrolna of this song was Miss Kennedr, of Oalgurocfc Bbo dM 
if a bl^an haart for McDouall of Logan 
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Thou’ll break my heart, thou hot me bird, 
That sings beside thy mate j 

For sae I sat, and sac I sang, 

And IV 1 st na o’ niy fate 

Oft ha’e I rov ed by bonnie Doon, 

To see the woodbine twine, 

And dka bud sang o’ its love , 

And sae did 1 o' mine 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose 
Fiae off Its thorny tree; 

And mv fause luv er slaw the rose. 

But left the thorn wi’ me. 


SIC A WIFE AS 'WILLIE HAD, 

Tune — “ 27te eight men of Moidart” 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca’d it Linkum-doddie ; 

Wilhe was a wabster guid. 

Could Btown a clue wi’ ony body • 

He had a wife was dour and dm, 

O’ Tinkler Maidgie was her mither; 

Sic a wife as Wilhe had, 

I wad na gi’e a button for her 

She has an e’e — she has but ane. 

The cat has tw a the very color ; 

Five rust) teeth, forbje a stump, 

A clapper-tongue wad deave a miller; 

A whiskin’ beaid about her mou’. 

Her nose and chm they threaten ither — 

Sic a wife as Wilhe had, 

I wad nae gi'e a button foi her. 
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She ’g bow-houghed, she ’s hem-shinned ; 

Ae limpin’ leg, a hand-breed shorter ; 
She ’s twisteil right, she ’s twisted left, 

To balance fair in ilka quarter . 

She has a hump upon her breast, 

The twin o’ that upon her shouther — 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gi'e a button for her 

Auld Baudrans by the ingle sits. 

An' wi' her loof her face a-washm' j 
But Wilke’s wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzie wi’ a hushion ; • 
Her walie nieves like midden-creels ; 

Her face wad fyle the Logan- Water; 
Sic a wife as Wilhe had, 

I wad na gi’e a button for her 


FABEWEEL TO A’ OUR SCOTTISH FAMB-t 

Tune — “ Such a pared of roguei m a nation.” 

Fareweel to a’ our Scottish fame ! 

Fareweel our ancient glory, 

Fareweel ev’n to the Scottish name, 

Sae famed m martial story ' 

Now Sark rins o’er the Solway sands, 

And Tweed ring to the ocean. 

To mark where England’s provmce stands — 
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation 1 

What force or guile could not subdue 
Through many warlike ages. 


* She wlpei her moatb with ui old ftocklnf 

t Thi« eong alladea to the ottlcoi with Engljuid. long nz^paltf MMaffI 
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It wrought now by n coward few, 

For hireling traitors’ wages 
The English steel we could disdain, 

Secure in valor’s station , 

But English gold has been our bane — 
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation ' 

O, would or I had seen the day 
That treason thus could sell us. 

My auld gray head had hen in clay 
Wi’ Bruce and lojal Wallace ' 

But pith and power, till m) last hoar. 

I’ll mak’ this declaration 
We’re bought and sold for English gold — 
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation 1 


BONNIE BELL 

The emilmg Spring comes in rejoicmg, 

And surly Winter grimly flies. 

Now crystal clear are the falling waters. 

And bonnie blue are the sunny skies ; 

Fresh o’er the mountams breaks forth the morning, 
The evemng gilds the ocean’s swell , 

All creatures joy in the sun’s returning. 

And I rejoice in my bonme Bell 

'The flowery Spring leads sunny Summer, 

And yellow Autumn presses near. 

Then in his turn comes gloomy Winter, 

Till smiling Spring again appear. 

Thus seasons dancing, life advancing, 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell. 

But never ranging, still unchanging, 

I adore my bonme Bell. 
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LADY MARY ANN 

Tune — “ Craigston ’s growing " 

O, Lady Mary Ann 
Looks o’er the castle wa’, 

She saw three bonme boys 
Playing at the ba’ , 

The youngest he was 

The flower among them a’ — 
My bonme laddie ’s young, 

But he ’s growm' yet 

O father, O father ' 

An’ ye think it fit. 

We’ll send him a year 
To the college yet 
We’ll sew a green ribbon 
Round about his hat. 

And that will let them ken 
He ’s to marry yet. 

Lady Mary Ann 

Was a flower i’ the dew, 
Sweet was its smell. 

And bonme was its hue ; 
And the langer it blossomed 
The sweeter it grew , 

For the lily in the bud 
Will be bonnier yet. 

Young Charhe Cochrane 
Was the sprout of an aik ; 
Bonnie and bloomin’ 

And straught was its make : 
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The sun took delight 
To shine for its sake, 

And it will be the brag 
O’ the forest yet. 

The simmer is gane 

When the leaves they were green, 
And the days are awa' 

That we ha’e seen j 
But far better days 
I trust will come again, 

F or my bonnie laddie ’s young, 

But he ’s growm’ yet 


THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

Where Cart rins rowin’ to the sea. 

By mony a flower and spreading tree. 

There lives a lad, the lad for me. 

He IS a gallant weaver 

O, I had wooers aught or mne ; 

They gied me rings and ribbons fine j 
And 1 was feared my heart would tine, 

And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie signed my tocher-band. 

To gi’e the lad that has the land , 

But to my heart I’ll add my hand. 

And gi’e it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers j 
While bees dehght in opening flowers ; 
While corn grows green m simmer showen, 
rU love my gallant weaver. 
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TtrNE — “ Louts, what reck 1 by thee^” 

Louis, what reck I by thee, 

Or Genrdie on his ocean ^ 

Dyvor, befigar louns to me, 

I reign in Jeame’s bosom 

Let her crown my love her law. 

And in her breast enthrone me , 
Kings and nations, swith awa’ ' 

Reif randies, I disown ye ' 


THE MIRK NIGHT O’ DECEMBER. 

O Mat, thy morn was ne’er so sweet 
As the mirk night o’ December , 

For sparkling was the rosy wine. 

And pri\ ate was the chamber , 

And dear was she 1 dare na name, 

But I will aye remember. 

And dear, &c. 

And here ’s to them that, like oursel’. 
Can push about the jorum , 

And here’s to them that wish us weel — 
May a’ that’s guid watch o’er them 1 
And here’s to them we dare na tell. 

The dearest o’ the quorum. 

And here’s to, &c. 
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LADY ONLIE 

Tune — “Ruffian’s R(tnt ” 

A’ THE lads o’ Thornie-bank, 

When they gae to the sho e o’ Buckjr, 
They’ll step m an’ tak’ a pint 
Wi’ Lady Onlie, honest Lucky 
Lady Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky 
I wish her sale for her guid ale, 

The best on a’ the shore o’ Bucky 

Her house sae bien, her curch sae clean, 
I wat she is a dainty cliucky , 

And cheerlie blinks the ingle-gleed 
Of Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 

Lady Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews guid ale at shore o’ Bucky ; 
I wish her sale for her guid ale, 

The best on a’ the shore o’ Bucky. 


THE CARLES OP DYSART 

fibherhan’b BONO. 

Tune — “ Hey, ca’ through.” 

Up wi’ the carles o’ Dysart, 

And the lads o’ Buckhaven, 
And the kimmers o’ Largo, 

And the lasses o’ Leven, 
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Hey, ca' through, ca’ through, 
For we ha’e mickle ado j 
Hey, ca’ thiough, ca’ through, 
For we ha’e mickle ado 

We ha e tales to tell. 

And we ha’e sangs to sing ; 

We ha’e pennies to spend, 

And we ha’e pints to bring 

We’ll live a’ our days. 

And them that come behin’. 

Let them do the hke. 

And spend the gear they wm 
Hej , ca’ through, ca’ through, 
For we ha’e mickle ado , 
Hey, ca’ through, ca’ through. 
For we ha’e mickle ado 


THE DEUKS DANG O’ER MY DADDIE, 01 

Tune — “ The, deuks dang o'er my daddit" 

’The bairns gat out wi’ an unco shout. 

The deuks dang o’er my daddie, O I 
The Sent ma care, quo’ the feirie auld wife, 

He was but a paidhn’ body, O ’ 

He paidles out, an’ be paidles in. 

An’ he paidles late an’ eaily, 0 ' 

Thae seven lang years 1 ha’e lien by his side, 
An’ he is but a fusionless carlie, 0 ’ 

O, baud your tongue, my feme auld wife, 

0, baud your tongue now, Nansie, O I 
I’ve seen the day, and sae ha’e ye. 

Ye wsdna been sae donsie, O I 
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Ftc seen the day ye buttered my brose, 
And cuddled me lute and eaily, O ' 
But downa do ’a come o’er me now, — 
And, 0, I feel it aairl), O ' 


HAD I A CAVE 

Tune — “liobm Adaii ” 

Had 1 a caNe on some wild di> lanl shore, 

Where the winds howl to the waves’ dashing roar) 
There would I weep my woes. 

There seek my lost repose. 

Till grief my eyes should close. 

Ne’er to wake more 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare. 

All thy fond-plighted vows — fleeting as air P 
To th) new lover hie. 

Laugh o’er thy perjury, 

Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 


THE DE’IL’S AWA’ WI' Til’ EXaSEMAN. 
Tune — “ The d«’iZ canC Jiddhng through the toum." 

The de’il cam’ fiddling through the town. 

And danced awa’ wi’ th’ Exciseman, 

And ilka wife cries — “ Auld Mahoun, 

I wish you luck o’ the prize, man ' ” 

The de’il’s awa’, the de’il’s awa’. 

The de’il ’s awa’ wi’ th’ Exciseman ; 

He’s danced awa’, he’s danced awa’, 

He 's danced owe’ wt’ th’ Ei<nawoian I 
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Well mak’ our maut, well brew our clnnk, 
We’ll dance, and sing, and rejoice, man ; 

And mony braw thanks to the meiUe black de'd 
That danced awa’ wT th’ Exciseman 

There ’s threesome reels, there ’s foursome reels, 
There ’a hornpipes and stiathspets, man , 

But the ae best dance e’er cam’ to the land 
Was — the de’il’s awa’ ni’ th’ Exciseman 
The de’il ’s awa’, the de’il 's awa’. 

The de’il ’s aw a’ wi’ th’ Exciseman ; 

He’s danced awa’, he’s danced awa’. 

He ’s danced awa’ wi’ th’ l^ciseman 1 


PHILLIS THE FAIR 

Tune — “Robin Adair ” 

While larks, with little wing, 
Fanned the pure air, 

Tasting the breathing spring. 
Forth I did fare , 

Gay the sun’s golden eye 
Peeped o’er the mountains high | 
Such thy morn ' did I cry, 
Phillis the fair. 

In each bird’s careless song. 

Glad did I share ; 

While yon wild flowers among, 
Chance led me there 
Sweet to the opening day, 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray j 
Such thy bloom I did 1 say, 
Phillis the fitir. 
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Down in a shady walk. 
Doves cooing were ; 

I marked the cruel hawk 
Caught in a snare , 

So kind maj Fortune be — 
Such make his destiny — 
He who would injure thee, 
Phillis the fair 


MY SPOUSE NANCY. 
Tune — To Janet." 


Husband, husband, cease your strifiit 
Nor longer idly rave, sir , 

Though I am your wedded wife, 

Yet I am not your slave, sir 


" One of two must still obey, 
Nancy , Nancy , 

Is it man, or woman, say. 
My spouse Nancy? ” 


If ’tis still the lordly word. 
Service and obedience , 
rU desert my sovereign lord, 
And so good-bye, allegiano* 1 

“ Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy, 

Yet I’ll try to make a shift, 

My spouse Nancy." 
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My poor heart then break it must, 
My last hour I’m near it 

When you lav me in the dust. 
Ihink, think how you will bear it 

“ I will hope and trust in heaven, 
Nancy, Nancy , 

Strength to bear it will be given, 
My spouse Nancy ” 

Well, sir, from the silent dead 
Still I’ll try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 

“ I’ll wed another hke my dear 
Nancy, Nancy , 

Then all hell will fly for fear — 

My spouse Nancy.” 


ANNA, THY CHARMS. 

Tcwe — “Bonnie Mary.” 

Asna, thy charms my bosom fire, 
And 'press my soul with care ; 
But, ah ’ how bootless to admire. 
When fated to despair I 
Yet m thy presence, lovely fair. 

To hope may be forgiven ; 

For sure 'twere impious to despair, 
So much in sight of Heavea 



600 


BITENS’B POEHB 


THOU HASr LEFT ME EVER 

Tune — “ Fee him, father ” 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie thou hast left me ever, 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, thou hast left me ever ; 
Afteu hast thou vowed that death only should us sever, 
Now thou’st left thy lass for aye — I maun see the# 
never, Jamie, 

I’ll see thee never. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, thou hast me forsaken. 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, thou hast me forsaken ; 
Thou canst love another jo while my heart is breaking j 
Boon my weary een I’ll close, never mair to waken, 
Jamie, 

Ne’er mair to waken. 


CANST THOU LEAVE MB mUS, MY KATIE f 
’Tune — “ Soy’s vnfe ” 

CHORUS 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie P 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie P 
Well thou know’st my achmg heart. 

And canst thou leave me thus for pity P 

Is this thy plighted fond regard. 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katie P 
Is this thy faithful swain’s reward — 

An aching, broken heart, my Katie P 
Canst thou, &o. 
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Farewell ' aijd ne’er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katie ' 
Thou may 'st find those will love thee dear — 
But not a love like mine, my Katie 
Canst thou, &c. 


O PHILLY! 

Tune — “ The soia'e (ail " 

HE 

0 Philly * nappy be that day, 

When, roving through the gathered hay, 
My jouthfu’ heart was stown away, 

And by thy charms, my Philly 1 

SHE. 

O Willy ' aye I bless the grove 
Where first I owned my maiden love, 
Whilst thou didst \iledge the Powew above 
To be my am dear Willy. 

HE. 

As songsters of the early jear 
Are ilka day mau: sweet to hear, 

So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 

enE 

As on the brier the budding rose 
Still ncher breathes and fairer blows, 

So m my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willy, 
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The milder sun and bluer skj , 

That crown mj harvest cares wi' joy, 
Were ne’er sae welcome to my eje 
As IS a sight o’ Philly 

SHE 

The little swallow’s wanton wing, 

Though wafting o’er the flowery spring, 
Did ne’er to me sic tidings bring, 

As meeting o’ mj Willy 

BE 

The bee that through the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
Compared v\ i’ my delight, is poor, 

Upon the lips o’ riiilly 

SHE 

’The woodbine in the dewy weet. 

When evening shades in silence meet, 

Is nocht sae fiagiant or sae sweet 
As 18 a kiss o’ Willy 

HE 

Let Fortune’s wheel at random rin. 

And fools may tine, and knaves may wm | 
My thoughts are a’ bound u]i in ane, 

And that’s my am dear Plully. 

SUE. 

What’s a’ the joys that gowd can gi’e I 
1 care nae wealth a single Sie , 

The lad I love ’s the lad for me. 

And that’s my am dear Willy. 
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HAD I THE WYTE SHE BADE ME. 

Tune — “ Had I the uyte she hade me ” 

Had I the wjte, had I the wyte, 

Had I the wjte bhe bade me , 

She ^^atchcd me by tlie Ine-gate side, 

And up the loan she sha«ed me ; 

And when I wadiia lenture in, 

A coward loon she ca’d me , 

Had Kiik and State been in the gate, 

I lighted when she bade me 

Sae craftily she took me ben, 

And bade me make nae clatter ; 

“For our ramgunshocb, glum guidman 
Is o’er a)ont the water ’’ 

Whae’er shall say I wanted grace 
When I did kiss and daw te her, 

Let him be jdantcd in my place, 

Sjne say I was a fautoi 

Could I for shame, could I for shame. 
Could I for shame refused her ’’ 

And wadna manhood been to blame 
Had I unkindly used her 
He clawed her wi’ the iipplm’-kame, 

And blae and bluidy bruised her . 
When SIC a husband was frae hame, 

What wife but wad excused her ? 

I dighted aye her een sae blue, 

And banned the cruel randy ; 

And weel 1 wat her wilhng mou’ 

Was e’en hke sugar-candy 
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At gloaming-shot it was, I trow, 

1 lighted on the Monday ) 

But 1 cam’ through the Tj sday’s dew, 
To wanton Willie’s brandy 


THE HIGHLAND LADDIE 

Tune — “ If ihou’lt play me fair play.” 

The bonniest lad that e’er I saw, 
Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie. 
Wore a phiid, and was fu’ braw, 
Bonnie Highland laddie 
On his head a bonnet blue, 

Bonme laddie, Higldand laddie. 
His lo)al heait was firm and true, 
Bonnie Highland laddie 

Trumpets sound and cannons roar, 
Bonnie lassie, La«land lassie , 

And a’ the hills wi’ echoes roar, 
Bonnie Lowland lassie 
Glory, honor, now invite, 

Bonnie lassie, Law land lassie. 

For freedom and my hing to fight, 
Bonnie Lowland lassie 

The sun a backward course shall take, 
Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie 1 
Ere aught thy manly courage shake, 
Bonnie Highland laddie. 

Go t for yoursel’ procure renown, 
Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie ; 
And for your lawful king his crown, 
Bonnie Highland laddie! 
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LOVELY POLLY STEWAET. 

Tune — " Te ’re welcome, Charlie Stuart.” 

O LOVELY Polly Stewart ' 

O ch.li miiig Polly Stewart ' 

There’s ne'er a flower that blooms m May 
That’s half aae fair as thou art 
The flower it blows, it fades and fa’s, 

And art can ne’er renew it , 

But worth and truth eternal youth 
Will gi’e to Polly Stewart. 

May he whose arms shall fauld thy charms, 
Possess a leal and true heart , 

To him be given to ken the heaven 
He grasps in Polly Stewart 
O lovely Polly Stewart ' 

0 charimng Polly Stewart I 
There’s ne’er a flower that blooms in May 
That’s half sae sweet as thou art. 


CA8SILLIS BANKS. 

Tune unknown 

Now bank an’ brae are claithed in green, 
An’ scattered cowshps sweetly spring ; 
By Girvan’s fairy-haunted stream 
The birdies flit on wanton wvig. 
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To Cassillia' banks, when e’emng fa’s, 
There wi’ my Maiy let me flee, 

There catth her ilka glanee of love. 

The bonnie bhnk o’ Mary’s e’e ' 

The cliield wha boasts o’ waild’s wallh, 
la often laird o’ meikle care , 

But Mai j she is a’ mine am — 

Ah' Fortune caiina gi’e me mair' 

Then let me range by Cassillis’ banks, 
Wi’ her, the lassie dear to me. 

And catch her ilka glince o’ lo^e. 

The bonnie blink o’ Mary’s e’e ' 


THE LOVEE’S MORNING SALUTATION TO Hl9 
MISTRESS • 

Tune — “ Z)«’»Z lak' the wars ” 

Sleep’st thou, or wak’st thou, fairest creature ? 

Rosy morn now lifts its eje. 

Numbering ilka bud which Nature 
Waters wi’ the tears o’ joy 
Now through the leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods. 

Wild Nature’s tenants freely, gladly stray; 

The hiitn hite in his bower 
Chants o’er the breathing flower; 

The laverock to the sky 
Ascends wi’ Bangs o’ joy. 

While the sun and thou arise to bless the dty. 


* Chlarl*, i. e , Jesn Ixjrlmer (Mrs Whelpdsle) 
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Phoebus, gilding the brow o’ morning, 
Banishes ilk darksome shade. 

Nature gladdening and adorning , 

Such to me my lovely maid 
When absent frae my fair, 

The murky shades o’ care 
With starless gloom o’ercast my sullen sky, 
But when, in beauty’s light, 

She meets my ravished sight. 

When through my very heart 
Her beaming glories dart — 

Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 


YOUNG JAMIE, PRIDE OF A’ THE PLAIN. 

Tune — “ The carhn o’ the glen ” 

Yotinq Jamie, pride of a’ the plain, 

Sae gallant and sae gay a swain , 

Through a’ our lasses he did rove. 

And reigred, lesistless, king of love . 

But now, wi’ sighs and starting tears, 

He strays among the woods and biiers, 

Or in the glens and rocky caves. 

His sad complaining dovvie raves. 

I wha sae late did range and rove. 

And changed with every moon my love, 

I little thought the time was near. 

Repentance I should buy sae dear : 

The slighted maids my torments see, 

And laugh at a’ the pangs I dree ; 

While she, my cruel, scornfu’ Fair, 

Forbids me e’er to see her mair I 
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THE LASS OF ECCLEFECHAN. 

Tune — “ Jacly Latin.” 

Gat ye me, O, gat je me, 

O, gat je me wi’ naethingP 
Rock am] reel, and spinnin'-wheel, 

A mickle quarter basin 
Bye attour my gutcher has 
A high house and a iaigh ane, 

A’ forbj e my bonme sel’, 

The lass of Ecclefechan 

0, baud your tongue, now, Luckie Laing, 
0, baud your longue and jauner j 
I held the gate till you I met. 

Syne I began to wander ; 

I tint my whistle and my sang, 

I tint my peace and pleasure ; 

But your green graif, now, Luckie Laing, 
Wad airt me to my treasure 


THE WINTER IT IS PAST.* 

Ihe winter it is past, and the summer ’s come at last, 
And the little birds sing on eyery tree , 

Now everything is glad, whde I am very sad, 

Smee my true love is parted from me. 


Itif donbtftiJ whether this ioug wee written bj Barae. 
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The rose upon the brier, by the waters running clear, 
May have charms for the linnet or the bee ; 

Their little loves are blest, and then little hearts at rest. 
But my true love is parted from me 

My love 18 like the sun — in the firmament does run, 
Forever is constant and true. 

But hia 13 like the moon, that wanders up and down. 
And IS every month changmg anew 

All you that are in love, and cannot it remove, 

I pity the pains }ou endure , 

For experience makes me know that your hearts are full 
o’ woe, 

A woe that no mortal can cure 


THE COOPER O’ CUDDIE. 

Tune — “Bob at the Bowster ” 

The Cooper o’ Cuddie cam’ here awa’ ; 

He ca’d the girs out owre us a’ — 

And our guidwife has gotten a ca’ 

That angered the silly guidraan, O. 

We’ll hide the cooper behind the door. 
Behind the door, behind the door. 
We’ll hide the cooper behind the door. 
And cover him under a mown, O. 

He sought them out, he sought them in, 
Wi’ de’il ha'e her • and de’il ha’e him I 
But the body he was eae doited and bhn’, 
He wist na where he was gaun, O. 
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They coopered nt e'en, they coopered at mom, 
Till our guidman has gotten the srorn , 

On ilka hi ow she’s planted a hoi n, 

And swears that theie the) shall stan’, O. 
We’ll hide the cooper behind the door, 
Behind the door, behind the door. 

We’ll hide the cooper behind the door, 
And cover him under a mawn, O. 


THE CARDIN’ O’T. 

Tune — “ Salt fish and dumplings” 

I COBT a stane o’ haslock woo’. 

To make a coat to Johnny o’t; 

For Johnny is my only jo, 

I lo’e him best of on) yet. 

The cardin’ o’t, the spumin’ o’t. 
The warpin’ o’t, the wiiinin’ o’t | 
When ilka ell cost me a groat. 

The tailor staw the limn’ o’t. 

For though his locks be lyart gray. 
And though his brow be held aboon, 
Yet I ha’e seen him on a day 
The pride of a’ the parishen. 

The cardin’ o't, the spumin’ o't. 
The warpin’ o’t, the winnin’ o’t ) 
When ilka ell cost me a groat. 

The tailor staw the linm’ o’t. 
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All, CHLOIUS. 

Tone — “ Major Oraham ” 

An, Chloris ' since it may na be 
That thou of loie iult hear , 

If from the lover thou maun flee. 
Yet let the fiiend be dear 

Although 1 love my Chloris mair 
Than ever tongue could tell. 

My jiassion I will ne’er declare, — 
I’ll say, I wish thee well 

Though a’ my daily care thou art. 
And a’ my nightly dream. 

I’ll hide the struggle in my heart, 
And say it is esteem. 


OUT OVER THE FORTH. 

Tuhe — “ Charlie Gordon ’s welcome hame.” 

Oct over the Forth 1 look to the north. 

But yyhat is the north and its Highlands to meP 
The south nor the east gi’e ease to my breast. 

The far foreign land, or the wild-rolling sea. 

But I look to the west, when 1 gae to rest. 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be i 
For far in the west lives he I lo’e best. 

The lad that is dear to my babie and me. 
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THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME.« 

Tune — “ The lass that made the bed to me ” 

When Januar’ wind was blawm’ eauld, 

As to the North 1 took my waj, 

The mirksome night did me enfauld, 

1 knew na where to lodge till day. 

By my good lurk a maid I met, 

Just in the middle o’ my care , 

And kindly she did me incite 
To walk into a chamber fair. 

I bowed fu’ low unto this maid, 

And thanked her for her courtesy , 

I bowed fu’ low unto this maid, 

And bade her mak’ a bed for me. 

She made the bed baith large and wide, 

Wi’ twa white hands she spread it down. 

She put the cup to her rosy lips. 

And drank, " Young man, now sleep ye soun’.” 

She snatched the candle in her hand. 

And fiae my chamber went wi’ speed; 

But I called her quickly back again 
To lay some mair below my head. 

A cod she laid below my head, 

And served me wi’ due respect ; 

And, to salute her wi’ a kiss, 

I put my arms about her neck. 


* Tbe bonnle Imb that made Um bed to me " was composed on an amou 
Chailes II i-when tknlking in tbe Sortb, about Aberdeen^ In tbe tima 
tha UsnxpaUcuL ~ Bu&ns 
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* Haid off youi hands, young man,” she says, 
“ And dinna sae uncivil be , 

Gif ye ha’e onie love for me. 

0, wrang na my vii giiiitie ' " 

Her hair was like the links o’ gowd. 

Her teeth were like the ivorie , 

Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine. 

The lass that made the bed to me 

Her bosom was the driven snaw, 

Twa drifted heaps sae fair to see , 

Her limbs the polished marble stane. 

The lass that made the bed to me. 

1 kissed her owre^and owre again, 

And aye she wist na what to say j 
I laid her between me and the wa' — 

The lassie thought na lang till day 

Upon the morrow, when we rase, 

I thanked her for her courtesy j 
But aye she blushed, and aye she sighed. 
And said, “Alas ! ye’ve ruined me ” 

I clasped her waist, and kissed her syne, 
While the tear stood twinkling in her e’e j 
1 said, “ My lassie, dinna cry, 

For ye aye shall mak’ the bed to me ” 

She took her mither’s Holland sheets. 

And made them a’ m sarks to me 
Bhthe and merry may she be, 

The lass that made the bed to me ' 

The bonnie lass made the bed to me. 

The braw lass made the bed to me j 
I’ll ne’er forget, till the day 1 die. 

The lass that made the bed to me I 
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SAE FAR AWA’. 

Tune — “ Dalkeith Maiden Bridge ” 

O, BAD and heavy should I part, 

But for her sake sae far awa’ j 
Unknowing what mj waj may thwart. 
My native land sae far awa’ 

Thou that of a’ things Maker art, 

That formed this Fair sae far awa’, 
Gi’e body strength, then I’ll ne’er start 
At this my way sae far awa’. 

How true IS love to pure desert. 

So love to her, sae far awa’ 

And notht can heal niy bosom’s smart. 
While, oh ' she is sae far awa’. 

Nane other love, nane other dart, 

1 feel but hers, sae far awa’ , 

But fairer never touched a heart 
Than hers, the Fair sae far awa’. 


LET NOT WOMAN E’ER COMPLAIN. 

Tuke — “Duncan Or ay” 

LET^not woman e’er complain 
Of inconstancy in love , 

Let not woman e’er complain 
Fickle man is apt to rove. 

Look abroad through Nature’s range, — 
Nature’s mighty law is change , 

Ladies, would it not be strange 

Man should, then, a monster prove t 
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Mark the winds, and mark the skies, 
Ocean’s ebb, and ocean's flow 
Sun and moon but set to rise, 

Bound and round the seasons go 

Why, then, ask of silly man 
To oppose great Nature’s plan P 
We’ll be constant while we can, — 
You can be no more, you know 


PLL AYE CA’ IN BY YON TOWN* 

Tune — "Fll gae me mair to yon toum.” 

I’ll aye ca’ m by yon town. 

And by yon garden green, again i 
I’ll aye ca’ in by yon town, 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 

There ’s nane sail ken, there ’s nane sail guess, 
What brings me back the gate agam , 

But she my fairest faitbfu’ lass. 

And atowhns we sail meet again. 

She’ll wander by the aiken tree. 

When trystm'-time draws near again | 

And when her lovely form I see, 

O baith, she ’s doubly dear again I 
I’ll aye ca’ in by yon town. 

And by yon garden green, again ; 

I’ll aye ca’ in by yon town. 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 

* Jsan annoor (lln. Bunu) wu tlia lunia* ot this 
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SAW YE MY PHELY? 

QUASI DICAT PHILLIS 

TuME — “ When she came hen she I 

O, SAW ye my dear, my Phely ^ 

O, aaw ye my dear, my Phely “ 

She ’« down i’ the grove, she ’s wi’ a new love^ 
She winna come hame to her Willy 

What says she, my dearest, my Phely P 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 

She lets thee to wot that she has thee forgot. 
And forever disowns thee her Willy. 

0, had I ne’er seen thee, my Phely ' 

O, had I ne’er seen thee, my Phely ' 

As light as the air, and fause as thou ’s fair, 
Thou 's broken the heart o’ thy Willy. 


TO THEE, LOVED NITH. 

Tune unkncnm 

To thpe, loved Nith, thy gladsome plains, 
Where late wi’ careless thought 1 rangedi 
Though prest wi’ care, and sunk in woe. 

To thee I bring a heart unchanged. 

I love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes. 
Though memory there my bosom tear ; 
For there he roved that brake my heart, 

Yet to that heart, ah, still how dear I 
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ON ME SEAS AND FAR AWAV. 

Tune — “ O'er the hills,” ifcc 

How can my poor heart be glad, 

When absent from my sailor lad P 
How can I the thought foiego, 

He ’s on the seas to meet the foe P 
Let me wander, let me love. 

Still my heart is w ith my love , 

Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are with him that ’s far away 

CUOBU8 

On the seas and far away. 

On stormy seas and far away , 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are aye with him that’s far away. 

When m summer’s noon I faint, 

As weary flocks around me pant. 

Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor ’s thundering at his gun • 
Bullets, spare my only joy ' 

Bullets, spare my darling boy * 

Fate, do with me what you may, 

Spare but him that’s far away 1 

At the starless midnight hour. 

When winter rules with boundless power | 
As the storms the foiest tear. 

And thunders rend the howling air, 
Listening to the doubling roar, 

Surging on the rocky shore. 

All I can — I weep and pray, 

For hia weal that’s far away. 
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Peace, thy olive wand extend, 

And bid wild War his ra\age end; 

Man with brother man to meet. 

And as a brother kindly gieet 

Then may lleaien with jirospeious gales 

Fill my sailor’s welcome sails ; 

To my aims their charge convey, 

My dear lad that’s far away 

Over the seas, &c. 


SHE SAYS SHE LO’ES ME BEST OF A’* 

Tune — “Onagh’s Waterfall ” 

Sae flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows, of a darker hue, 
Bewitohingly o’er-atching 

Twa laughing een o’ bonnie blue 
Her smiling sae wyling, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow I 
Such was my Chloris’ boniiie face, 

When first her bonnie face I saw, 

And aye my Cblons’ dearest charm, 

She says she lo’es me best of a’. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ajikle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion. 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 


* TIm luntM or this fODf wu tb* beaatlftil Jms Lodaur. 
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Sae warming, sae charming, 

Her faultless form and gracefu’ air ; 
Dha feature — auld Nature 
Declared that she could do no mair . 
Hers are the willing chains o’ love, 

By conquering beauty’s sovereign law 
And aye mj Chloris’ dearest chaim, 

She saj s she lo’es me best of a’ 

Let others love the city, 

And gaudy show at sunny noon ; 

Gi’e me the lonely valley. 

The dewy ete, and rising moon, 

Fair beaming, and streaming. 

Her silver light the boughs amang j 
While falling, recalling, 

The am’rous thrush corcludes his sang: 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 
By wimpling bum and leafy shaw. 

And hear my vows o’ truth and love. 

And say thou lo’es me best of a’. 


BANNOCKS O’ BARLEY 

Tone — “The Kdlog e." 

Bannocks o’ bear meal. 
Bannocks o’ barley ; 

Here ’s to the Highlandman’t 
Bannocks o’ barley! 

Wha m a brulzie 
Will first cry a parley P 
Never the lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley I 
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Bannocks o’ bear meal, 
Bannocks o’ bailey ; 

Here 's to the Highlandman’s 
Bannocks o’ barley ' 

Wha in his wae-day s 
Were loyal to Charlie ’’ 
Wha hut the lada wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley ? 


HERE’S HIS HEALTH IN WATER. 

Tune — " Tin Job of Journeywork ” 

Although my hack be at the wa’, 

And though he be the fautor , 
Although my back be at the wa’, 

Yet, here ’s his health m water 1 
0 I wae gae by his wanton sides, 

Sae brawlie ’s he could flatter ; 

Till for his soke I’m slighted sair. 

And dree the kintra clatter 
But though my back be at the wa’. 

And though he be the fautor ; 

But though my back be at the wa’, 

Yet, here ’s his health m water I 


THE CHARMING MONTH OF MAY.* 

It was the charming month of May, 

When all the flowers were fresh and gay. 
One morning, by the break of day. 

The youthful, charming Chloe, 


Altered IVom old EnglUh t<»if 
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From peaceful slumber she arose, 

Girt on her mantle and her hose, 

And o’er the flowery mead she goes. 
The youthful, charming Chloe 

CHORUS 

Lovely was she by the dawn, 
Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Tripping o’er the pearly lawn, 

The youthful, charming Chloe 

The feathered people you might see 
Perched all around on every tree. 

In notes of sweetest melody, 

They hail the charming Chloe j 
Till, painting gay the eastern skies, 

The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivalled by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

Lovely was she, &c. 


WAE IS MY HEART 

Tune — “Woe ts my heart.” 

Wae 18 my heart, and the tear ’s in my e'e , 

Lang, lang, joy 's been a stranger to me • 

Forsaken and friendless, my burden I bear. 

And the sweet voice o’ pity ne’er sounds m my ear. 

Love, thou hast pleasures, and deep ha’e I loved : 
Love, thou hast sorrows, and sair ha’e I proved ; 
But this bruised heart that now bleeds m my breaats 
1 can feel by its thiobbings will soon be at rest 
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O, if I were where happy I ha’e been, 

Down by yon stream and yon bonnie castle green i 
For there he is wandering, and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon diy the tear frae his Phillis’s e’e. 


HEE BALOU. 

Tune — “The Highland Balou.” 

Hee balou ' my sweet wee Donald, 
Picture o’ the great Clanronald , 

Brawlie hens our wanton chief 
Wha got my young Highland thief 

Leese me on thv bonnie craigie ' 

An’ thou hve, thou’ll steal a naigie 
Travel the country through and through 
And bring hame a Carlisle cow 

Through the Lawlands, o’er the border, 
Weel, my babie, may thou furder • 

Herry the louns o’ the laigh countne. 
Syne to the Highlands hame to me. 


MY PEGGY’S FACE.* 

Tune — “My Peggy's face.” 

Mt Peggy’s face, my Peggy’s form, 
The frost of hermit age might warm | 
My Peggy’s worth, my Peggy’s mmd, 
Might charm the first of humankind. 


The heroine of tbli long wu Maigaret Chebaen. 
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1 love ray Peggy’s angel air, 

Her face so truly, heavenly fair, 

Her native grace, so void of an, 

But I adore my Peggy's heart 

The- lily’s hue, the rose's dye, 

The kindling lustre of an eye ; 

Who but owns their magic sway ' 
Who but knows they all decay 1 
The tender thrill, the pitying tear. 
The generous purpose, nobly dear. 
The gentle look, that rage disarms — 
These are all immortal charms. 


AMANO THE TREES, WHERE HUMMING BEE& 

TtrsTE — “ Tht King of France, he rode a race ” 

Amanq the trees, where humming bees 
At buds and flowers were hinging, O, 

Auld Caledon drew out her drone. 

And to her pipe was singing, O j 
Twas pibroch, sang, strathspey , or reels. 

She dirled them afiT fu’ clearly, O, 

When there cam’ a yell o’ foreign squeels, 

That dang her tapsalteerie, 0. 

Their capon craws and queer ha-ha’s, 

They made our lugs grow eene, O j 
The hungry bike did scrape and pike, 

Till we were wae and weary, 0 ; 

But a royal ghaist, wha ance was cased 
A jinsoner aughteen year awa’, 

He fired a fiddler in the North 
That dang them tapsalteerie, O. 
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MY LADY’S GOWN, THERE ’S GAIRS UPON T 
Tune — “ Oregg’s Pipes ” 

CHORUS 

Mt lady’s gown, there’s gairs upon ’t, 

And gowden flowers sae rare upon 't j 
But Jenny’s jimps and jirkinet 
My lord thinks meikle mair upon ’t. 

My lord a-hunting he has gane, 

But hounds or hawks wi’ him are nane , 

By Colin’s cottage lies his game, 

If Cohn’s Jenny be at hame. 

My lady ’s white, my lady ’s red, 

And kith and km o’ Cassihs’ blude ) 

But her ten-pund lands o’ tocher gmd 
"Were a’ the charms his lordship lo’ed. 

Out o’er yon muir, out o’er yon moss, 

Whare gor-cocks through the heather pass, 
There wons auld Cohn’s bonme lass, 

A lily in a wilderness 

Sae sweetly move her genty hmbs. 

Like music-notes o’ lovers’ hymns 
The diamond dew m her een sae blue, 

Where laughing love sae wanton swims. 

My lady ’s dink, my lady ’s drest, 

The flower and fancy o’ the west ) 

But the lassie that a man lo’es best, 

O, that’s the lass to mak’ him blest. 
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My lady’s gown, there’s gairs upon 't, 
And gowden flowers sae rare u pon ’t ; 
But Jenny’s jimps and jirkinet 
My lord thinks meikle mair upon’t. 


O WAT YE WHAT MY MINNIE DIDP 

O, WAT je what my Minnie did, 

My Minnie did, my Minnie did — 

0, wat j e what my Minnie did 
On Tysday ’teen to me, jo ? 

She laid me in a saft bed, 

A saft bed, a saft bed, 

She laid me in a saft bed. 

And bade gude’en to me, jo 

An’ wat ye what the parson did. 

The parson did, the parson did — 

An’ wat ye what the parson did, 

A' for a penny fee, jo ? 

He loosed on me a lang man, 

A mickle man, a strang man, 

He loosed on me a lang man. 

That might ha’e worried me, jo. 

An’ I was but a young thing, 

A young thing, a young thing — 

An’ I was but a young thing, 

Wi’ nane to pity me, jo 
1 wat the kirk was in the wryte, 

In the wyte, in the wryte, 

To pit a young thing in a fright. 

An’ loose a man on me, jo. 
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HERE’S TO THY HEALTH. MY BONNIE LASR 
Tunb. — “ Laggan Burn ” 

Here’s to thy health, my honme lass I 
Quid night, and joy be wi’ thee ! 

I’ll come nae mair to thy bower-door. 

To tell thee that I lo’e thee. 

0, dinna think, my pretty pink. 

But I can Ine without thee j 

I vow and swear, I dmna care 
How lang ye look about ye 

Thou’rt aye sae free informing me 
Thou hast nae mind to mairy j 

I’ll be as fiee informing thee 
Nae time ha’e I to tarry. 

I ken thy friends try ilka means 
Frae wedlock to delay thee ; 

Depending on some higher chance — 

But Fortune may betray thee 

I ken they scorn my low estate, 

But that does never grieve me; 

But I’m as free as any he, — 

Sma' siller will reheve me 

I’ll count my health my greatest wealth, 

Sae lang as I’ll enjoy it ; 

I’ll fear nae scant, I’ll bode nae want, 

As lang ’s I get employment. 

But far-off fowls ha’e feathers fair, 

And aye until ye try them ; 

Though they seem fair, still have a care, 

They may prove waur than I am. 
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But St twal at night, when the moon shines bright, 
My dear, I’ll come and see thee , 

For the man that lo’es his mistress weel, 

Nae travel makes him weary 


O, WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES MEf 

Tune — “ Morag " 

0 , wnA IS she that lo’es me. 

And has my heart a-keepingP 
O, sweet 18 she that lo’es me. 

As dews o’ simmer weeping, 

In tears the rosebuds steeping t 

CH0KU8 

O, that’s tlie lassie o’ my heart, 

My lassie ever dearer j 
O, that’s the queen of womankind 
And ne’er a ane to peer her. 

If thou shalt meet a lassie. 

In grace and beauty charming, 
rhat e’en thy chosen lassie, 

Erewiule thy breast sae warmmg, 

Had ne’er sio powers alarming ; 

O, that’s, &C. 

if thou badst heard her talking, 

And thy attentions plighted, 

That ilka body talking 
But her by thee is slighted. 

And Thou art all delighted ) 

O, that’s, &C. 
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If thou hast met thia fair one , 

When frae her thou hast parted, 

If every other fair one 
But her thou hast deserted, 

And thou art broken-hearted ; 

O, that’s the lassie o’ my heart, 
My lassie ever dearer ; 

O, that’s the queen o’ womankmd, 
And ne’er a ane to peer her. 


0, STEER HER UP. 

Tone — “ 0, tieer her up and hand her gaun." 

O, STEER her up and baud her gaun. 
Her mither ’s at the mill, jo , 

An’ gin she winna tak’ a man. 

E’en let her tak’ her will, jo , 

First shore her wi’ a kindly kiss. 

And ca’ anither gill, jo ; 

And gin she tak’ the thing amiss, 

E’en let her flyte her fill,jo. 

O, steer her up, and be na blate. 

An’ gin she tak’ it ill, jo. 

Then lea’e the lassie till her fate, 

And the time nae langer spill, jo : 
Ne’er break jour heart for ae rebute, 
But think upon it still, jo ; 

That gin the lassie winna do’t. 

Ye’ll fin’ amther will, jo. 
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THE FARE\^ELL 

Tune — “ It was a'f<rr our rightfu' king,” 

It was a’ for our rightfu’ king 
We left fair Scotland’s strand; 

It was a’ for our rightfu’ king 
We e’er saw Irish land, my dear, 

We e’er saw Irish land 

Now a’ IS done that men can do. 

And a’ is done in vain ; 

My love and native land farewell ' 

Fot I maun cross the main, my dear, 
For I maun cross the mam. 

He turned him right, and round about, 
Upon the Irish shore , 

And ga’e his hridle-reins a shake. 

With adieu for evermore, my dear ! 
With adieu for evermore ' 

The sodger frae the wars returns. 

The sailor frae the mam , 

But I ha’e parted frae my love, 

Never to meet again, my dear, 

Never to meet agam 

When day is gane and night is come, 
And a’ folk bound to sleep, 

111 think on him that’s far awa’ 

The lee-lang night, and weep, my dear; 
The lee-lang mght, and weep. 
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O, AYE MY WIFE SHE DANG ME. 

Tune — “ My tnfe she dang me " 

O, ATE my wife she dang me, 

An’ aft my wife did bang me , 

If ye gi’e a woman a’ her will, 

Gude faith ' she’ll soon o’er-gang ye. 
On peace and rest my mind was bent, 

And fool I was I married , 

But nev er honest man’s intent 
As cursedly miscarried. 

Some same comfort still at last, 

When a’ their days are done, man } 

My pains o’ hell on earth are past — 

I’m sure o’ bliss aboon, man. 

0, aye my wife she dang me, 

And aft my wife did bang me ; 

If ye gi’e a woman a’ her will, 

Gude faith ! she’ll soon o’er-gang ye. 


0, LAY THY LOOF IN MINE, LASS. 

Tune — “ Cordwainer's March.” 

O, LAT thy loof m mine, lass, 

In mine, lass, in mine, lass, 

And swear on thy white hand, last, 

That thou wilt be my am. 
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A slave to Love’s unbounded sway, 

He aft has wrought me raeikle wae ; 
But now he is mv deadly f.ie, 

Unless thou be mv am 

There’s mome a lass has broke my real 
That for a blink I ha’e lo’ed best , 

But thou ait queen within my breast, 
Foiever to remain. 

O, lay thv' loof in mine, lass. 

In mine, lass, m mine, lass , 

And swear on thy white hand, lass, 
That thou wilt be my am 


THE FiiTE CHAMP^TRE* 

Tune — “ KMiecrankie ” 

O, WTlv will to Saint Slejihen’s House, 
To do oui err.mds there, man 
0, wha will to Saint Stephen’s House, 
O' th’ merry lads of Ayr, man ® 


* The occasion of this ballad was as follows — When Mr Cur ainghama, 
of Eiiterkin, cumc to his estate, two mansion houses on it, Erterkin and 
Annbank., were both in a ruinous st'ite Wisimig to introduce himself with 
•one eccatlothe count>,he got Umporury erudHo s made on the bauki 
of Ayr, tastofulh decorated w ith shrubs and flowers, for a supper and ball, 
to ■which moat <)1 tlu rca^K-ctable fannlics m the countv were Invited I* 
was anovcU> in ilit toinitv, and attracted mu<li notice A dissolution of 
Parlltment was soon export! !l and this festivity was thought to be an lii- 
troduction to a canvass for r« pn renting the countv Several other candi- 
dates were spoken of, particularly Sir John WhitefoorU, then residing at 
Cloncaird, commonly proiiounted Glcncalrd, and Mr HoswcU, the weU<- 
known biographer of Dr Johnson The political views of this festive at- 
•embloge, which are alluded to In the ballad, if they ever existed, were, 
however, laid aside, at Mr 0 did not canvass the ooanty — >Oilssst 
BUBMi* 
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Or will we Bend a man o’ law ** 

Or will we send a aodger ^ 

Or him wha led o’er Scotland a’ 

The meikle Ursa-Major P • 

Come, will ye court a noble lord, 

Or buy a score o’ lairds, man ^ 

For worth and honor pawn their woid, 

Their vote shall be Glencaird’s, man 
Ane gi’es them com, ane gi'es them wine, 
Anither gi’es them clatter , 

Annbatik, wha guessed the ladies’ taste, 

He gi’es a fete champetre 

When Love and Beauty heard the news 
The gay green-woods amang, man. 

Where, gathering flowers and busking bowers. 
They heard the blackbird’s sang, man ; 

A TOW, they sealed it with a kiss, 

Sir Politics to fetter. 

As theirs alone, the patent bliss. 

To hold a fete champetre. 

Then mounted Mirth, on gleesome wmg i 
O’er hill and dale she flew, man ; 

Dk wimphng burn, ilk crystal spring. 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man : 

She summoned every social sprite 
That sports by wood or water. 

On the bonny banks of Ayr to meet, 

And keep this fete champetre 

Cauld Boreas, wi’ his boisterous crew. 

Were bound to stakes like kye, man ) 

And Cynthia’s car, o’ silver fu’, 

Clamb up the starry sky, man ; 


*I>r Johnnn. 
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Reflected beams dwell m the streams 
Or down the cunent shatter , 

The western breeze steals through the treea 
To view this fete champCtre 

How many a robe sae gaily floats ’ 

What spaikling jewels glance, man, 

To Harmony’s enchanting notes, 

As moves the mazy dance, man > 

The echoing wood, the winding flood, 

Like Paradise did glitter, 

When angels met, at Adam’s yett, 

To hold their fete champetre 

When Politics came there, to mix 
And make his ether-stane, roan ! 

He ended round the magic ground. 

Out entrance found he nane, man ■ 

He blushed lor shame, he quat his name. 
Forswore it every letter, 

Wi’ humble prajer to join and share 
Tl .8 festive fete champdtre. 


THE LAST BRAW BRmAL, 

A FBAGMENT. 

The last braw bridal that I was at, 

'Twas on a Hallowmas day. 

And there was routh o’ drink and fun, 

And mickle mirth and play 
The bells they rang, and the carlins sang. 
And the dames danced in the ha’ . 

The bnde went to bed wi’ the silly bridegroom 
In the midst o’ her kimmeri a’. 
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tIEKE’S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT’S AWA’. 

TuJffc — “ llu e's a health to them that's awa' ' ” 

HEUt’s a ht.ihh to tliem lhal’s awa'' 

Hci e’a a heal I li to tin ra lli.il’s awa’ ' 

And wha wiiina wish guid luck to our cause, 

Mat necci guiJ luck be their fa’ ' 

It’s guid to he iiieiij and wise, 

It’s guid to be honest and true, 

It’s guid to suppoit Caledonia’s cause, 

And bide by the buff and the blue 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’' 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’ ! 

Here’s a health to Chailie the chief of the clan, 
Although that his band be but sma’ ' 

Mav Libert) meet wi' success ' 

May I'ludctice piotett her fiae evil ' 

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist. 

And wander their way to the devil 1 

Here’s a health to them that’s awfa’ ' 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’ ! 

Here’s a health to Tammie the Noiland laddie, 

'That lives at the lug o’ the law ’ 

Here’s freedom to him that wad read 1 
Here’s freedom to him that wad write ! 

There’s nane ever feared that the truth should be heard 
But they wham the truth wad indite. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’ ! 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa’ I 
Here’s Chieftain M'Leod, a chieftain worth gowd, 
Though bred amang mountains o’ snaw I 
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Here 's a health to them that’s awa’ • 

Here ’s a health to them that’s awa’ ' 

And wha winna «ish guul lack to our cause, 
May ne\er gmJ luck be their fa’ ! 


THE WINTER OF LIFE. 

Tune — “Oil Monce ” 

But lateh seen in gladsome green, 

Tlie woods rejoiced the day, 

Through gentle shoneis the laughing flowers 
111 double |)ude w'ere gay, 

But now our joys aie fled 
On winter blasts awa’. 

Yet maiden May, in rich array, 

Again shall bring them s’ 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe 
Shall melt the snaws of age , 

My trunk of eild, but buss or bield. 

Sinks in Time’s wintry rage 
0 , age has weary days, 

And nights o’ slceplesa pam ' 

Thou golden lime o’ youlhfu’ prime. 

Why com’st thou not again ? 


THE HIGHLAND WIDOW’S LAMENT. 

Oh, I am come to the low countrie, 
Och-on, och-on, oth-ne ' 

Without a penny in my purse 
To buy a meal to me 
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It was na sae in the Highland hUls, 
Och-on, och-on, och-ne ’ 

Nae woman in the countrj wide 
Sae happy was as me 

For then I had a scoie o’ kye, 
Och-on, och-on, och-ne ' 

Feeding on yon hills so high, 

And giung milk to me 

And there I had threescore o’ yowet, 
Och-on, och-on, och-ne ! 

Skipping on yon bonnie knowes, 

And casting woo’ to me 

1 was the happiest of a' the clan, — 
Sair, sair may I repine , 

For Donald was the biawest man, 
And Donald he was mine 

Till Charlie Stuart cam’ at last, 

Sae far to set us free , 

My Donald’s arm was wanted then 
For Scotland and for me 

Their waefu’ fate what need I tell P 
Right to the wrung did yield : 

My Donald and his country fell 
Upon Culloden-field 

Och-on, O Donald, O ! 

Och-on, och-on, och-ne I 

Nae woman in the warld wide 
Sae wretched now as me. 
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TO MARY 

Tune — “Cotdd aught of song ” 

Could aught of song declare my pains, 
Could artful numbers move thee, 

The Muse should tell, in labored strain, 
O Mary, how I love thee' 

They who but feign a wounded heart 
May teach the lyre to languish ; 

But what avails the pride of art 
When wastes the soul with anguish P 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 
The heart-felt pang discover j 
And in the keen, yet tender eye, 

O, read th’ imploring lover 
For well I know thy gentle mind 
Disdains art’s gay disguising j 
Beyond what fancy e’er refined. 

The voice of Nature prizing. 


WELCOME TO GENERAL DUMOURIER, 

A PAKODT ON “EOBIN ADAIB ” 

You’ee welcome to despots, Dumourier , 

You’re welcome to despots, Dumourier , 

How does Dampiere do P 
Ay, and Bournonvilie too P 
Why did they not come along with you, Dumourier f 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier ; 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier { 
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I will fight France with you, 

I will lake my chance with you j 
By my soul, I’ll dance a dance with jou, Dumourierl 

Then let us fight about, Itumouiier, 

Then let us fight about, Durnouiier ; 

Then let us fight about. 

Till freedom's spaik is out. 

Then we’ll be damned, no doubt, Dumourier 


BONNIE PEG-A-RAMSAY 

Tune — “Cauld is the e'enm’ blast ” 

Cauld is the e’enm’ blast 
O’ Boreas o’er the pool. 

And daw in’ it is dreary 

When birks are bare at Yule 

O, cauld blows the e’enm’ blast 
When bitter bites the frost, 

And in the mirk and dreary drift 
The hills and glens are lost 

Ne’er sae murky blew the night 
That drifted o’er the hill. 

But bonnie Peg-a-Rarasay 
Gat grist to her mill 


O, MALLY'S MEEK, MALLY’S SWEET. 

As I was walking up the street, 

A barefit maid 1 chanced to meet j 
But O, the road was very hard 
For that fair maiden’s tender feet 
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O, Mally ’s meek, Mally ’b sweet, 

Mally ’s modest and discreet, 

Mally ’s rare, Mally ’s fair, 

Mally \ every way complete 

It were mair meet that those fine feet 
Were wed laced up in silken shoon. 

And ’twere more fit that she should sit 
Within yon chariot gilt ahoon 

Her yellow hair, beyond compare, 

Comes trmkling down her swan-white neck) 
And her two eyes, like staia in skies. 

Would keep a sinking ship fiae wreck. 

0, Mally ’s meek, Mally ’s sweet, 

Malh ’s modest and discreet, 

Mally ’s rare, Mally ’s fair, 

Mally ’a every way complete. 


THERE WAS A BONNIE LASS 

AN UNFINISHED SKETCH 

There was a boniiit lass. 

And a boniiie, buniiie lass. 

And she lo’ed her honnie laddie dear) 
Till war’s loud alarms 
Tore her laddie fiae her arms, 

Wi’ mony a sigh and a tear 

Over sea, over shore, 

Where the cannons loudly roar, 

He still was a stranger to fear ; 

And nocht could him quail, 

Or his bosom assail. 

But the bonnie lass be lo’ed sae dear. 
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TWAS NA HER BONNIE BLUE E’E. 

Tune — ‘'Laddie, Ixe near me ” 

Twas na her bonnie blue e’e wa4 my rum , 

Fair though she he, that was ne’er my undoing • 
'Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, — 
Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' kindness, 

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me, 

Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me j 
But though fell fortune should fate us to sever. 
Queen shall she be in my bosom forever 

Mary, I’m thine wi’ a passion sincerest. 

And thou hast plighted me, love, the dearest I 
And thou’rt the angel that never can alter, — 

Sooner the sun in his motion would falter 


ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 
Tune — “Aye leakin’, 0 ” 

CHORUS. 

Long, long the night, 

Heavy comes the morrow^ 
While my soul’s delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care ’ 

Can 1 cease to languish. 

While my darlmg fair 

Is on the couch of anguish f 
Long, & 0 . 
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Every hope is fled, 

Every fear is terror , 
Slumber ev’n I dre^-d, 

Every dream is hor 
Long, &c 

Hear me, Powers divine 1 
O, in pity hear me ' 

Take aught else of mine. 

But my Chlons spare me I 
Long. &c 


THEIR GROVES O’ SWEET MYeTLE. 

Tune — “Eunwra of Qlen ” 

Their groves o’ sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon, 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the perfume, 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o’ green breckan, 

Wi’ the burn stealing under the lang yellow broom. 

Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers. 

Where the bluebell and gowan lurk lowly unseen j 
For there, lightly tnp|)ing amang the wild flowers, 
A-listening tlie linnet, aft wanders my dean 

Though rich is the bieeze in their gay sunny valleys. 
And cauld Caledonia’s blast on the wave , 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 
palace. 

What are they The haunt of the tyrant and slave I 

The slave’s spicy forests, and gold-bubbling fountains. 
The brave Caledonian views wi’ disdain , 

He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains. 

Save Love’s willing fetters, the chains o’ his Jean. 
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HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS* 

Thhe — “ John Anderson myjo ” 

How ciuel are the jiarcnts, 

Who iiches only prize, 

And to the wealthy booby 
Poor woman saci ifice 
Meanw bile the hapless daughter 
Has but a thoice of strife 
To shun a tyrant father's hate, 
Become a wretched wile 

The ravening hawk pur>.uing, 

The trembling dove thus flies. 

To shun impelling lum 
Awhile her pinions tries , 

Till of escape despairing, 

No shelter or retreat, 

She trusts the ruthless falconer, 

And drops beneath his feet 


MARK YONDER POMP. 

Tune — “H e’tl tald the wars” 

Mabk yonder pomp of costly fashion, 
Round the wealthy titled bride ; 

But when compared with real passion. 
Poor IS all that ]inncely pride 
What are the showy treasures P 
What are the noisy pleasures P 


Altered from'ea old Eas lih song 
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The gay gaudy glare of vanity and art ? 

Ihc jioli'ihed jewel’s blaze 
May dian the wondeiing gaze, 

And couitly giandeur blight 
Ihc lanc\ may delight, 

But neier, never cm come near the heart 

But did you ace my dearest Chloris 
In simjihcily 'a array? 

Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is, 
Shiiiiking fioin the gaze of day 
0, then, the heail alarming, 

And all resistless thaimmg, 

In Love’s dehghtliil fetteis she chains the willing ssull 
Ambition would disown 
The w Olid’s imperial crown, — 

Even Avance would deny 
His worshipped deitv. 

And feel through every vein Love’s raptures roll 


CHLORIS 

A PEAGMENT 

Tune — “I'Ae Caledonian Uunt’s Delight.” 

Wnv, why tell thy lover 
Bliss he never must enjoy i* 

Why, why undeceive him, 

And give all his hopes the he P 

O, why, while Fancy, raptured, slumbers, 
Chloris, Chloris all the theme 
Why, why wouldst thou, cruel, 

W ake thy lover from his dream f 
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SONG. 

Tune — “ Maggy Lauder ” 

When first I saw fair Jcanie’s face 
I couldna tell what ailed me , 

My heart went fluttering pit-a-pat, 

My ceil they almost failed me 
She’s aye sue neat, sae trim, sae tight, 

All grace docs round het hot er, 

Ae look deprived me o’ my heart. 

And I became a lover 

She’s aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay. 

She ’a aye sae blithe and cheerie > 
She ’s ay e sae boiiiiie, blithe, and gay, 
0, gin I were her dearie • 

Had I Hundas’s whole estate. 

Or Hopetoun’s wealth to shine in — 

Did warlike laurels crown my brow, 

Or humbler bays entwining — 

I’d lay them a’ at Jeaiiie’s feet. 

Could I but hope to move her. 

And, prouder than a belted knight, 

I’d be my Jeanie’s lover. 

She ’s aye, aye sae bhlhe, sae gay, &o. 

But sair I fear some happier swain 
Has gained sweet Jcanie’s favor 
If so, may eveiy bliss be hers. 

Though I maun never hove her 1 
But gang she east, or gang she west, 

Twut Forth and Tweed all over. 

While men have eyes, or ears, or taste. 
She’ll always find a lover. 

She ’s aye, aye sae bhthe, sae gay, Sco. 
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HER FLOWING LOCKS 

Heb flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing ; 
How sweet unto that breast to cling, 
And round that neck entwine her ! 

Her lijis are roses wat wi’ dew, 

O, what a feast her boniiie mou’ ! 
Her cheeks a mair celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner 


THE DISCREET HINT 
unknown. 

“Lasb, when your mither is Irae hame. 
May I but be sae bauld 
As come to your bower window, 

And creep in fiae the cauld ? 

As come to jour bower window, 

And when it’s cold and wat, 

Warm me in thy fair bosom, — 

Sweet lass, may 1 do that P ” 

•Young man, gin ye should be sae kind, 
When our gudewife 's frae name. 

As come to my bower window, 

Whare I am laid my lane. 

To warm thee in my bosom, — 

Tak’ tent. I’ll tell thee what, 

The way to me lies through the kirk, — 
Young man, do ye bear that P ” 
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DELUDED SWAIN, THE PLEASURE, 

Tune — “ The Collier’s Bonnie Lassie " 

Dflctied swam, the pleasure 
Ihe fickle Fair can gne thee. 

Is but a fair) treasure, 

Til) hopes mil soon deceive thee. 

The billons on the ocean. 

The breezes idly roaming, 

The clouds’ uncertain motion, 

They are but t)pes of women 

0 ' art thou not ashamed 
To doat upon a feature ^ 

If man thou wouldst be named, 
Despise the silly creature 

Go, find an honest fellow , 

Good claret set before thee 
Hold on till thou art mellow. 

And then to bed in glory 


ADOWN WINDING NITH. 

Twe — “ The muckm of Qeordie’s byre." 

Adown winding Nith I did wander. 

To mark the sweet flowers ns they spring j 
Adown winding Nith I did wander. 

Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 
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Ana’ wi’ youi beJ)ea ami your beauties! 

The) nevei vm’ her can compare 
V\' hae\ er has met wi’ my Phillis * 
flas met ni’ the queen o' the fair 

The daisy amused my fond fancy, 

8o artless, so simiile, ao wild , 

Thou emblem, aaid 1, o’ my Phillis, 

For she is simplicity’s child 

The rosebud 'a the blush o’ my charmer, 

Her bwiet balmy lip when ’tis prest , 

How fair and how pure is the lily, 

But fairei and puier her breast ' 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbor, 

They ne’er wi’ my Philha can vie 
Her breath la the breath o’ the woodbine, 

Ita dewdrop o’ diamond her eye 

Her voice is the aong of the morning. 

That wakes through the green-spreading groT# 
When Phoebus peeps over the mountains. 

On mubic, and pleasure, and love 

But beauty, how frail and how fleeting ' 

The bloom of a fine summer’s day ' 

While worth in the mind o’ my Phillia 
Will flourish without a decay 

Awa' wi’ your bellea and your beauties ! 

They never wi’ her can compare 
Whaever has met wi’ my Phillis 
Has met wi’ the queen o’ the fair. 

* Philadelphia McMordo, his ** PhUlls the Fair ” 
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A RED, RED ROSE* 

Tune — “ Qraham's Strathspey.^ 

O, MT luve ’s like a led, red rose, 
That's newl> sjiiang m June 
0, mj luve ’i> like the melodie 
That's sweetly played m tune 

As fair art thou, mv bonnie lass, 

So deep in luve am I , 

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a’ the seas gang dry 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun • 

I will luve thee still, my dear. 

While the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve ! 

And fare thee weel a while ' 

And I will come again, my luve ! 
Though it were ten thousand rnuu. 


THE RUINED MAID’S LAMENT. 

O, MEIKLE do I rue, fause lo’s, 

0, sairlj do I rue 

That e’er I heard your flattenng tongue, 
That e’er your face I knew 


* Tblf iong WA8 an Improvement of » ftreet ballad, which la said to hATt 
btaa wilttan hy a liontonant Blnebaa, aa a ftraweU to his botrothod. 
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O, 1 ha’e tint my rosy cheeks, 

Liken ise nn waist s.ie sma' , 

And I hi’e lost mj liglitsorae heart, 
That little nist a fa’ 

Now 1 maun tliole the scornful sneer 
O’ mony a saucy quean , 

When, gir the truth wcie a’ hut kent, 
Her hte 's been naur than mine 


Whene’er mj father thinks on me, 
lie stares into the na’ , 

My mither, she has ta’en the bed 
Wi’ thinking on my fa’ 

Wliene’er 1 hear my father’s foot, 
My heart wad burst ni’ pain , 
Whene’er I meet my mither’s e’e, 
My tears rin down like ram. 

Al.is ' sae sweet a tree as love 
Sic bitter fi uit should bear ' 

Alas ' that e’er a bonnie face 
Should draw a sauty tear < 


But Heaven’s curse will blast the man 
Denies the baim he got ; 

Or leaves the painfu’ lass he loved 
To wear a ragged coat 
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FAIllEST MAH) ON DEVON BANKS* 
Tune — “ llulhemurthe ” 

CHORUS 

Fairest maid on Devon banks, 

CTystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt lliou lay that flown aside. 

And smile as thou were w ont to do P 


Full well thou know’st 1 love thee dear, 
Couldst thou to malite lend an ear • 

O, did not love exclaim, “Forbear, 

Nor use a faitliful lover so ” 

Fairest maid, &c 


Then come, thou fairest of the fair. 

Those wonted smiles, O let me share j 
And by thy beauteous self I swear. 

No love but thine my heait shall know. 
Fairest maid, &c f 


* The last song composed by l>uni8 It was sent to Thomson, Jnly 12, 
1796 The Poet died the 2lht of the same month 

t These > erscs, and the letter enclosing tiicm, are written In a character 
that marks tho very fceMe state of Bums s bodily strength lie was, in 
fket, dying In this song,'* says Alan Cunningham,— the last he was 
to measure in this world— his tboogbts wandered to Chnrlotte Hamilton 
and the banks of the Devon.** 
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LINES WRITTEN ON A TUMBLER. 

You’ke welcome, Willie Stewart , 

You’re welcome, Wilhe Stewart, 

There 'a ne’er a flower that blooms m Majr, 
That 'a half sae welcome 'a thou art 

Come, bumpers high, express your joy, — 
The bowl we maun lenew it , 

The tappit-hen, gae bring her ben. 

To welcome Willie Stewart 

May foes be strang, and fi lends be slack,— 
Ilk action tnaj he rue it , 

May woman on him Jurn her back. 

That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart! 


TO SOME PEOPLE WHO WERE BOASTING 
OF THEIR GRAND ACQUAINTANCES. 

No moi e of your titled acquaintances boast. 

And in what loidly circles tou’ve been j 
An insect is still but an insect at most. 

Though It crawl on th*' head of a queen t 




GLOSSARY 


Tbb ch and gh have always the guttural sound. Tha 
sound uf the Enghsh diphthong oo is commonly spelled 
ou. The French u, a sound which often occurs m the 
Scottish language, is marked oo, or ui The a in gen- 
uine Scottish words, except when forming a diphthong, 
or followed by an « mute, after a single consonant, sounds 
generally like the broad English a in wall The Scot- 
tish diphthongs, a, always, and ea, very often, sound 
hke the French e masculme The Scottish diphthong 
ey sounds like the Latin ei. 


A. 

A’, all, every one, the whole 
Aback, away, aloof. 
Abeigh, at a shy distance 
Aboon, above, up, in the re- 
gions of heaven 
Abread, abroad, in sight, at 
large 

Abreed, m breadth. 

Ae, one. 

Aff, off 

Aff-band, extempore, imme- 
diately 

Aff-loof, unpremeditated 
Afore, before, sooner than 
Aft, oft. 


Aften, often, frequently, 
many times 

Agley, off the right Ime, ob- 
lique, wrong 
Aibhns, perhaps. 

Aik, the oak 
Air, early, soon. 
Airl-penny, earnest-money, 
a piece of money for coBt 
firming a bargain 
Airt, quarter of the heat 
ens , to direct. 

Aim, iron 
Aith, an oath 
Alts, oats, 

Aiver, an old horse. 

Aizle, a hot cinder. 
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Alike, alai I 

Alane, alone, solitary, sin- 
gle, without company 
Akwart, awkward, inele- 
gant, untaught 
Amaist, almost, nearly 
Amang, among, mingled 
An’, and, if [with 

Ance, once, one time 
Ane, one , and 
Anent, over agiunat, con- 
cermng 

Anither, another, one more 
Ase, ashes, the remains of 
burnt coals 

Asklent, asquint, aslant 
Asteer, abroad, stirring 
Athart, athwart, wrong 
Aught, possession , as, in a' 
my aught, in all my pos- 
session 

Auldfarren, or Auldtarrent, 
sagacious, cunning, pru- 
dent 

Auld lang syne, olden time, 
days of other years 
Auld, old, ancient, ad 
vanced in years 
Auntie, an aunt 
Ava', at all, of all, of any 
Awa , away, absent 
Awfu’, awful, terrible 
Awn, tlie board of barley, 
outs, &c 
Awuie, bearded 
Ayont, beyond,at a distance, 
out of the reach of 


B. 

Ba’, ball. 

Backets, ashboards ; ■ 

square wooden vessel for 
carrying coals to tlie fire ; 
a kind of box for holding 
salt 

Backhns cornin', coming 
bark, returning 
Bad, did bid 

Baide, endured , did stay. 
Bailie, n m.agistratein Scot 
land, answering to an al 
derman in Bngland 
Baggn , dimin of bag, a 
familiar term used to sig- 
nify the billy 

Bnnie having large bones, 
stout 

Bairn, a child 
Bairntime, a family of chil- 
dren, a brood 
Baith, both , likewise 
I B.ike, a sni.ill cake or biscu’t 
Ban, to swear, to make an 
irreverent exclamation; 
reproach, censure 
Banc, bone [excel 

B mg, to beat, to strive, to 
Bardie, dirain of bard 
Barcfit, b.arefooted, without 
shoes or stockings 
Barinie, of c’ like barm. 
Batch, a crew, a gang 
Batts, botts, small worms 
in the entrails of horses 
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Baadrona, a cat. 

Bauld, bold, intrepid. 
Ba\tk, a atrip of land left 
unploughed, two or three 
feet in width , a ridge, a 
bank 

Baws’nt, having a white 
stripe down the face 
Be, to let be, to give over, 
to cease 
Bear, barley 
Beastie, dimin of boast. 
Beet, to add fntd to fire 
Beld, bald, without hair on 
the head 

Belyve, by-and-by 
Ben, into the spence or par- 
lor 

Benmost, innermost 
Benloniond, a noted moun- 
tain in Dumbartonsh.ro 
Bethankit, grate or short 
prayer after the time or 
act of eating 
Beuk, a bonk 

Bicker, a kind of wooden 
dish, a short race 
Bie, or bield, .shelter. 

Bien, we.ilthy, plentiful 
Dig, to build 
Biggin, building a house 
Biggit, buUt 
Bill, a bull 

Bdlie, a brother, a young 
fellow 

Bmg, aheap of gram, pota- 
toes, &c 


Birk, birch, 

Birken-8haw,Birchenwood- 
shaw, a small wood. 
Birkic, a clever fellow 
Birring, the noise of par- 
tridges, &c , when they 
spring 

Bit, crisis, nick of time 
Bizz, a bustle , to buzz. 
Blae, livid 

Blastie, a shrivelled dwarf, 
a term of contempt. 
Blastit, blasted. 

Blate, bashful, sheepish 
Blather, bladder 
Blaud, a flat piece of any. 

thing, to slap 
Biaw, to blow, to boast. 
Blecrit, bleared, sore with 
rheum 

Bloert and him’, bleared 
and blind, 

Bletzmg, blazing, flaming, 
Blellum, an idle, talking 
fellow 

Bletlier, to talk idly, non- 
sense 

Bleth’rin, talking idly. 
Blink, a little white, a smil 
ing look , to look kindly, 
to shine by fits 
Blinker, a tei m of contempt 
Blinkin, smirking, ogling 
Blithe, orBljthe, cheerfiii. 
Blue-gown, one of those beg- 
gars, who get annually, 
on the king’s birth-day, a 



746 


0L088AXT. 


bine cloi^ or gown, with 
a badge 
Bluid, blood 
Bluntie, BniTellmg 
Blype,a shred, a large piece 
Bock, to vomit, to gush m- 
terniittently 

Booked, gushed, vomited 
Bodle, an old copper coin, 
of the value of pennies 
Scots, or one-third of an 
English penny 
Bogles, spirits, hobgoblins 
Borne, or Bony, handsome, 
beautiful 

Bonnoek, a kind of thick 
cake of bread, a small 
jannack or loaf made of 
oatmeal 
Boord, a hoard 
Boortree, the shrub elder, 
planted mutli of old in 
hedges of burn-yards, &c 
Boost behooved, must needs 
Bore, a hole in the wall 
Botch, blotch, an angry tu- 
mor 

Bouk, body, a person 
Bousing, drinking, quaffing 
Bow-kail, cabbage 
Bow-hough 'd, applied to the 
lower part of the thighs, 
when crooked orbentout- 
wards 

Brackens, fei n. 

Bra/‘, a declivity, a preci- 
pice, the slope of a lull 


Braid, broad, plain. 
Bragin’t, reeled .orward. 
Braik, a kind of harrow, U 
instrument used in hui- 
bandry 

Bramge, to run rashly for- 
ward [vent 

Brak, broke, made msol- 
Branks, a kind of wooden 
curb lor horses. 

Brash, a sudden illness. 
Brats, coarse clothes, rags, 

&L 

Brattle, a short race, hnny, 
fury 

Braw, fine, handsome. 
Brawlyt, or Brawlie, very 
well, finely, heartily, 
Braxie, a morbid sheep. 
Breastie, dimin of breast 
Breastit, did spring up or 
forward 
Breckan, fern 
Brecf, an invulnerable or 
irresistible spell. 

Breeks, breeches 
Brent, smooth. 

Brewin, brewing. 

Brie, juice, liquid 
Brig, a bridge 
Brunstane, brimstone. 
Brisket, the breast, the bo- 
som 

Bntlier, a brotbev 
Brook, a badger 
Brogue, a hum, a tnck. 
Broo, broth, liqmd, water. 
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Brose, a kind of pottage, 
made by pouring boiling 
water or broth on oatmeal, 
which 18 stirred while the 
water is poured , a race at 
country weddings, who 
shall first reach the bride- 
groom’s house, on return- 
ing fromehurch, so called, 
perhaps, from brose being 
allotted to the victor 
Brownie, a spirit, supposed, 
till lately, to haunt old 
houses, particularly those 
attached to farms, and 
sometimes to do the 
drudgery of the servants 
during the night 
Brugh, a burgh 
Bruilzic, a broil, a combus- 
tion, I 

Brunt, did burn, burnt. 
Brust, to burst, burst 
Buchan-bullers, the boiling 
of tlieseaamongtlicrocks 
on the coast of Buchan 
Bttcksm, an inhabitant of 
Virginia 
Bught, a pen 

Bughtui-time, the time of 
collecting the sheep m 
the pens to be milked 
Buirdly, stout made, broad 
made 

Bum-clock, a humming bee- 
tle that flies in the sum- 
mer evenings 


I Bumming, humming, ai 
bees 

Bummle, to blunder ; a dolt, 
a stupid person. 
Buraniler, a blunderer 
Bunker, a window-seat. 
Burdies, dimm of birds. 
Bure, did bear 
Burn, water, a nvulet. 
Burnie, dimin of bum. 
Buskie, bushy. 

Buskit, dressed finely, deco 
rated 

Busks, dresses 
Biislc, a bustle , to bustle. 
Buss, shelter 
But, Bot, with, without. 
But an’ ben, the country 
kitclicn and parlor. 

By liimscl’, lunatic, du 
traded 

Byko, a bee-hive, a crowd. 
Byre, a cow-house. 

C 

Ca’, to call, to name, to 
drive 

Ca’t, or Ca’d, called, driven) 
calved 

Cadger, a carrier 
Cadie, or Caddie, a person, 
a young fellow. 

Caff, chaff 
Caird, a tinker 
Caim, a loose heap of 
stones 
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Calf'Ward, a imall enclot- 
nre for calres. 

Callan, a boy. 

Caller, fresh, sound, re- 
freshing 

Came, or Cannie, gentle, 
mild, dexterous. 

Cannilie, dexterously, gen- 
tly 

Cantie, or Canty, cheerfiil, 
merry 

Cantrip, a charm, a spell 
Caprin, capering, skipping 
merrily 

Cap-stane, cope-stone, key- 
stone 

Careerin, cheerfully 
Carl, an old man 
Carl-hemp, the largest stilk 
of hemp, firnmesB of mind 
Carlin, a stout old woman. 
Cartes, cards 
Caudron, a caldron 
Cauk and keel, chalk and 
red clay 
Cauld, Cold 

Caup, a wooden drinking- 
vessel 

Cane, a coop or pen for 
poultry 
Cawd, driven 
Cesses, taxes 

Chanter, a part of a bagpipe 
Chap, a person, a fellow, a 
blow 

Chaup, a stroke, a blow 
Cheekit, cheeked. 


Cheep, a chirp ; to chirp. 
Chiel, or Cbeel, a young 
fellow. 

Chimla, or Chimlie, a fire- 
grate, a fireplace 
Chimla-lug, the fireside. 
Cluttering, shivering, trem- 
bhng 

Chockin, choking 
Chow, to chew ; Cheek-for- 
chow, side-by-side. 
Chuffle, fat-faced 
Clachan, a small village 
about a church, a ham- 
let 

Claise, or Claes, clothes. 
Claith, Cloth 
Claithing, clothing 
Claivcrs, nonsense ; not 
speaking sense. 

Chip, clapper of a null. 
Clarkit, wrote 
Clash, an idle tale, the story 
of the day 

Clatter, to tell little idle sto- 
nes , an idle story. 
Claught, snatched at, laid 
hold of 

Claut, to clean, to scrape, 
a heap, a great quantity, 
abundance 
Clauted, scraped 
Claver, clover 
Clavcrs, idle stories. 

Claw, to scratch 
Claw’d, scratched 
Claymore, a BWord,a weapon 
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nsed either In cutting or 
thrusting 
Cleed, to clothe 
(ileeds, clothes 
Oleek, to lay hold of after 
the manner of a hook, to 
seue at all events 
Cleekjt, having caught 
Clinkin, jerking, clinking 
ClinkumbcU, he who rings 
the church-bell 
Clips, shears 

Clishmaclaver, idle conver- 
sation 

Clock, to hatch , a beetle 
Clockin, hatching 
Cloot, the hoof of a cow, 
sheep, &c 

Clootie, an old name for the 
Devil 

Clour, s bump, or swelling, 
after a blow 

Clout, to beat, to strike, a 
blow, a cuff 
Cluds, clouds 

Clunk, to guggle in the 
manner of a bottle when 
It 13 emptying 
Coaxin, wheedling, flattery 
Coble, a Ashing boat 
Cockernony, a lock of hair 
tied upon a girl’s head, a 
cap 

Cockle, diniin of cock 
Coft, bought 
Cog, a wooden dish 
Coggie, dimin. of cog. 


Coda, from Kyle, a district 
of Ayrshire, so called 
from Coil, or Codas, a 
Pictish monarch 
Collie, a general, and some- 
times a particular name 
for country curs. 
Colliesliangie, quarrelhng. 
Commaun, command 
Good, the cud 
Coof, a blockhead, a ninny. 
Cookit, apjieared and dis- 
appeared by fits 
Cooser, a horse kept for 
mares 

Coost, did cast 
Coot, the ankle, or foot. 
Cootie, a wooden kitchen 
dish, fowls whose legs 
are clad with feathers are 
said to be cooiie 
Corbies, a species of the 
crow. 

Core, corps, party, clan 
Corn’t, fed with oats. 

Cotter, the inhabitant of a 
cot-house or cottage. 
Couthic, kind, loving 
Cove, a cave 

Cowe, to terrify, to keep 
under, to lop , a fright, a 
branch of furze, broom, 
Ac 

Cowp, to barter, to tumble 
over , a gang 
Cowpit, tumbled 
Cosrrin, cowering, stooping 
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Cowt, 8 colt, a yoong hom 
Cozie, enug 
Coziely, snugly. 

Crabbit, crabbed, fretful, 
sour 

Crack, to converse, con- 
versation 

Crackin, conversing 
Craft, or Croft, in old hus- 
bandry, a field near a 
house 

Craigie, dimin of crag, the 
throat, the neck 
Craiks, birds, incessant calls 
or ones 

Crarnbo-clink, or Crambo- 
jingle, rhymes, doggerel 
verses 

Crank, the noise of an un- 
greased wheel 
Crankous, fretful, captious 
Cranreuch, the hoar-frost 
Crap, or Crop, the produce 
of land , to crop 
Craw, a i row of a cock , a 
rook 

Creel, a kind of osier bas- 
ket To hiiv e one s wits in 
a creel, to be crazed, to 
bw fascinated 
Creeshie, greasj 
Cronie, oi t'rony, an inti- 
mate aciiuamtance 
Crood, or Croud, to coo, as 
a dove 

Crooks, old ewes that have 
given over bearing. 


Croon, a hollow, continued 
moan, to make a noisa 
like the continued roar 
of a bull , to hum a tune 
Crooning, humming 
Crouchie, crook-backed 
Crouse, cheerful, cour- 
ageous 

Crousely, cheerfully, cour- 
ageously 

Crowdie, a composition of 
oat-meal and boiled wa- 
ter, sometimes from the 
broth of beef, mutton, &c 
Crowdic-time, breakfast- 
time 

Crowhn, crawling, creeping 
Cruuimuck, a cow with 
crooked horns 
Crump, hard and brittle ; — 
spoken of bread. 

Crunt, a blow on the head 
with a cudgel 

Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny. 
Cummock, a short staff with 
a crooked he .id 
Curcliie, a courtesy 
Curler, a pkiycr at a game 
on the ice, practised in 
Scotland, called curling. 
Curlie, curled , one whose 
hair falls naturally in 
ringlets. [on the ice. 
Curling, a well-known gams 
Curmurring, murmurmg , i 
slight mniblmg noise. 
Curpin, the crupper. 
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Culuit, the doTe, or irood- 
pigeon. 

Cutty, short, a spoon bro- 
ken in the middle ; a 
light woman 

Cutty-stool, a stool on which 
culprits sit when making 
public satisfaction in the 
kirk, for having commit- 
ted fornication 

D 

Daddie, a father 
Daezt, stupefied, deprived 
of vigor or sensibility 
Daffln, merriment, foolish- 
ness 

Daft, merry , giddy, foolish 
Daimen, rare, now and then 
Daimen-icker, an ear of 
corn now and then 
Dainty, pleasant, good-hu- 
mored, agreeable 
Dales, plains, valleys 
Danton, to intimidate, to 
subdue 

Dam, unne, piddle 
Darklins, darkling, being in 
the dark, void of light 
Daud, to thrash, to abuse 
Daur, to dare, to defy 
Daurt, dared, defied 
Daurg, or Daurk, a day’s 
labor 

Davoc, David 

Dawd, a large piece. 


Dawtit, or Dautet, fondled, 
caressed. 

Deanes, dinun of dears. 
Dearthfu’, dear 
Deave, deafen 
Deil-ma-care, no matter fbl 
all that 

Deloerit, delirious. 
Descrive, to describe 
Devle, a stunning blow 
Diddle, to shake, to jog. 
Diglit, to wipe, to clean 
corn from ebafif, cleaned 
from chalf 
Dights, clean 
Din, sallow. 

Ding, to worst, to push. 
Dinna, do not 
Dirl, a slight tremulous 
stroke or pain 
Dizzen, or Diz’n, a dozen 
Doited, stupefied, liebetated. 
Doit, stupefied, crazed, a 
Btuxud fellow 
Donsie, unlucky 
Dool, sorrow , to sing dool 
to lament, to mourn 
Does, doves 

Dorty, saucy, nice, rliscon 
tented 

Douce, or Douse, sober 
wise, prudent 
Doucely.soberly, prudently 
Dought, was or were able 
Doup skelper, oi.e win 
strikes the tail 
Doup, the backside. 
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Dour, sullen, obstinate. 
Doure, stout, durable , sul- 
len, stubborn - 
Douser, more prudent. 
Dow, am or are able, can 
Dowff, pithless, wanting 
spirit 

Dowic, worn with grief, fa- 
tigue, &c , half asleep 
Downa, am or are not able, 
cannot 
Doylt, stupid 
Drap, a drop , to drop 
Dropping, dropping 
Drauntiiig drawling 
Dreep, to oore, to drop 
Dreigli, tedious, long about 

It 

Drihble, drizzling, slaver 
Driddle, to be diligent in- 
significantly 
Drift, a drove 
Droddum, the beech 
Drone, part of a bagpipe 
Drop-ruiiipl't, that droops 
at the crupper 
Droukit, drenched, wet 
Drouth, thirst, drought 
Drucken, drunken 
Diumly, muddy, thick, ob- 
scure 

Drummock, meal and wa- 
ter niixi d raw 
Drunt, pet, sour humor 
Dub, a small pond 
Duds, rags, clothes 
Puddle, ragged. 


Dung, worsted, pnshedi 
driven, exhausted. 
Dunted, beaten, boxed. 
Dush, to push, as a ram, be. 
Dnsht, pushed by a ram, ox, 
&c 

£ 

E’e, the eye 
Ecn, the eyes 

E’enin’, evemng, the close 
of the day 

Eerie, frighted, dreading 
spirits 

Eild, old age 
Elbuek, the elbow 
Eldritch, ghastly, frightful 
£u’, end 

Enbrugh, Edinburgh 
Eneugh, enough 
E'pecial, especially 
Ettle, to try, to attempt, to 
endeavor 

Eydent, diligent, mdustn- 
ous 

F 

Fa’, fall, lot , to fall 
F.i’ 8, dues fall , waterfalls. 
Faddoni't, fathomed 
Fae, a foe, an enemy 
Facm, foam 

Foiket, unknown, nnenv 
ployed 

i f ainn,apre8entatfair-tiiii* 
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Fallow, fellow 
Fand, did find 
Farl, a cake of bread 
Fash, trouble, care; to 
trouble, to care for 
FashioUB, troublesome 
Fasht, troubled 
Fastern E’en, Fasteens 
Eren 

Fauld, a fold , to fold 
Fauldinp, folding 
F.iut, fault 

Fawsout, decent, seemly 
Feal, a fit Id, smooth 
Fevrfu’, fiightful 
Fear’t, frighted 
Feat, neat, spruce 
Fccht to fight, a struggle, 
of wh itever kind 
Fechuu, or Fetclun, fight- 
ing 

Feik, nianj, plenty 
Fttket, -waistcoat 
Feckfu’, large, brawny, stout 
Feckless, puny, weak, silly, 
tnfling 

Ftckly, weakly 
Feg, a fig 

Feide, feud, enmity 
Fell, keen, biting , the flesh 
immediately under the 
skin, afield pretty level 
on the Bide or top of a lull 
Fen, successful struggle, 
fight 

Fend, to live comfortably 
Verlie, or Ferly, to wonder. 


a wonder (A term of 

contempt ) 

Fetch, to pull by fits 
Fetch’t, pulled mtermittent- 
Fey, foe [ly 

Fidgc, to fidget 
Ficl, soft, smooth 
Fient, fiend, a petty oath 
Fier, sound, healthy, a 
brother, a friend 
Fisle, to make a rustling 
noise, to fidget , a bustle 
Fit, a foot 

Fizr,t() make a hissing noise, 
like fermentation 
Flainen, flannel 
I'lcecli, to supplicate, or en- 
treat, in a flattering man- 
ne‘r 

Fleech’d, supplicated 
Heeeliin, supplicating 
Flecsh, a fleece 
Flog, a kick, a random blow, 
Flether, to decoy by fair 
words 

Fletherin, flattering 
Flewit, a smart blow 
t.ey, to scare, to frighten 
Fliclitcr, to Hotter, as young 
nestlings when their dan 
appro.achc s 

Flinders, shreds, broken 
pieces 

Flingin-tree, a piece of tim- 
ber hung by way of par- 
tition between twohorsej 
in a stable ; a fisal. 
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flilk, ta fret at the yoke. 
Fbakit, fretted 
FUtter, to Tibrate, like the 
wiDg> of (mail birds 
Fhttenog, fluttenog, Tibrat- 
ing. 

Flunkie, a gervant in livery 
Foord. a ford 

Forbears, forefathers, an- 
cestors. 

Forbye, besides 
Forfain, distressed, worn 
out, jaded 

Forfoughten, fatigued 
Forgather, to meet, to en- 
counter with 

Forge, to forgive [tigue 
Forjesket, jaded with fa- 
Fomt, forward. 

Fother, fodder 
Fou, full, drunk 
Foughten, troubled, har- 
assed. 

Fouth, plenty, enough, more I 
than enough 

Fow, a bushel, &c , also a 
pitchfork. 

Frae, from 
Freath, froth 
Frien', friend 
Fu’, full 

Fud, the scut or tail of the 
hare, coney, &c. 

Fuff, to blow intermittently. 
Fuff’t, did blow 
Fiinnie, ftiU of merriment. 
Fnr, a furrow. 


Furm, a form, bench. 
Fyke, trifling cares , to pid- 
dle , to be in a fliss about 
trifles, to agitate. 

Fyle, to soil, to dirty, ta 
pollute. 

Fyl’t, soiled, dirtied, pol- 
luted. 

O 

Gab, the mouth , to speak 
boldly or pertly. 
Gaberlunzie, an old man. 
Gadsman, a ploughboy, the 
boy that drives the horses 
in the plough 
Gae, to go 
Gaed, went 
Gaen, or Gane, gone 
Gaet, or Gate, way, man- 
ner, road 

Gang, to go, to walk. 
Gangrel, strolling, wander- 
mg, roving 

Gar, to make, to force. 
Gar’t, forced 
Garten, a garter 
Gash, wise, sagacious ; talk- 
ative, to converse. 
Gasbin, conversmg 
Gaucy, jolly; large 
Gaun, going 

Gawky, half-witted, foolish, 
romping 

Gear, riches, goods of aqy 
kind. 
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Oeck, to toll the head in 
wantonness or scom. 
Qed, a pike. 

Oentles, great folks 
Geordie, a guinea. 

(ret, a child, a young one 
Uhaist, a ghost 
Gie, to give. 

Gied, gave. 

Gien, given 
Giflie, dimin. of gift 
Giglets, playful girls. 

Gilbe, dimm. of gill 
Gilpey, a half-crown , ahalf- 
informed boy or girl, a 
romping lad , a I olden 
Gimmer, an ewe from one 
to two years old. 

Gin, if, against 
Gipsy, a young girl. 

Girdle, a round plate of 
iron for toasting cakes 
over the fire 

Girn, to gnu, to twist the 
features in rage, agony, 

&c 

Oinung, gnnnmg. 

Gizz, a periwig 
Glaikit, inattentive, foolish 
Glaive, a sword 
Glaizie, glittering, smooth, 
like glass 

Glaum’d, a.incd, snatched 
Gleg, sharp, ready. 

Gleib, glebe 
Glen, dale, deep valley. 

Gley, a squmt , to sqaml 


Ghb-gabbet, that speaks 
smoothly and readily. 
Glint, to peep 
Glinted, peeped 
Glintin, peeping 
Gloamin, the twilight 
Glowi, to stare, to look, a 
stare, a look 
Glowr'd, looked, stared 
Glowran, staring 
Goavan, looking or starmg 
awkwardly 

Gowan, the flower of the 
daisy, dandelion, hawk- 
weed, &c 

I Gowany , Gowany Glens, 
daisied dales 
Gowd, gold 

Gowff, the name of golf, to 
strike, as the bat does the 
ball at golf 
Gowff'd, struck 
Gowk, a cuckoo. (A term 
of contempt ) 

Gowl, to howl 
Gowlmg, howling 
Graff, a grave 
Grom, or Grane, a groan, 
to groan f 

Grain’d and Graunted, 
groaned and grunted. 
Graining, groaning 
Graip, a pronged instrumen 
for cleansing stables 
Graith, accoutrements, fur 
niture, dress. 

Granme, a grandmother 
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Qrape, to grope. 

Grapit, groped 
Grat, wept, shed tears 
Great, intimate, familiar 
Gree, to agree To bear 
the gret, to he decidedly 
Tictor. 

Gree’t, agreed 
Greet, to shed tears, to 
weep 

Grettin, crying, weeping 
Gnppet, caught, seized 
Groat To wet the whistle 
of one’s groat, to play a 
losing game 

Grousome, loathsome,grim 
Grozt t, a gooseberry 
Grunipli, a grunt , to grunt 
Gnimpliie, a sow 
Grun’, ground 
Grunstane, n grindstone 
Gruntle, the phiz, a grunt- 
ing noise 

Grunzie, the mouth 
Grusliic, thick, of thriving 
growth. 

Gude, the Supreme Being, 
good. 

Quid, good 

Guid-morning, good morn- 

Guid-e’en, good evening 
Guidman and Guidwifc, the 
master and unstress of the 
house. Young pwidman, 
a man newly married 
Guidfather, a fatlier-in-law 


Guidmother, a mother-in. 
law. 

Gully, or Gullie, a large 
knife 

Gumlie, muddy, turbid 
Gumption, understanding, 
judgment 
Gusty, tasteful 

H 

Ua’, hall 

il.v’-Bible, the great Bible 
that lies m the hall 
Ilae, to have 
llaen, had 

Hact Ficnt haet, a petty 
oatli of negation, nothing 
Haflet, the temple, the side 
of the head 

llaffiins, nearly half, partly. 
Ilag, a scar or gulf in mosses 
or moors , an ugly old 
woman 

Haggis, a kind of pudding 
boiled in the stomach of 
a cow or sheep 
Ham, to spare, to save 
Hain’d, spared 
Hairst, harvest 
Haith, a petty oath 
Haivers, nonsense , speak- 
ing without thought 
Hal’, or Ilald, an abiding- 
place 

Hale, whole, tight, healthy. 
Haly, holy. 



OLOBBAST. 


767 


HUlan, a particular parti- 
tion wall in a cottage , or, 
more properly, a seat of 
turf at the outside 
Hallowmas, Hallow-eye, the 
Slst of October 
Hamc, home 
Uaruely, homely, affable 
Hameward, homeward 
Han’, or Haun’, hand 
Hap, an outer garment, 
mantle, plaid, &c , to 
wrap, to cover, to hap 
Happer, a hopper 
Happing, hopping 
Hap - step - an’ - loup, hop- 
skip-and-lcap 
Harkit, hearkened 
Harn, very coarse Imen 
Hash, a fellow that neither 
knows how to dress nor 
act with propriety 
Hastit, hastened 
Baud, to hold 
Haughs, low-lying nch 
lands, valleys. 

Haurl, to drag, to peel 
Haurlin, peeling 
Haverel, a half-witted per- 
son, one who talks fool- 
ishly 

Harms, good manners, de- 
corum, good sepse 
Hawkie, a cow, properly 
one with a white face 
Healsome, healthffil, whole- 
some 


Heapit, heaped. 

Hearse, hoarse. 

Hear’t, hear it. 

Heartie, dimm of heart. 
Heather, heath 
Hech! ohl strange! 

Hecht, promised , to foretell 
something that is to be 
got or given , foretold , the 
thing foretold , offered 
Heckle, a board m which 
are fixed a number ol 
sharp pins, used m dress- 
ing hemp, flax, &c 
Heeze, to elevate, to raise 
Helim, the rudder or helm. 
Herd, to tend flocks, one 
who tends flocks 
Herrin, a herring 
Ilerry, to plunder, most 
properly , to plunderbirds’ 
nests 

Ilerry ment, plundermg, de- 
vastation 

Hersel', herself, also a herd 
of cattle of any sort 
Het, hot 

Heugh, a crag, a coal-pit. 
Hide and Hair, the carcass 
and hide , the whole 
Hilcli, to hobble, to halt 
Hilchin, halting 
Hiltie-skiltie, in rapid •oo- 
cession 

Himsel’, himself. 

Hiney, honey. 

Bmg, hang. 
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Hirple, to walk ctaiily, to 

CTfccp. 

Hirphn, walking crazily. 
Hirael, so many cattle as 
one person can attend 
Histie, dry, chapt, barren 
Hitch, a loop, a knot 
Hizzic, huzzie,ayoung girl 
Hoddin the motion of a 
sage countryman riding 
on a cart-horse , humble 
Hog-score, a kind of dis- 
tance line, in curhng, 
drawn across the rink 
Hog-shouther, a kind of 
horse-play, by justling 
with the shoulder, to 
justle 

Bool, outer skin or case ; a 
nut-shell, peas-cod 
Hoohe, slowly, leisurely 
Iloohe ' take leisure I stop I 
Hooid, a hoard , to hoard, 
Hoordit, hoarded 
Horn, a spoon made of 
horn 

Horme, one of the many 
names of the Devil 
Host, or hoast, to cough 
Hostin, coughmg 
Hosts, coughs 
Hotcli'd, turned topsy-tur- 
vy, blended, mixed 
Honghmagandie, fomica- 
Hoop, nope [tion. 

Bousie, dimm of house. 
Hove, to heave, to swell. I 


Hov’d, heaved, swelled. 
Howdie, a midwife. 

Howe, hollow , a hollow oi 
dell 

Howe-backit, sunk in thr 
back , spoken of a horse, 
&c 

Howff, a landlady , a house 
of resort 
Howk, to dig. 

Howkit, digged 
Howkm, digging. 

Ilowlet, or Houlet, an owl 
Hoy, to urge 
Iloy’t, urged 
Hoyse, a pull upwards. 
Hoyte, to amble crazily. 
Hughoc, dimin of Hugh. 
Hunkers, the ham, the hind- 
er part of the thigh. 
Hurcheon, a hedgehog. (A 
term of sUght anger ) 
Hurdles, the loins, the crup- 
per 

Hushion, a cushion , stock- 
ings without feet. 

I. 

r, in 

Icker, an ear of com. 
ler-oe, a great-grandchild. 
Ilk, or Ilka, each, every. 
Ill-willie, ill-natured, mali- 
cious, niggardly. 

Ingine, genius, ingenni^. 
Ingle, Are, fireplace. 
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Ither, other, one another. 


lit) 


I 


K. 


J 

Jad, jade , also, a familiar 
term among country folks 
for a giddy young girl. 
Jag, t} prick, to pierce. 
Jauk, to dally, to trifle. 
Jaukin, trifling, dallying 
Jauntie, dimin of jaunt 
Jaup, a jerk of water; to 
jerk, as agitated water. 
Jaw, coarse railleiy; to 
pour out, to shut, to jerk, 
as water 

Jillit, a Jilt, a giddy girl. 
Jimp, to jump, slender in 
the waist, handsome 
Jink, to dodge, to turn a 
corner, a sudden turning 
a corner. 

Jinker,one who turnsquick- 
ly j » gayi sprightly girl , 
linking, dodging, [a wag 
Jirk, a jerk. j 

Jo, or Joe, a sweetheart, a 
farorite 

Jocteleg, a kind of knife. 
Jcuk, to stoop, to bow the 
head 

Jow. To J01P, a verb which 
includes both Ae swing- 
ing motion and pealing 
sound of a large bell. 
Jundie, tojustle. 


Kae, a daw 

Elail, colewort, a kind of 
broth 

Kail-runt, the stem of cole- 
wort 

Kam, fowls, &c., paid as 
rent by a farmer 
Kaiugh, carking anxiety. 
Kebars, rafters 
Eebbuck, a cheese. 

Keek, a peep , to peep. 
Kelpies, a sort of mischier- 
ous spirits, said to haunt 
fords and ferries at mght, 
especially m storms 
Ken, to know 
Ken’d, or Kent, knew 
I Kenmn, a small matter. 
Kenspeckle, well known. 
Ket, matted, hairy , a fleece 
of wool 

Kilt, to truss up the clothes. 
Kimmer, a young girl, a 
gossip 

Km, kindred 
Km’, kmd 

King’s-hood, a certam part 
of the entrails of an ox, 
Kmtra, country. [4c. 
Kmtra-cooze, a oounferj 
stallion 

Kim, the harvest supper, a 
chum ; to chum. 

Kirsen, to chiuten, or ba^ 
(lae. 
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East, a chest , a shop counter 
IKitchen, any thing that is 
eaten with bread, to serve 
for soup, gravy, 4c 
Kith, kindred 

Kittle, to tickle, ticklish, 
likely 

Kittlm, a young cat 
Kiuttle, to cuddle 
Kiuttlin, cuddling 
Enaggic, like nags or points 
of rocks 

Enappin-bammer, a hammer 
for breaking stones 
Knowe, a small round ini- 
look 

Knurl, a dwarf 
Kye, cows 

Kyle, a district of Ayrshire 
Kyte, the belly 
Kythe, to discover, to show 
one’s selt 

L 

Laddie, dimin of lad 
Laggen, the angle between 
the Bide and bottom of a 
wooden dish 
Laigh, low 

Lairing, wading and sinking 
in snow, mud, &c. 

Laith, loath 

Laitbfh’, bashihl, sheepish, 
modest. 

Lalland, a native of the low- 
lands of Scotlaod 


Lallans, Scottish dialect 
Lambie, dimm of lamb 
Lampit, a kind of shell-fish 
Lan’, land, estate 
Lane, lone My lane, thy 
lane, &c 
Lanely, lonely. 

Lang, long To tlunk lang, 
to long, to weary 
Lap, did leap 

Lave, the rest, the remain- 
der, the others 
Laverock, the lark 
Lawin,shot, reckonmg,bill 
Lawlan’, Lowl.ind 
Lea, pasture, ground un- 
ploughed 
Lea’e, to leave 
Leal, loyal, true, faitliful 
Lea-rig, grassy rulge 
Lear, (pronounced lore,) 
learning 

Lee-lang, live-long 
Lecsome, pleasant 
Leeze me, a plirase of con- 
gratulatory endearment 
I am happy m thee, or 
proud ol tliee 
Leister, a three - pronged 
dart for striking fish 
Leugh, did laugh. 

Leuk, a look , to look. 
Libbet, gelded 
Lie'n, lying 
Lift, sky 

Lightly, sneeringly ■ t 
sneer at 
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Lilt, • ballad, a tune, to 
smg 

Lammer, a kept miitress, a 
strumpet 

Limp’t, limped, hobbled 
Link, to trip along. 

Linkin, tripping 
Linn, a traterfall , a preci- 
pice 

Lint, flax Lint i’ the bell, 
flax m flower 
Lmtwhite, a linnet 
Lippen’d, trusted, put con- 
fldence in 

Loan, or Loanin, the place 
of nulking 

Loof, the palm of the band 
Loot, did let 
Looves, plural of loof 
Loun, a fellow, a r.-igamuffln , 
a woman of eas^ virtue 
Loup, jump, leap 
Lowe, a flame 
Lowin, flaming 
Lowrie, abbreviation of 
Lawrence 
Lowse, to loose 
Lows’d, loosed 
Lug, the ear , a handle 
Luggie, a small wooden dish 
with a handle 
Lum, the chimney 
Lunch, a large piece of 
cneese, flesh, &c 
Lunt, a column of smoke, 
to smoke 
Luntin, smoking 


Lyart, of a mixed eoloi, 
gray. 

M. 

Mae, more. 

Mair, more 
Maist, most, almost, 
Maistly, mostly 
Mak, to make 
Makin, making 
Mailcn, a farm 
Malhe, Molly 
’Mang, among 
Manse, the parsonage house 
where the minister bves 
Manteele, a mantle 
Mark, or Mcrk, an ancient 
Scottish silver torn, in 
value thirteen pence and 
one-tliird of a penny ster- 
ling 

Mark, marks (This and 
sev eral other noun8,whicb 
in English require an s to 
form the plural, are, in 
Scotch, like the words 
sheep, deer, the same in 
both numbers ) 

Mar’s year, the year 1716 
Maslilum, or Meslm, mixed 
corn 

Mask, to mash, as malt,&c. ; 
to infuse. 

Maskin-pat, a tea-pot 
Maukm, a hare. 

Maun, must. 
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UaTiSi the thnuh. 

Maw, to mow. 

Mawin, mowing. 

Meere, a mare. 

Meickle, nr Meikle, much 
Melancholioua, mournful 
Meider, corn, or gram of 
any kind, sent to the mill 
to be ground. 

Mell, to meddle; also, a 
mallet for pounding bar- 
ley in a stone trough 
Melvie, to soil with meal 
Men’, to amend, to reform, 
to change from worse to 
better. 

Mense, good manners, de- 
corum 

Menseless, ill-bred, rude, 
impudent 

Messm, a amall dog 
Midden, a dung-hill. 
Middeii-crecls, baskets for 
holding dung 

Midden-hole, a gutter at the 
bottom of a dung-hill 
Hid, prim, affectedly meek 
Min', mind, remembrance 
Mnidt, nund ’t, resolved, 
intending. 

Minnie, mother, dam 
Mirk, dark 
Mirkest, darkest 
Misca’, to abuse, to call 
Misca’d, abused [names. 
Mislear'd, mischievous, un- 
mannerly. 


Misteuk, mistot^ 

Blither, a mother. 

Mixtie-maxtie, conftisedly 
mixed 

Moil, labor 

Moistify, to moisten 

Home, or Mony, many. 

Moop, to mbble, as as heep. 

Moorlan’, of or belonging 
to moors 

Morn, the next day, to-mor- 
row. 

Mottle, full of motes or 
small particles of matter. 

Mou, the mouth. 

Moudiewort, a mole. 

Mousie, dimm of mouse. 

Muckle, or Mickle, great, 
big, much 

Musie, dimm of muse. 

Muslui-kail,bToth computed 
simply of water, shelled 
barley, and greens. 

Mutchkm, an English pint 

Mysel’, myself. 

N. 

Na, no, not, nor. 

Nae, no, not any. 

Naething, or Naithing, 
nothing. 

Naig, a horse. 

Nane, none. 

Nappy, ale ; to be tipsy. 

Natch, to lay bold of Tbs 
lently. 



GLOMAXT. 


763 


Neebor, a neighbor. 

Kegleckit, neglected. 

Neuk, nook 

Niest, next in order, or next 
in time. 

Niere, the fist. 

NieveAi', a handftil, a amall 
quantity. 

Niefier, an exchange; to 
exchange, to barter 

Niger, a negro. 

Nine-tailed-cat, abangman’i 
whip. 

Kit, a nut. 

Norland, of or belonging to 
the north. 

Notic’t, noticed, obeerved. 

Nowte, black cattle. 

O 

O’, of. 

Ochils, name of monntains. 

O haith I O faith I an oath. 

Ome, or Ony, any. 

Or u often used for ere, be- 
fore 

Orra,Buperfluoiu, unwanted 

O’t, of It 

OnghtUni, m the leact de- 
gree. 

Onrie, •biveimg, drooping 

Ouraer, or Ouraela, our- 
aelvea 

Outlera, cattle not housed 

Owre, over, too. 

Owre hip, away of fetching 


a blow with a hammat 
oter the arm. 

P 

Pack, intimate, femlliar* 
twelve atone of wool. 

Paidcl, to paddle, to play h 
water. 

Painch, the paunch. 

Paitnck, a partridge. 

Pang, to cram. 

Parle, speech 

Parritch, oat-meal pnddmg, 
a well-known Scotch dish. 

Pat, did put, a pot 

Pattle, or Pettle, a plongh- 
ataff. 

Faughty, proud, haughty. 

Pawky, or Fawkie,caniiing, 

sly 

Pay’t, paid, beat. 

Peek, to fetch the breath 
short, as in an asthma. 

Fechan, the crop, the sto- 
mach. 

Feehn, peeling 

Pet, a domesticated sheep ; 
a great favorite. 

Fettle, to caensh ; a plough, 
staff ^ 

Philabega, abort petticoau, 
worn by Highlandmen 

Phraise, fair speechea, flat 
teiy; to flatter, to when 
die. 

Phraisln, flattosw 
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Pibroch, a Highland war- 
song, adapted to the bag- 
pipe. 

Pickle, a small quantity 
Pine, pain, uneasiness 
Pit, to put 

Placard, a public proclama- 
tion 

Plack, an old Scotch coin, 
the third part of a Scotch 
penny, twelve of which 
make an English penny 
Plackless, penniless, with- 
out money. 

Plaid, an outer loose gar- 
ment 

Plane, dimin of plate 
Pleugh, or Plcw, a plough 
Pliskie, a trick, a mischief 
Pock, a bag, a small sack 
Poind, to 60176 on cattle, or 
take the goods, as the laws 
of Scotland allow, for rent 
Poortith, poverty, indigence 
Pou, to pull 
Pouch, a pocket 
Pouclue, dimin of pouch 
Pouk, to pluck 
Pouse, to push, to penetrate 
Poussie, a hare , a cat 
Pout, a poult, a cluck 
Pou t, did ]iu]l. 

Poutlier, or Powther, pow- 
der 

Poutliery, like powder 
Pow, the head, the skull. 
Powme, a little horse. 


Preen, a pm, a pomted short 
piece of wire. 

Prent, print. 

Frie, to taste. 

Pric’d, tasted 
Pnef, proof 

Prig, to cheapen, to dispute. 
Priggin, cheapening 
Prirasie, demure, precise. 
Propone, to lay down, to 
projiose 

Provost, the first magistrate 
of a royal borough, an- 
swering to Lord Mayor in 
England 

Provoses, plural of Provost 
Fund, pound, pounds 
Pyle A pyle o’ caif, a sin- 
gle gram of chaff 

Q 

Qnak, to quake 
Quat, quit 

Quey, a cow from one ts 
two years old. 

R 

Ragweed, herb ragwort 
Raible, to rattle nonsense, 
to talk foolishly 
Rair, to roar. 

Raize, to madden, to in 
fiainc 

Ram-feezl’d, fatigued, oven 
I spread. 
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Ram-ttam, thoughtlees, for- 
ward. 

Randic, ttirbulant, irregu- 
lar, unsettled 

Rantie, merry, cheerful, 
jovial 

Raploth, properly, a coarse 
cloth, but used as an ad- 
jective for coarse 
Rarely, excellently, very 
well 

Rash, a rush 

Rash-buss, a bush of rushes 
Rdtan, a throb, a pulsation 
Ratton, a rat 

Raucle, rash, stout, fear- 
less 

Raught, reached 
Raw, a row 
Rav, to stretch 
Rax’d, etroti hed, levied 
Ream, cream, to cream 
Reamin, brimful , frotlung 
Reave, rovt 
Reck, to heed 
Rede, counsel, to counsel 
Red-wat-shod, walking m 
blood over the shoe-tops 
Red-wud, stark-riad 
Ree, half-drunk, fuddled 
Reek, smoke , to smoke 
Reekin, smoking 
Rcekit, smoked, smoky 
Remead, remedy, altcrna- 
tive 

Requite, requireil 
Rest, to stand resbre. 


Restit, stood rcebve , stunt- 
ed, withered 
Restrikcd, restricted 
Row, repent 
Rmf, or Reef, plenty 
Ricf-randies, sturdy beggars 
Rig, a rulge 
Rin, to run, to melt 
Rink, the course of the 
stones , a term in curling 
on the ice 
Rmmn, running 
Ripp, a handful of un- 
threshtd torn 

Riskit, made a noise like 
the tearing of roots 
Rockin, a term derived from 
those primitive times, 
when neighbors met al- 
ternately at one another’s 
houses to spend the even- 
ing, the h males, that 
the-} might enjoy the gos- 
sip, without the imputa- 
bon of idleness, brought 
their roiks, or distaffs, 
with them 

Rood, stands likewise for 
the plural roods 
Rood, a shred 
Roose, to praise, to com- 
mend, applause 
Roun, round, in the circle 
or neighborhood 
Roupet, hoarse, as with a 
cold 

Boutlue, plentiful 
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Elow, to loU, to wrap. 
Bowt, rolled, wrapped. 
Rowte, to low, to bellow. 
Bowth, or Routh, plenty 
Rowtin, lowing 
lioxet, roiin. 

Rung a cudgel. 

Runkled, wrinkled. 

Runt, the etem of colewort 
or cabbage. 

Ruth, a woman’s name , the 
book ao called , sorrow 

S. 

Sae, ao. 

Salt, soft 

Sair, to serve ; a sore 
Sairly, or Sairbe, sorely. 
Sair't, served 
Sark, a shirt. 

Barkit, provided in shirts 
Saugh, the willow. 

Saul, soul 
Saumont, salmon. 

Saunt, a samt. 

Sant, salt 
Saw, to sow 
Sawin, sowing. 

Sax, SIX. [mjury. 

Scaith, to damage, to iigure , 
Scar, to scare ; a scar. 
Scaud, to scald 
Scauld, to scold 
Scone, a kmd of bread. 
Bconner, a loathing , to 
loathe. 


Scratch, to scream, as a he^ 
partridge, tc 
Screed, to tear ; a rent. 
Scneve, to glide swiftly 
along [ly 

Scrievin, glcesomely, swiit- 
Scrimp, to scant. 

Scrimpet, did scant; scanty 
See’d, did see. 

Seuin, seizing. 

Sel’, self A body’s leF, 
one’s self alone. 

Sell’t, did sell 
Sen’, to send 

Sen’t, 1, he, or she sent, or 
did send , sent it. 
Servan’, servant 
6e88ion,an inferior spiritual 
court, of the kirk of Scot- 
land, consisting of an as- 
sembly of elders, who sit 
in judgment, and pro 
nounce sentence on Cbns- 
tian delinquents 
Settlin, settling To get a 
$etthn, to be lightened 
mto quietness. 

Sets Sett off, goes away. 
Shackl’d, distorted, de- 
formed 

Sbaird, a shred, a shard. 
Shangan, a stick cleft at one 
end, for putting the tail 
of a dog, &c , mto, by 
way of miscb’ef, or to 
frighten him away. 
Shave, a trick; any thing 
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done to cheat jocoaelj ot 
to dirert. 

ShaTer, a hnmoroua trag; a 
barber 

Sbarie, dimin of abare. 
Shaw, to shov, a amall 
wood in a hollow place. 
Shearer, a reaper, one em- 
ployed in cutting down 
com 

Sheen, bnght, ahimng 
Sheep-ahank To think 
one’s self nae theep-shank, 
to be conceited 
Sherra-mooT, Shenff-moor, 
the field where the fa- 
mous battle of that name 
was fought in the rebel- 
lion of 1716. 

Sheugh, a ditch, a trench, a 
Shiel, a shed. [slmce 
Shill, shrill. 

Shog, a shock ; a push off 
at one side 
Shool, a shoreL 
Bhoon, shoes. 

Shore, to offer, to give ; to 
threaten. 

Shor’d, offered 
Shouther, the shoulder. 

Sic, such 

Sicker, sure, steady. 
Sideline, sidelong, slanting. 
Siller, silver, money. 
Simmer, a summer. 

Signet, singed, scorched- 
despicable. 


Sin, a son. 

Sm’, smce. 

Sinny, sunny. 

Sinsyne, smce. 

Skaith See Scaith. 
Skellum, a worthless fellow 
Skelp, to strike, to slap, ta 
walk with a smart tnp- 
ping step, a smart stroke. 
I Skelpi-limmer, a technical 
term in female scolding 
Skelpin, stepping, walking; 
eager, warm 

Skiegh, or Skeigh, proud, 
nice, high-mettled 
Skinklin, a small portion. 
Skirl, to shriek, to cry 
shrilly 

Skirling, shrieking, crying. 
Skirl’t, shrieked 
Sklent, slant , to run aslant, 
to deviate from truth. 
Sklented, ran, or hit in an 
oblique direction. 
Skroigh, a scream, to 
scream 

Skyrm, shimug, making a 
great show. 

Skyte, force, violence. 
Slade, did slide 
Slae, a sloe. 

Slap, a gate, a breach in a 
fence 

Slaw, slow. 

Slee, sly 

Sleest, slyest 

Sleekit, sleek, sly, r-imung 
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Sliddery, slippery 
Slype, to fall over, as a wet 
furrow from the plough 
Slypet, fell 
Sma', small 

Smeddum, dust, powder, 
mettle, setiee 
Sd iddy, a smithy 
Smoor, to smother 
Smoor'd, smothered 
Smoutie, smutty, obscene, 
ugly 

Smytne, a numerous collec- 
tion of small individuals 
Shaking, the champing of a 
dog’s teeth when he aims 
at his prey 
Snapper, stumble 
Snash, abuse, Billingsgate 
Sn iw, snow , to snow 
Siiaw-broo, melted snow 
Snawie, srowie 
Snetk, latDli of a door 
Sned, to lop, to cut off 
Sneeshiii, snuff 
Sneeshin-mill, a snuff-box 
Snell, bitter, biting 
Sniek-drawing, thick con- 
tra mg 

Snick, the latchet of a 
door 

Snool, one whose spirit is 
broken with oppressive 
slavery , to submit tame- 
ly, to sne.ik , to oppress 
Snoove, to go smoothly and 
constantly , to sneak 


Snowk, to scent or snulF, is 

a dog, horse, &c 
Snowkit, scented, snuffed 
Sodger, a soldier 
Sonsie, having sweet engag 
ing looks, lucky, jolly 
Soom, to swim 
Sooth, truth, a petty oath. 
Sough, a sigh, a sound dy- 
ing on the ear 
Souplt, flexible, swift 
Souter, a shoemaker 
Sowens, a dish made of oat- 
meal, tlie seeds of oat- 
meal soured, &c , boiled 
up till they make an 
agreeable pudding 
Sowp, a spoonful , a small 
quantity of anything li 
quid 

Sowth, to try over a tune 
with a low wlustle 
Sowther, solder , to solder, 
to cement 

Spac, to prophesy, to divine 
Sjiairge, to dash , to soil, as 
with mire 
Spaul, a hmh 
Spavie, the spavn 
Spavict, having the spavin 
Spe.it, or Spite, a sv’eepmg 
torrent,aftt r rain or thaw 
Spool, to climb 
Spict, to spit, to thrnsi 
through 

Spence, the country parlor 
Spier, to ask, to inquire. 
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Spier’t, inqaired. 

Splatter, a splutter ; to 
splutter. 

8pleuchan,a tobacco-pouch. 
Splore, a ftolic, a noise, a 
not 

Sprattle, to scramble 
Spreckled, spotted, speck- 
led, clambered 
Spring, a quick air m music, 
a Scottish reel 
Sprit, a tough-rooted plant, 
somewhat like rushes 
Sprittle, full of spints 
Spunk, fire, mettle, wit. 
Spunkie, nettlesorne, fiery, 
will-o’-wtsp, or ignis fa- 
tuus 

Spurtle, a stick used in 
making oat-meal pud- 
ding or porridge, a nota- 
ble Scotch dish 
Squad, a crew, a party 
Squatter, to flutter in water, 
as a wild duck, &c 
Oquattle, to sprawl, to strug- 
gle 

Squeel, asLreani,aBcreccb, 
to scream 
Stacker, to stagger 
Stack, a rick of corn, hay, 
&c 

Staggie, dimin of stag 
Stalwart, strong, stout 
Stan’, to stand 
Stan’t, did stand 
Stane, a stone 


Stank, did stink , a psol of 
standmg water. 

Stap, stop 
Stark, stout 

Startle, to run, as cattle 
stung by the gad-fly. 
Staukm, stalking, walkmg 
with a stately step. 
Staumrel, a blockhead, 
half-witted 

Staw, did steal , to surfeit. 
Stech, to cram the belly 
Steclun, cramming. 

Steek, to shut , a stick 
Steer, to molest, to stir 
Steeve, firm, compacted. 
Stell, a still 

Sten, to rear, as a horse. 
Sten’t, reared 
Stents, tnbute, dues of any 
kind 

Stey, steep 
Steyest, steepest 
Stibble, stubble.' 
Stibble-rig, the reaper in 
harvest who takes the 
lead 

Stick-an’-stow, totally, al- 
together 

Stilt, a crutch , to halt, to 
limp 

Stimpart, the eighth part of 
a Winchester bushel 
Stirk, a cow or buUock a 
year old 

Stock, a plant or root of 
colewort, cabbage, 4o. 
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Btockm, stocking. Throw- 
ing the ttockxn , when the 
bnde and bridegroom are 
put into bed, and the can- 
dle out, the former throws 
a stocking at random a- 
mong the company, and 
the person whom it strikes 
IS the next that will be 
married 

8tooked,made up in shocks, 
as corn 

Stoor, sounding hollow, 
strong, and hoarse 
Stot, an ox 

Stoup, or Stowp, a kind of 
jug, or dish, with a han- 
dle. 

Stoure, dust, more particu- 
larly, dust in motion 
Stowlins, by stealth 
Stown, stolen 
Stoyte, to stumble 
Struck, did strike 
Strae, straw To die a fair 
ttrat death, to die in bed 
Straik, did strike 
Straikit, stroked 
8trappan,tall and handsome 
Straught, straight 
Streek, stretched, to stretch 
Striddle, to straddle 
Stroan, to spout, to piss 
8trunt, spirituous liquor of 
any kind , to walk sturdi- 
ly 

gtnddie, an anvil. 


Stumpie, dimin. of stump. 
Stuff, com, or pulse of any 
kind 

Sturt, troubled , to molest 
Sturtin, frighted. 

Sucker, sugar. 

Sud, should 

Sugh, the continued msh- 
ing noise of wind or wa- 
ter 

Suthron, southern; an old 
name for the English na 
tion 

Swaird, sward 
Swall’d, swelled 
Swankie, or Swanker, a 
tight strapping young fel- 
low or girl 

Swap, an exchange , to bar- 
ter 

Swarf, swoon 
Swat, did sweat 
Swatch, a sample. 

Swats, drink, good ale. 
Sweatiu, sweating 
Sweer, lazy, averse Dead- 
sweer, extremely averse. 
Swoor, swore, did swear. 
Swinge, to beat, to strike, 
to whip 

Swirl, a curve, au eddying 
blast, or pool ; a knot in 
wood 

Swirhe, knaggy, ftlU of 
knots 

Swith I get away t 
Switber,to hesitate m choice 
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•n Imaolnte wareniig id 
choice. 

Byne, since, ago, then. 

T 

Tackets, a kind of nails for 
drirlng into the heels of 
shoes 

Tae, a toe Three-<a«i, 
having three prongs 
Tairge, to examine , a tar- 
get 

Tak, to take 
Takin, taking 
Tsmtallan, the name of a 
mountain 

Tangle, a sea-weed 
Tap, the top 

Tapcloss, heedless, foolish. 
Tarrow, to inurnmr at one’s 
allowance 

Tarrow’t, murmured 
Tarry-breeks, a sailor 
Tartan, a kind of cloth 
checkered with stripes of 
various colors 
Tauld, or Tald, told 
Taupie, a foolish, thought- 
less young person 
Tsuted, or Tautie, matted 
together , spoken of hair 
or wool 

Tawie, that allows itself 
peaceably to be handled , 
spokenofahor8e,cow &o 
Teat, a small quantity 


Tedding spreading after tbs 
mower. 

Ten-honrs-bite.ashght feed 
to the horses, while in the 
yoke, m the forenoon. 
Tent, a field pnlpit, heed, 
caution , to take heed. 
Tentie, heedful, cautions 
wary 

Tentles.», heedless 
Teugh, tough 

Thack, thatch, Thack an 
rape, clothing, necessa- 
ries 

Thae, these 

Thairms, small gpits, fiddle- 
strings 

Thankit, thanked 
Tlieekit, thatched 
Thegither, together 
Themsel', themselves. 
Thuk, intimate, famihar. 
Thieveless, cold, dry, spited , 
spoken of a person’s de- 
meanor 
Thir, these 
Thirl to thrill 
Thirled, thrilled, vibrated. 
Thole, to suffer, to endure. 
Tfaowe, a thaw, to thaw. 
Tbowless, slack, lazy 
Thrang, to throng, a crowd. 
Thrapple, throat, windpipe. 
Thraw, to sprain, to twist, 
to contradict 
Thrawm, twisting, &c 
Tlirawn. sprained, twisted. 



contrmdicted ; contradic- 
tion 

Threap, to maintain by dmt 
of assertion 
Tbreshin, thrashing. 
Threteen, thirteen 
Thnstle, thistle 
Through, to go on with , to 
make out 

Throuther, pell-mell, con- 
hisedly 

Thud, to make a loud inter- 
mittent noise , a blow 
producing a dull, heavy 
sound 

Thumpit, thumped 
Thysel’, thyself 
TiU’t, to It, 

Timmer, timber 
Timmcr-propt, propped with 
timber 
I'lne, to lose 

Tint, lost T\nt the gate, 
lost the way 
Tinkler, a tinker 
Tip, a ram 
Tippence, two-pence 
Tirl, to make a slight noise , 
to uncover 
Tirlin, uncovering 
Tither, the other 
Tittle, to whisper 
Tittling, whispering 
Tocher, marriage portion 
Tod, a fox 

Toddle, to totter, like the 
walk of a child 


Toddlin, tottering. 

Toom, empty. 

Toop, a ram. 

Toun, a hamlet, a fitnn* 
house 

Tout, the blast of a horn, 
or trumpet, to blow ■ 
born, &c 

Touzie, rough, shaggy. 
Tow, a rope 

Towmond, a twelvemonth. 
Toy, a very old fashion of 
female head-dress 
Toyte, to totter,like old age. 
Trams, shafts 
Transmogrify’d, transmi- 
grated, metamorphosed 
Thrashtrie, trash 
Trews, trowsers 
Trickle, full of tncks, play 
ftil 

Trig, spruce, neat. 

Trimly, excellently 
Trow, to beheve 
Trowth, trutli , a petty oath 
Trysted, appointed. To 
tryste, to make an ap- 
pointment 
Try’t tried 

Tug, raw hide, of which in 
old times plough-traces 
were frequently made. 
Tulzie, a quarrel; to quan 
rel, to fight 
Twa, two. 

Twa-three, a few. 

'Twad, it would. 
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Twalitwelre. ^l«^^penny- 
woTth, a small quantity, 
a pennyirorth 
Twin, to part 
Tyke, a dog 

D. 

Qnco, strange, uncouth; 
rery, rery great, prodig- 
ious 

Uncos, news 
Dnfauld, unfold 
Dnkenn’d, unknown 
Unsieker, unsure, un- 
steady 

Unskaith’d, undamaged, un- 
hurt 

Unwoetmg, unwitting, un- 
knowing 
Upo’, upon 
Urchm, a hedgehog 

V. 

Vap’rin, yaponng, bully- 
ing, bragging 
Vauntie, vain, proud 
Vera, very 

Virl, a ring round a col- 
omii, &c 

W 

Wa’, wall 
Wa’s, walls. 

‘Wabster, a weaver 


Wad, would; to bet; a bet, 
a pledge 

Wadna, would not. 

Wae, woe; sorrowful. 
Waesucks! or Waes me) 
alas ! 0 the pity 1 
Waft, the cross thread that 
goes from the shuttle 
through the web , woof. 
Waifu’, wailing 
Wair, to lay out, to expend. 
Wale, choice , to choose. 
Wal’d, chose, chosen. 
Walie, ample, large, jolly, 
also an interjection of 
distress 

Wame, the belly. 

Wamefou, a belly-full 
Wanchancie, unlucky, ill- 
omened, inauspicious 
Wanrestfu’, restless,uneasy 
Wark, work 

Wark-lume, a tool to work 
with 

Warl, or Warld, world. 
Warlock, a wizard 
Warly, worldly, eager foi 
amassing wealth. 

Warran, a warrant; to war- 
rant 

Warst, worst. 

Warstl’d, or Warsl’d, wres- 
tled 

Wastrie, prodigality. 

Wat, wet I teat, I wot, 

1 know. 

Water-brose, brose ncadeel 
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meal and water aimply, 
without the addition of 
millt, butter, &c 
Wattle, a twig, a wand 
Wauble, to swing, to reel 
Waught, a draught 
Waukit, thickened, as ful- 
lers do cloth 

Waukiifc, not apt to sleep 
Waur, worse, to worst 
Waur’t, worsted 
Wean, or Weanie, a child 
VVeane, or Weary Momea 
Keary body, many a dif- 
ferent person 
Weason, wcasand 
Weaving the stocking See 
throwing the stocking, 
(page 618 ) 

Woe, little 

Wee things, little ones 
Wee bit, a small matter 
Wecl, well 
Weelfare, welfare 
Weet, rain, wetness 
Weird, fate 
We’sc, we shall 
Wlia, who 
Whaizle, to wheeze 
Whalpit, whelped, brought 
forth 

Wliang a leathern strmg , a 
piece of cheese, bread, 
&,c , togivethestrappad, 
Whare, where 
Whare’or, wherever 
Whase, whose 


Whatreck, nevertheless. 

Whaup, the curfew, a kmd 
of water-fowl 

Wheep, to fly nimbly, to 
jerk Penny - wheep,, 
small-beer 

Whid, the motion of a bare 
running but not frighted j 
a lie 

Whiddcn, ninmng, as a 
hare or coney 

Whigmeleeries, whims, fan- 
cies, crotchets. 

Whingin, crying, complain- 
ing, fretting 

Whirligigums, useless orna- 
ments, trilling appendages 

Whirrin’, w Jiirring , the 
sound made by the flight 
of the partridge, &c. 

Whisht, silence. To hold 
one’s whisht, to be silent 

Wlusk, to sweep, to lash. 

Wluskin, large, sweepmg 

Whiskit, lashed 

Whissle, a whistle, to whis- 
tle 

Whitter, a hearty draught 
of liquor 

Whunstane, a wlunstone. 

Why Its, whiles, sometimet. 

Wi', with 

Wick, to strike a stone in 
an obUque direction; ■ 
term in curhng 

Wicker, willow, (the small 

est sort.) 
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ViddiefU’, wrathful, angry, 
raging, one deserving the 
gallows 

Widdle, struggle, hustle, ef- 
fort 

Wiel, a siTidll whirlpool 
Wifle, a diminutive or en- 
dearing term for wile 
Wllfu’, willing, full of 
will 

Willyart, tiashful, reserved, 
timid 

Wimple, to me ander, to run 
very irregularly 
Wimpl’t, meandered 
Wimplin, waving, meander- 
ing 

Win, to wind, to winnow 
Win’, wind 
Win’s, winds 

Win’t, winded, as a bottom 
of yarn 

Winna, will not 
Winnock, a window 
Winsome, hearty, vaunted, 
gay 

Wintle, a staggering mo- 
tion , to stagger, to reel 
Wmze, an oath 
Wiss, to wish, to have a 
strong desire 
Withouten, without 
Witless, simple, easily im- 
posed on 

Wizen’d, hide-bound, dried, 

thronk 
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Wonner, a wonder, a con- 
tciiiptuoiis appellation. 
Wons, dwells, resides. 
Woo’, wool 

Woo, to court, to make 
love to 

W^oddie, a rope, more prop- 
erly, one made of withes 
or willows, a halter, a 
g.llloW8 

Wooer-liab, the garter knot- 
ted below the knee with 
a louple of loops 
Wordy, worth) 

Worset, worsted 
Wowl an exclamation of 
ploasuio or wonder 
Wraik, to tc.isc, to vex 
Wraith, a spiiit, a ghost, an 
apparition cxittlylike a 
living person, whose ap- 
ptarance is said to fore- 
bode the person’s ap- 
proaching deatli 
Wrung wrong, to wrong, 
to injure 

Wreeth, a drifted heap of 
snow 

Writers, attorneys, lawyers 
Wud, mad, d stracled, wild. 
Wumble, a wimble, an in- 
Btruiiienl lor boring holes 
Wyle, beguile 
Wyliecoal, a Sannel vest 
Wyte, blame , to blame, ti 
accuse 
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Te; thu pronoun ti fre- 
quently used for thou 
Tear IS used both for singu- 
lar and plural years 
Yearlings, born in the same 
year, coevals 

Yearns, longs much, desires 
earnestly 

Yell, barren, that gives no 
mlllr 

Yerk, to lash, to atrike, to 

jerk. 


Yerkit, jerked, lashed 
struck 

Yestreen, yesternight, the 
night before 

Yett, a gate, such as is 
usually at the entrance 
into a farm-yard ot field 
Yill, ale 
Yird, earth 

Yokin, yoking, about 
Yont, beyond 
Yoursel’, yourself 
Yowe, an ewe 
Yowie, dimin of yowe. 
Yule, Chnstmaa 



jtWoWitseiMJMe-rirfe fo gfeRihil^a wJ^cfAiiiffSWJ 
' tlu^ at e grovrng np to, not aioay fi oio, and keep down tflo 
stock of ebildten’i bools to the Kery best.” 


CLASSIC JUVENILES 
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V Wars of the Colonies 
I VI The Revolt of the Colonies 
1 VII The War of the Revolution 
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Rollo at Work 
Rollo at Play 
Rollo at School 
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Rollo s P niosophy — Sky 
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Lucy Among the. Mountains 1 Lucy at. Study 

Lucy’s Conversations 1 Lucy at Play 

Lucy on the Sea Shore | Stones Told to Cousin Lucy. 
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diKob AJfb«tt’s €Iaffilc Jnfenfleil; 


‘♦Th® republieatlon bytlio hotiBo of TlioinaaY Crowell & Oo of tblrty-fovff 
Tolumea uf Jacob Abbott’s Books lor Childieu, ih aii event deseivii^ more iban 
OEiltnary mention in a ’journal that aims to be a chronu U of ed ueatioiinl progress 
In our country 1 oi a Jongjttmjratjnn, now qnite^ltj tt ir**, llie‘»e eU.iririmg and 
tiu>n»ughl> wholesome htllo volumes havelutu ayi»od,rnig, jeni by year, loi tiie 
entertamiDont and iiiHi u< tlou ot thoubaiidb of cluldieii ot all ages , lucliiduig a 
great many peoide wIkj liavi foiuid tin. b< ii L id (In ii cluldiionil rencued, under 
gray bairti, an tiioy gUiHcd over the honulj idv<ntau s of Kullu, or the stimglitr 
forwaid bloiua ul .liiiuv, i,iul «i« iho olil worhl ol tin NtwJ uglaiul of lulf a 
teutuiv ago om o Jtioii aiuiind tin lu In Ih tl I u ( b Abludi. a joung inininter 
of Itoxbuiy, Rla^'' , wiotc tlio Just smijno sloiy oj tin s. iics which, undci ibo 
title ol tin 'Kollo Books tluitt a K gu w to Hit iliui ilo/LU h iiult,i>me juve- 
uika now kjiuI Ithliod W jLh« ul sluki ig It Units ol tny vut, with no glare of 
unusual hrilli iiu \ iiul n ithin^ s< us itiou il Lli«.v stiu< K th( ki ynolt of a gt niiiiio 
Aineiieui (luld s htn Uuu Like his limb < t ss »r iMu 1 tiU\ s (3 (loodrith), 
litilcaU txclusivtlv with lull II at iiK laln J nin 1 li 111 tin « oiiiiti v in the Xt w 
Enghanl Slvtis \ud tins B tlUM wt ugiuloiie *J tli* most vain ible ui these 
wiUuigB Jhy*\ all to Uu i mmi\ liJ« of NiW 1 ngl in I wbil tbe poetry of 
Crabbe u IS to lilt i oiiim 'll I m il 1 li »l Ins .1 ly \\u e\i m <dln i biK>k sunk in 
the B(. i, d w nild h possdili In Ui Inslou ni 1 1 iistin l v <.oi\\plot( pictttc® 
of the coininon lih ol til Nirthugliml <1 li(l.\\i.ns i„o lioni this stii«« of 
juvenile^ In u ninig tin hi'KiviJ ilu Nm* ii< m l.<,v <liili >n 111 this Btues, w® 
are sliuok w ith the null >1 v ibiinv i > (< ii i|diiiisi tv aid hi nii, out the ))omtB 
most inti n siiiig (c tlu vomu in 11 itui d m h I fl (j ! ilu<aUi») 

“We wckoiiii, ui«i Wi think lU* )>tc.Miit luvuob giin-iitun will welcome, 
TY (iowvll\(<i s ti pulilii ill III if tins V, 1 1, V ol |u \4 mU cl iss]( V flu, Uollo' 
and tlie i luv ai I ' rJon ts’ f.i 1 ks a« wiifu n wiiii oiih ih< clnldun within the 
wntv i ' Uiiu/- in. is Un <UiMimiw u hist infix wnuislnait 'soiuejeirs tgo 
ttu^lW loilc \rr/c Ml i lib d I I iu|)Miil illlx IsoU > IxKiUs ihd pUi ed them 
among flu last, il it di I in l iln 1 iii llic m t » In d sc lui< tlm best ol ill modem 
]u\< mli s ' — f hu^tuu f III // 

“Attu ill.i in mv iiiw h 1 ks tor tluHKn — do inv —hue qmle the charm 
of ihf sc old I uiiiiKs ' (1)1 iixi luviiwiii siuhl c ks is till sc in Ihea (lav , 
undlhiK Ul s iiic VMS hi ids wh 1 m lint mi ill i( thcie nevci li ue been their 
like Hijuo fix’ autlmi h tuullv loi inns'i/i/ ntf I if wi'in\ fi/* c<»a»Jon 

(hirif/s niul (in mini i/ /<* ais/int/<u «s s unouiits ilmost, if not quite to gtniub ” 
— L«/(ifr;i/ 71 f 7 r 7 

“Nonce nt inihlicition m hk< Iv t*' in i f a 11x110 << idi il 11 1 • j'lion among -voung 
pooph' til Ul 1 h(* liiirnil i)l 7 n )l> Mibotis wc iKs just issued 1 )\ MtbM's T Y 
Ciowtdl A (o (lo id luionili lifiidiui is nx ol th> most ui..eiit demands 
of the ttmo Ifeli^hllullv ulus)) ng »s iliev wen to 1 gcmrjtliou now, in a 
sense, bivoml tlieiii. tlx v hivi 11 u vit boionu slib to Ihr mividated mind of 
youth I hi bov Ol ghl ol 4 i»-«li\ will diVinii Ihnu with the sunc ingcrnefca, th® 
snmoliialtliv and niifulmg relish with winch thov wcu oitgiittillv rtceived bv 
ld« parents Iho Vimri* »ii Ilistiiv is iquilK idmu ihle m its ownwav, and 
l) 0 \s and girls desiimg .i simple liuni lufiusting ucitalof Vim’riCHU Hbt-ory 
vrill look in \ on foi a book bettei suiUd to llieir need ” — A ) Sthon! Jovmo,l 
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TlKMlliisti Idi tlns( lie iMti<r of esporial ineiitinn, 
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enjirai c.il b\ Tito T \iu 1 hu wltovc uoikoii llii ( luibinlno ] Took of 
Pocirv” aOtl'i s«» iiiiir]i to its laliic 

Tho piper pinilinL. iiul landjiitr arf iKo fusi-< 1 tss in ,ill ri'ipnts. and 
no effort 1) IS Ixoii sjnrod to in ike tins s< lus ilti m fi\ e iiid iKipnlar 
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OP 

QUOTATIONS FUOM THE POETS. 

Ua8<Hi ujKJii liolui s I (litHiiJ, \Mlh miiiit i< us ultlui ru ii<aii Auk ruai) luthoifi 
Cajbiulh n\is<d iinl nuMtlil ^nlU liMl4v<»f Uidiois .iinl 
^ Uvuiu cvl 1> It V vn I A < mu uitl imi liuibx. 
to i \< n i IS .1 III lUc V< luiu4 

iMiunniJ >u\ J‘i n t' I n\ It II Sior)i)\i.i> 

Ironii Hyo, 7fls {ip , $> uU InIfrUMi'il rJItlon, $3 TiO 


tSjieciAl ciri* lus iHtii \ viuji 1 \nsuu mi m u \ <»f t<,xi tin < oi>> haMiig bcfii 

COinp.ircU willi mill )i s t' \t bt I n» | utim^ iiU\| * iiul ini \« i ilu d l>\ iimi 
pftriiiR Iho pKKJf shi ( is unh lln il u \t s th u » uii ijn »l iti >ii M is btoti 

vcfUltU uot oul> l‘\ tin imuiil'i lmi iU*li\ iii ixpciUiupli jcdluMlus par 

peso 

l\tlA(( (l<im l^ufrUt 


** I lu\n4 111)1)11 il ill s IM 11 ) 11 \ 1 1 ■>< ti< il ((>11 ( itiniisi ill fii]l\ md T)( U'liij; 
111 mind till iiiulliln ti <>1 iIiiIh u)l s Ii ]| iim^i li n< ) « si i il < iiMkin^ of m 1 • »i 
s )v tint til iii\ opiiii >1) ilii \ h iv< Iw II iinimplu I m 1 1 ]i\ ilu in ikei 
Phis Jbbtioii 11 \ 1 i <1 il ( ' 1 il ui 'll' ii^lil 1 I U (111 bi 'I (lull 1 j is M t II* i u 

eoDipiliil, parili bt« iUs i( Is iIm* i Ui ( ml (>iill\ in* ius« it uscis mo l 

ground Hiid 4 mb) u I s III II I II Is ih III n i f !i i 1 t^i < \i illi < ildi s lu r ud 

tolUc(i\i ildli it ' ns 1144 ssus 1 in « lit i * i j»» ti4 uitU i . *s mil \Uit Uh> 

are laig* Iv p‘>ss4 I I i (b x i l< i n i ill i in udv ii 1 \ilio b is di^i slid wb it 
c^et most 1 vipiisit' ))) < III |> 4 Is ij I this ] >14 1 1 III (1 \ < I I'oi [i( il (311 I iii«)ns ' 

rn. ^ X , f . 1‘ If 'llU{>l>ilvl» 

r/uOufl(HI NlW \'IIK Jill. Jl [S' 


I-iou) Ulo I’kIik* 

'• llm pi* s4 nr M ik IS (hi \nn 11 11 u is on 4il ih i itisL * Itlion of Tiolin s 

piciuni iM ot 1 t 4 iS On 1 itn s li 1 1 ^ h < ] r s i is Viin ri« iti mllmi', nid 

uiilbi 1 ( \ 111 III V I bill) IIS 1 1 ill I ^ isli u 1 1 1 \H tin (ju I 111 ns li a ( bun 

(Aridully 1 4 mini I nub ib mil i s I \l u i 11 1 < 11 ^ m lu It ] lli m.111 u \ 
of v\ bi< I) 1i IS lint 1 1.4 ii u 1 1 u d i ull 1 4 It I I c s ]| 1X4 Ih 4 n sii]^ pill I 111 I \ 4 ] \ m- 
st.UK I 

'"th* qvKUdunis la»m SU ik« sjh i «. s pli\s li xx p. 4 u x- ih d b> CUvles 

Kuights t* \t iiul ill >S4 til 111 Ills I (IIS In Mis 1 nui llonud 1* uriu 

< »nii Old UK 4. lo Sbi,kis|xut t1 s li m tl 4 oH Ihjiuilists 1\ lioiitkdjji b 
(dlt)*>ii lud rlios* fioiii *111(1 iiuliois l\1l« 1(4 St 4 ditmiis 4 .>f lilt 11 uoiks 
■* 'subitt |s li.n I bioii^i 'iijH 1 iitiliun 1 >ss nit r( «cts b.ue biHui ni idM 
“ I nnx ([u« I itioii li IS 1 4 4,11 X. iisd iitiiblv iuuhIh kxI lud a Coiicordanoe Index 
addod, giving iin | 1 m n nl m ids m • uh • \ti »i.t tn K.t or uioio, ho tU.it eveiy 
paAsijtxii 4 nil be i< I Itli kU It* 1 1( 

“Thu pljbo unxl 411144/4 1 b oil Hud dxutU un nilh tlio aulhors' najQ.<J8, 
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tn ail Iiulex allowing tbe quotations funn eaib \vTiter l3> long poems 
havf b«on couiitwl and thuejctiacte verifiqd bv a j«»f<uiJCt to tiu* t5.mt passagu 
It IS luilu vi (1 iliiil bj Uie&f iULllu»«lh, d.iul b\ the gipfti taio obf-ti Vod tu imoiS"- 
leatijiig, tins \oltmit will tippiovc ilstlf -U) TIk t I'-tts an<l iiCLCfibitica of tbo ordl 
iilrj iCcvdii, is ulU is to d) lH**! nt iii Ktiuhous ptreoiis, Liuii'iiiiing, ds iL does* 
BO cliuieu V unieM lit itioii of 1 uglisb Kisu ’ 


Notid's o< lh(' l*i<“ss 

“Till'S h uKlsriino viilmin ol 77 tt i» i.i s s« i ms to iiu ImU il*ouf s rj tbii g ucow- 

f,arv till tilt us( of lilt stiiiii lit « i |>ioli K-Hu il I ( <iili I 111 till ni lilt i (it jmci ii h1 

qiioniimi 1 U aiv 111 K > t \ mu ii 1 1' dining tli* « l< slug \i n s i 1 il» ii mlioul- 

]if< nn il siu ti a 'in i « n m • I (In | <k is is iIus uitli i m lulK w U (lull is's.igis 

lllldll l|>])IOIllM< 1 h llllll.f !• |M MS unit \ I 4,1101 llions Ulisuill MllllVUlU- 

ald(^ unit V oi unii i)<> K ■ iii ini'* i lit ) 1 1 v, ut \w>iU up} i .irs to no U; 

Jim t till ri'(|ii.ir iii hn • Mli t il ii i‘‘S . i k dt < I poi lij In itti ih in HJiy 

111 U li IS 1 i]]' iiniidt r Ml ( 1'st 1 \ ill ii - / (oi; / / / t't( u! i ii 

I Ik s; ^i, 111 . I iiidt Miig 1 )\ miiiil < i iiu lljt | ksx i^t <. ii il ii lii iiiig to llii m by 

luimtuis III (Ik Jml i */ fuff/ i nid i* inutf hu/t t is iviit Ihoioiigli pit < c of 

rtorb — f>' I if f >1 I'l I 

' TliiMiuluvi iiiil.it >1 • I 111 ' « 111} lit I III iltis kimJ ( f WO! ) slioulti 111 (lau/vcff. 
//fyul iiidiiiii if 111 itn siJmIi'H (I ipuiiiKiis iiitl ilnii tij I II < itf oil <i)l 
tlust jioinl'* th' (Miiptiaiou iiiuK'iitoi^ nn\ < tun t t id ti-looM use- 

till — ht/fi jn mf f t 

' Nt)l oi ]\ Vi IN I MMf i< Ik iwivi , I ul IS iK » uliiiii (lil\ iiidi vi d mil u i iiititd ” ' 
— ( finyfiiiu ( I/I I 

I liost M jio b (V ixt i<l{<>'n iluiio i( loMv VI ill tiiid iioniiii. nil ] I coinjiltl^ly 

«i(i ijiUd to 1 In li dt "'ll s ill iji III s Tm >) \\ I Kin ii ol 1 < lit ih t fl- i iilin’a 

tdll l »ll hi" iK ilid N — t fit I fi III 1 / f> f '! m n 

] Ik iiKin I < iiip< t 111 111 ill! M Ik II" 4 \ iiiniK ^ ii ibt In n tu i M illlx Ins f iioi- 
aldi \i i*ii< i - ( I u If, j If , III r 

* I lu < 11 nil it'l i(J ii 1 1 1 N ■'( Id iitl villi' li IS t jiiIhxIk il uB 1 ]iicl Ilf , t« a 

^iilhi lOil t \si nil in il 1 > il- 1)1 I ii* / t II J il f 

“ 1 < 1 V irb u fiillu' •* I lliisii I loll 'I I K h itn.n stojK , and \ due of tlic 
iilKit ilion*' till work IS sn| n i n im < iIk i wilh vvlmb J *ni lupumivd It 

sllOllld fllltl I {il 1 < ' 111 I \ ' 1 V H >1 11 \ i ifllls SutOw i>s 1 /' 1 ' f I III to/K owrf 

i ii,/lt'’ll / if'i i/un III J if ( ffi / 

It li Is l« 4 II I < iit|> )• I With ' II' I I liitl^lut 111 uid t vk 1 < nth u illi gii kl ofll p. 
aiitl IS }nmit I uid iiul si .1 m t w o li s ,} s(v ij,, uittsi t \ it lu h is a 
md itllKtlNt li I 1 *. — /•'/ / / llUll/J f t/lflU II tffu )//'<< />ff( 1 l/rrv 

It s( ( Ills i" lit iiiiti-iuJlv 1 ill 1(1 Ktmin 1 it vK ti 11 on V u oils t rjfiral 
plssigcs iinl It. Mild il dw Us « llttl /»«/ JF /« J/uuif / ii'U In , h huH 
J ITIs M ( 1 -.(/i; 

■ \ M oik v\ hub will 1 1 1 11 |l. I nllN to 4 111 -|'H k 1 1 usvful u< iks ol rticii iico " 
- 1 / >11 I } ,sl<, If,,, ,11 , f Ih f II I, / 

“ ^ \ 1st iiii|) I > Mil u( up' n l>t iiti oil milt iii|<iiduiMi f f ^lnhuov, 

'■ I ri '111 ibli I ) till ( ' Dij ill 1 s t »s|( iiidiisli \ II il i< ( iiPfU \ ’ - John Q 

WhiHui 

‘ I on I nils 1 \ i>-i niioiint ol qn it ildt* veisi tnd ipjK >i ^ to ] t 1 iitbfullv in- 
dixid -OJiici )) 1 11,1 If fl/hiit 

All I 'ifcjilioinllv til' ii>Mgb itid V tiistuiiti. Us \>i rk s]jo\vii,[r i (fiiholinty <jf 
t.isit 111 It I'l'ls iiK , »iis \ dll' V ( ti liji s, irtb (]in mkIi Hk most f-Himliftr 
p.is&Hgi s luLs rv \ I ib'iuoiir’is 1 j u I lli a is ixli< im K < it dil.ilb !> 

t oUu I 

“ Jin voluni mpII dfs. I VI s 1 7 ht ' ni 1 vt iv vmikiiig ]jbi mjaiitl will be found 
iiM fiilttv lil 1 ( lull 1 s ukF stiidt Ills — f,o f u JouiuhI 

“ \ In I'urt lioust ot tbougbls clif iiitli i \iirci«bi*d It will bo found 
octd ugl) Usital I'u icfii<i)ui — ihirilimJ j nUt'tcn/J 


T-boniat) Y. Crowell & Co., 13 Astor Plaoe, New York. 




M^gmt V^luitie V* /Selp^ctims- 


TIIK 



Selected from En >hbli and American Aotbors 


Collirtcd aid iditid \\ (jMiimni 1 i-ki I.vms rf ( ivjnbi idpe, 
eoiiiplli 1 ol J'li w lijtliili\ J{ >i U ’ 

Stvin\«u ^ I 1 !{ «i1j%, t(( 

"W itli i Stfil I’oitnil of Ilow, 

Jiidlii tu]l (MV iUji''!) lioiiMUigr- 

>j il (Usiw,ns l»\ ( liuu li liuhiuks T>ul- 
jiHii s<IhI 1 Mur[ilt\ (iifloid ‘'inillie, 
II ms )( III! jiul<t!ifi's iv cd l>> 

I \li(ln« 

0vir900pp Eoyal 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, $5 
“ “ hf luojonon gilt» 7 

“ ’* full morocco, gilt, 10 

III I M iK « r till'- r ii ji u u ] ^T( ii iit( j- 
ti \ t l'^h 1 11(1 dis( I iiiiiii ti i( n IK 1 ( (jiiiM d 
1 Muiisvlulh Aviuj.*\. ilii hoin 

tin Min i( 1<1 I isk Miss I’ltts 
li i> jiM \ mI III 1 '■t II i<<iiliiih fillid iml 
]i IS _t\ I II III III li 1 1 nil III i I il) 0 ] to i, it Ik 1 
1(1 0 |M \lJnilll •*n« Si SI 111 noils IS ellO 
Moitli\ ot i S«lut uuoiu tl‘< (lioinst 

|i, I 1 1 V of (III i lullsll I II ^11 1^1 

I In ti IN ( 1)1 n (s I sj ( , 1 ill\ 111 ) aiii'l 
miiuNh 111 < \(i k (s ii itiluiii^ Niinu- 
oan iiulliuis inun id mSi m n I'Sk-miImI in no i tin i > ‘iii)ii»1nin 

M blip ( U( li Is In f II i ik 1 ) 1 > iiK bull (III M i]s M itln lit w liii li j u 1 1 k 1)1 

this (N s( iipti Ml u mini I> MIC ))ii>> 1 1 

JliSpi < 1 il f IK i) Ls ils » In I II t iKi n to li >\i tin l< vt u ( 111 itr iml jut 

trom t\ |i )_r ijihii iS mi is tin < j \ li n iiu U m < m L^lS!^ n msi d 'i\ 

the ooTiipiU 1 md . Mn)nii n pn 1 k nliis llu / iliui in muik 
l)cr iKMuiniiti inliMiplM ni(Mi\nsp< t i»i I K im iiodnuj: To be 
il in (Ills ]Mi til 111 II III I I if Min ] -t iiis is i n ijihn 

Wlmllv (!i1T( K lit ti ) 11 I'l II I in II ih I n s ( 1 (In iiitlii is b* mil. j'l icrcl 

alplubntu ilh m 1 ill t I i\ii s li in « u b »uil m w ill In li mul in one 

WM'tioii iMsti id o| I) s ut Mill 11 li tin b( K in dn ililU k lit Ik ad- 
ll is l> 111 M (1 ibiH ii itm 1 ill (MM 1 V.K U ( Mi\i nn m [ to tJiosu 

ivNo III IV iis« flu \ I iv I I I I I ll 

Tin tHiist >! b iM b in b si^in 1 S»v s nn i I tin ^ ' ' co c/ jko'-I i 7 )k- 
'neiit n fed*- ui Ibn- \ niii\ , s'/ti tli s b i k im! ik sn)i< nor to 
<Ui\tliiin: i vt I In b'K iltMiinlf Mn iiu siiinl ir v oi k J be i ul,i i\ ei Ins 
fiiillifiiliv K pio liK ( i till ll) luni^s 1 I ])n I iiliK silist n Ihmmi! llu sitist^ 

and tlx \ ibu < I ibi bo >k is ills i nli uk « d l)\ lln si bi vutifnl spei i- 

wn ns i»I \in» m in ut 

J he nlmli w Mk Ins ]n ni futhlwl’v jinbMnnd both in tin mitter of 
the pi( ]i ll ii ion lit tin innnul iiid n| nixliuiii il (xiMiiion iiKludiiig 
tho [‘lossM cii k Mill llu bindm^ ill ol \s lueh » ombint to jrt\ e if th it stand- 
aid cSioi K tin nliub it h iv bn n tbs um s)( tin publishni to jnodaei- 

/fj» Sff/< fill huol \fUtts 

Tlcomas Y. Crowell & Co., 1 .^ Astor Place, Jl.Y. 





A'VolVHTie' Vi’leh fRlrty 'Rivals all 4Uiers In th« Pleta. 

The Cambridge Book 

Oil 

POETRY AND SONG. 


jin F/cgant Voliane of Poittral SfUttunis, Jrom E^gluk and 
Anuiiaiib Audurrn 

Collect, pd and FdiLcd l»y HSlv!- JlilES, LOiiipllLi of tlio 

“ LoiijiU How ISiitlid ly book,’ elc 

WithStPil TNirlrut oi loiigUJIow, ml !<> full jiagt (11 j^tr itions fioni original 


jKSlgll'. h\ < 

Ml M 

It I>tl » u vs, i 1 

1 Ml hl< ks, 

f I \ \, <1(1 I *ii{r>, 

Jb( ra nv, 

S( ni 11 SMI 

I LI 15 

and utlii/l4 k n 

j,i ivt-tJ bj (, 

ilM J AM'UfW 

OVLi [KHl 

pages i<;V il hvo 





(. l<ith 1 uil C- 

rill 

S . 0 l 1 

li ill Ml 1 

(alt iop 

$7,50 

lullMa 

(It 

lUUO 1 

lltc 1 lit, 

(hit 

1. 00 


' i iniiioiith Vi i In ok of I*, f* ri. (M 0 fot tlnw viliowril-e «nd iliose wiio 

are tu lUiiig a i d '-tud\ o| |h « to d lit< i ilutc ’ — /. •sfnt I umsciipt 

“Iheciliioi I Imii ilili ii(« i ii \ i iMc aiui <i n isi duscrumnailOD m 

ni^kii ^ lilt. 'jf lc« liuiiv ” — yoiana/ o/ fiiimui u 

“ A I nllecliun tlut will cmi for itmtf i duI almont npcrial place 

b ill ^ hi-' d IK Ik i woik with in i ih c I I'tc uni judguitui * — Soaion 

Pi/nf 

“Till loo'll V ihi ihli lloluiu 1.0 .iv ihii hn** \<t(i IK loliuiil i lie editor hlifi 
rtoiK furw 'ik with t tMt a/id futgrn lit - A >■-0 n 

• No lliici a .1 li'.LK work h iv In t II di IK iii lx >uui tlii'. m a ' - iiidcpenchtit 
“ \ \>.iy ^dlu iM« uid Vf rj altiacUn noIuiik - /// / a ?/ If 1 1 /(/ 

' I till 111 . I ii mao mdc’cvi iimkc iliis i toiupjta K'jwtll is heauciful vol 

utiK - V ) ri> I 

' ‘ Ilu \ohiii tiafiiKfivt in It', bill Imc in I pti tt n Is tosoiiif thing more than 

aCTi iriisi ijcss 111 iL-' im “s work — Sjininjn lif hfniHt an 

‘ J]jL SVOlJ^ ]s i }j Ultl.' niH SJHOiljMDoJ hook til ik II 1,, - f VI Off 

* Till illusij.Ltioiifi in- pirtnnliily good fo i woiK of tins < l.uy “ _ /io»/on 
Adi i rtisi r 

" lla woik III as nice h line il « <nlH 11 aid illusinli ns is oik oE Iht hand 
stiiiu st wt li \\c '^t < II ’ -I uh ff . / ^/// 

“ I pit fer tins new rt Ih i tioii to uij hcietofoiciii id* is iii iniple, complete, 
and rich roll^ ctiDii ” — iuii.rior 

Epp* ( I lIU V iln ilde f* r Hh lihi lal st lu tion from tin nimor poets who do not 
figure ill pri 1 lous j,iiihiijogn s ’ — / ( SUdimui 

‘ VVe huve locikicltliroucli tlipvolumo pnlti lan fully aikI V1if tp that It isoiie 
of the bt st (oil* iiuiis of biiylihhiKn ms to be f lund m tin 1 uigiitgf* Lfucago 
A If ( hris Ad, 

‘ Miss liilt'i i« kimwn i** Ibe luxt <oinpil(r in th* eoiiritry I sjiaii give t^e 
voUviue in honor ibb plact, in ni\ lilirarj - Mm (• If hiUnr 

“One (if tin most elcgiut uid vtlu ilde boliiUv liooks fai Ihe coming senaon.” ^ 
— Zion slit (f/il 


THOMAS Y, CROWELL & CO., PUBLISHERS, 

Affente Wanted 13 Aetor Place, New Tort 



TM& '0Nt¥ CQMPLF.TE OF POZTS PUBLlSHBlf IKT 

THIS CQVNTRY 


CROWELL’S 

RED LINE POETS, 


59 Volumes. I2mo Per Volume, $1 25 


(ill j 1 iM.i s l.Mi 1 isr irnstTR^iin, 

\M)Ili l. »( Ml in ije\\ 111(1 Ik uitiful d( ^tgiis 

(ho "Nl j)| *•!( 1(11 11 m (0\ei'' IK r^ptci illy 

ilir RUM U ) in 1 < I n n M ith i ipt i hi qu fI/D; o? 
j)tf I pi ! / (II I i ill iilinlii ml ini to in ihf* 
(.Ills s«iK*s s» j(j ilij iMth (Ik ti ul( Till tlm 

ii'iR 1 il lulli mU <. «1» iiumJs iminc tlit ju'^L \i ; 
luM vf v« K I\ I IM 1 (nii ihil I V t( '•iij 2 h }ii('in| ih 

w 111 i < ill <5p nil Tllnition to niii ium Uli 
{, ttOi If liUH J whirh wnll ^lovt 

III aUii'tiM J(.ilur(, ml lu dUud it vtiy low 

i it •• 



*\\ n.iiu\ I vh n 
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*riuii aiKHK 1 
■''I winu I h 1 III iis 

♦F\i M 111 n rtn ") 

(lOl I HI s i’o! Mh 
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( 111 ft lln\r II, n \i ( f ini ri 
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J M >1 I 111 [ \M Min 

Nil l i 

*1 1 in 
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Mu '\ 

t r »i K Miss 
‘M > n I 
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III iHi s pnm i 1 sk. 

1 1ll I m oi I II n [ Its 


Im’ li'.l — 

“IN 1 i M \U ^ ' 

1 *1 I 

! I n I 

III' I 1 I 1 1 k r ints 
I »'Si [ II (Dan III,) 

S \< 1 1 1) i (,I 
N II i I I L 1 
M I 1 

■sum t sn \,rvi 

sill nil 
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.1 I Nsl I 
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The lime Tri iKi fniniKlu I miiIi I’l vin ioi i s m»i Ii n srtt mi d, ut $1 00 
y r volniiH, 

fho'io in 11 hod w ith lu \'^icri'«k 2 *) liu’iit>lje4 in Mm iTnu 1 1 Axni^.ft at§;3 00 
per loluna 

/ II ' tV hi) nil Book^blki 1 

Tlioinas Y. Ci owell & Co., 13 Astor Place, N. Y. 



